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OSCIUS deceas'd, each high aſpiring play'r 
Puſh'd all his int*reſt for the vacant chair. 
The buſkin'd heroes of the mimic ſtage 
No longer whine in love, and rant in rage 
The monarch quits his throne, and condeſcends 
Humbly to court the favour of his friends : 
For pity's ſake tells undeſerv'd miſhaps, 
And, their applauſe to gain, recounts his claps. 
Thus the vitorious chiefs of ancient Rome, 
To win the mob, a ſuppliant's form aſſume, 
In pompous ſtrain fight o'er th* extinguiſh'd war, 
And ſhew where honour bled in ev'ry ſcar. 
But though bare merit might in Rome appear 
The ſtrongeſt plea for favour tis not here; 
We form our judgment in another way; 
And they will beſt ſucceed, who beſt can pay: 
Thoſe, who would gain the votes of Britiſh tribes, 
Muſt add to force of merit, force of bribes. 
What can an actor give? in ev'ry age 
Caſh hath been rudely baniſh'd from the ſtage ; 
Monarchs themſelves, to grief of ev'ry play'r, 
Appear as often as their image there : 
They can't, like candidate for other ſeat, 
Pour ſeas of wine, and mountains raiſe of meat. 
Wine ! they could bribe you with the world as ſoon, 
And of roaſt beef, they only know the tune: 
But what they have they give, could Clive do more, 
Though for each million he had brought home four ? 
Shuter keeps open houſe at Southwark fair, 
And hopes the friends of humour will be there; 
In Smithfield, Y ates prepares the rival treat 
For thoſe who laughter love, inſtead of meat; 
Foote, at Old Houſe, for even Foote will be, 
In ſelf-conceit, an actor, bribes with tea; 
Which Wilkinſon at ſecond-hand receives, 
And at the New, pours water on the leaves, 
VOL. VIII. 
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| The town divided, each rung fev'ral ways; 
As paſſion, humour, int'reſt, 1 ſways. 
Things of no moment, colour bf the hair, 
Shape of a leg, complexion brawn or fair, 
A dreſs well choſen, or a patent miſplac 
Conciliate favour, or create diſtaſte. 

From galleries loud peals of laughter 
And thunder Shuter's praiſes—he's fo d- 
Embox'd, the ladies muſt have ſomething 
Palmer! Oh! Palmer tops the janty part. 
Seated in pit, the dwarf, with aching eyes, 
Looks up, and vows that Batry's out of ſize; 
Whilſt to fix feet the vig'rous ſtripling grown 
Declares that Garrick is another Coan. 

When place of judgment is by whim ſupply'dz 
And our opinions have their riſe in pride; 
When, in diſcourſing on each mimic elf, 
We praiſe and c-nſure with an eye to ſelf ; 
All muft aneet friends, and Ackman bids as fair 
In ſuch a court, as Garrick, for the chair. 5 
At length agreed, all ſquabbles to decide, 


By ſome one judge, the cauſe was to be try'd 3 


But this their ſquabbles i afreſh renew; 
Who ſhould be judge in ſuch a trial : Who ? 

For Jahnſon ſome, but Johnſon, it was fear'd, 
Would be too grave; and Sterne too gay appear d: 
Others for Francklin voted ; but twas known; 

He ficken'd at all triumphs but his own : 

For Colman many, but the peeviſh tongue 

Of prudent Age found out that he was young + 

For Murphy ſome pi/f* ring wits declar'd, 

Whilſt Folly clapp'd her hands, and Wiſdom ſtar'd. 
To miſchief train'd, een from his mother's womb, 
Grown old in fraud, tho' yet in manhood's bloom, 
Adopting arts, by which gay villains riſe, | 

And reach the heights which honeſt men deſpiſe ; 
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Mute at the bar, and in the ſenate loud, 


Dull ' mongſt the dulleſt, proudeſt of the 
A pert, prirt, prater of the northern race, 


Guilt in his heart, and ** in His face, 
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Stood forth; — and thrice he wav'd his lilly hand— 
And thrice hetwirl'd his tye chrice ſtrok d his band. — 
« At friendſhip's call (thus oft with trait"rous aim, 
Men, void of faith, uſurp faith's ſacred name) 
„At Friendſhip's call I come, by Murphy ſent, 
© Who thus by me developes his intent. 
« But leſt, transfus'd, the ſpirit ſhould be loft, 
«© That ſpirit which in ſtorms of Rher'ric toſt, 
& Bounces about, and flies like bottled beer, 
«© In his own words his own intentions hear. 
« Thanks to my friends. —But rote fortunes born, 
«© No robes of fur theſe ſhoulders muſt adorn. 
Vain your applauſe, no ad from thence I draw; 
4 Vain all my wit, for what is wit in law? 
** Twice (curs'd remembrance !) twice I trove to gain 
% Admittance mongſt the law-inſtrufted train, 
„ Who, in the Temple and Gray's-Inn, prepare 
t For clients wretched feet the legal ſnare : 
«« Dead to thoſe arts which poliſh and refine, 
«« Deaf to all worth, becauſe that worth was mine, 
« Twice did thoſe blockheads ſt irtle at my name, 
% And foul rejection gave me up to ſhame, 
4 To laws and lawyers then I bid adieu, 
« And plans of far more lib'ral note purſue. 
4 Who will may be a judge - kindling breaſt 
4 Burns for that chair which Roſcius once poſſeſs d. 
« Here give your votes, your int' reit ire exert, 
«© And let ſucceſs for once attend deſert. 
» With ſleek appearance, and with ambling pace, 
And, type of vacant head, with vacant face, 
The Proteus Hill put in his made plea, — 
% Let Favour ſpeak for others, Worth for me.” 
For who, like him, his various powers could call 
Into ſo many ſhapes, and ſhine in all? 
Who could fo nobly grace the motley liſt, 
AFtor, inſpector, doctor, botanift ? 
Knows any one ſo well - ſure no one knows,— 
At once to play, freſcribe, compound, compoſe ? 
Who can—but Woodward came,—Hill ſlipp'd away, 
Melting, like ghoſts, before the riſing day. 
* With that Jr Cunning, which in fools ſupplies, 
And amply too, the place of being wiſe, 
Which Nature, kind, indulgent parent, gave 
To qualify the blockhead for a knave ; 
With that ſ-cot& Falſhood, whoſe appearance charms, 
And reaſon of each wholſome doubt diſarms, 
Which to the loweſt depths of guile deſcends, 
By vileſt means purſues the vileſt ends, 
Wears friendſhip's maſk for purpoſes of ſpite, 
Fawns in the day, and butchersin the night; 
With that malignant Envy, which turns pale, 
And fickens, even if a friend prevail, 
Which merit and ſucceſs purſues with hate, 
And damns the worth it cannot imitate ; 
With the cold Caution of a coward's ſpleen, 
Which ſears not guilt, but always ſeeks a ſcreen, 
Which keeps this maxim ever in her view— 
What's 2795 done, ſhould be done ſafely too 3 
With that d//, rooted, callous Impudence, 
Which, dead to ſhame, and ev'ry nicer ſenſe, 
Ne'er bluſh'd, unleſs, in ſpreading Vice's ſnares, 
She blunder'd on ſome virtue unawares ; - 


* This ſevere character was intended for Mr. Fitz- 
patrick, a perſon who had rendered himſelf remarka- 
ble by his activity in the play-houſe riots of 1763, 
relative to the taking half prices. He was the hero 
of Garrick's Fribbleriad. E. 
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With all theſe bleſſings, which we ſeldom find 

Laviſh'd by nature on one happy mind, 

A motley figure, of the Fribble tribe, | 

Which heart can ſcarce conceive, or pen deſcribe, 
hoſe fe 


Came fim ring on; to aſcertain w ex 
Twelve, ſage, impannell'd matrons would perplex. 
Nor male, nor female; neither, and yet both; 
Of neater gender, though of Jriſl growth ; 
A ſix- foot ſuckling, mincing in irs gait ; 
Affected, peeviſh, prim, and delicate; 
Fearful it ſeem'd, he of athletic make, 
Leit brutal breezes ſhould too roughly ſhake 
Its tender form, and ſavage motion ſpread, 
O'er its pale cheek, the horrid manly red. 
Much did it talk, in irs own pretty phraſe, 
Of genius and of taſte, of play'rs and plays; 
Much too of writings, which itſelf had wrote, 
Of ſpecial merit, tho” of little note; 
For Fate, in a ſtrange humour, had decreed 
That what it wrote, none but itſelf ſhould read; 
Much too it chatter'd of dramatic laws, 
Misjudging critics, and miſplac'd applauſe, 
Then, with a ſelf-complacent jutting air, 
It ſmnil' d, it ſmirk'd, it <vriggled to the chair ; 
#1 with —— ——— own, 
Looking around, and ferking on the throne, 
Triumphant ſeem'd, when that ſtrange ſavage dame, 
Known but to few, or only known by name, 
Plain Common Senſe appear'd, by Nature there 
Appointed, with plain Truth, to guard the chair, 
The pageant ſaw, and blaſted with her frown, 
To its firſt ſtate of nothing melted down. 
Nor ſhall the Muſe (for even there the pride 
Of this van nat hing ſhall be mortified) 
Nor ſhall the Muſe (ſhould Fate ord un her rimes, - 
Fond, pleaſing thought ! to live in after - times) 
With ſuch a trifler's name her pages blot; 
Known be the character, the thing forgot; 
Let it, to diſappoint each future aim, 
Live qwitheut jex, and die withont a name |! 
Cold-blooded critics, by enervate fires 
Scarce hammer'd out, when Nature's feeble fires 
Glimmer'd their laſt ; whoſe fluggiſh blood half 
froze, 
Creeps lab'ring thro' the veins ; whoſe heart ne'er 
glows 
With fancy-kindled heat 3—a ſervile race, 
Who in mere want of fault, all merit place; 
Who blind obedience pay to ancient ſchools, 
Bigots to Greece, and ſlaves to muſty rules ; 
With ſolemn conſequence declar'd that none 
Could judge that cauſe but Sophocles alone. 
Dupes to their fancied excellence, the crowd, 
Obſequious to the ſacred dictate, bow'd, 
When, ——_ amidſt the throng, a youth ſtood 
-, or. 
Unknown his perſon, not unknown his worth; 
His look beſpoke applauſe ; alone he ſtood, 
Alone he ſtemm'd the mighty critic flood. 
He talk'd of ancients, as the man became 
Who priz'd our own, but envied not their fame ; 
With noble rev'rence ſpoke of Greece and Rome, 
And ſcorn'd to tear the laurels from the tomb. 
But more than juſt to other countries grown, 
% Muſt we turn baſe apoſtates to our own ? 
© Where do theſe words of Greece and Rome 
excel, 


© That England may not pleaſe the ear as well ? 
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« What mighty magic's in the place or air, 

«© That all perfection needs muſt centre there? 

6 Ih ſtates, let ſtrangers be preferred; 

In ſtate of letters merit ſhould be heard. 

Genius is of no country, her pure ray 

c Sprea is all abroad, as gen'ral as the day; 

4 Foe to reſtraint, from place to place ſhe flies, 

« And may hereafter e' en in Holland riſe. 

«© May not (to give a pleaſing fancy ſcope, 

« And chear a patriot heart with patriot hope) 

«© May not ſome great extenſive Gen'us raiſe 

«© The name of Britain bove Athenian praiſe ; 

«© And, whilſt brave thirſt of fame his boſom warms, 

«« Make England great in letters as in arms ? 

«© There may—there hath—and Shakeſpeare's muſe 
4 aſpires 

« Beyond the reach of Greece : with native fires 

« Mounting aloft, he wings his airy flight, 

« While Sophocles below ftands trembling at his 
« height. 

« Why ſhould we then abroad for judges roam, 
When abler judges we may find at home? 
Happy in tragic and in comic pow'rs, 

Have we not Shakeſpeare ?—ls not Jonſon ours? 
« Forthem, your nat'ral judges Britons, vote; 
« They'll judge like Britons, who like Britons 

. cc wrote. 

He ſaid, and conquer d Senſe reſum'd her ſway, 
And diſappointed pedants ſtalk' d away. 
Shakeſpeare and Jonſon who deſerv d applauſe, 
1 were ordain'd to try the cauſe. 

ean- time the ſtranger ev'ry voice employ d, 

To aſk or tell his name—Whois it ?—Lroyp. 

Thus, when the aged friends of Job ſtood mute, 
And, tamely prudent, gave up the diſpute, 

Elihu, with the decent warmth of youth, 
Boldly ſtood forth the advocate of truth; 
Confuted falſehood, and' diſabled pride, 
Whilſt baffled age ſtood ſnarling at his fide. 

The day of tryal's fix d, nor any fear 
Left day of tryal ſhould be put off here. 

Cauſes but ſeldom for delay can call 
In courts where forms are few, fees none at all. 

The morning came, nor find I that the Sun, 

As he on other great events hath done, 
Put on a brighter robe than what he wore 
To go his journey on the day before. 

Full in the centre of a ſpacious plain, 
On plan entirely new, where nothing vain, 
Nothing magnificent appear'd, but Art 
With decent modeſty perform d her part, 
Roſe a tribunal: from no other court 
It borrow d ornament, or ſought ſupport : 
No juries here were pack'd to kill or clear, 
No bribes were taken, nor oaths broken here ; 
No gownſmen partial to a client's cauſe, 
To their own purpoſe tun'd the pliant laws. 
Each judge was true and ſteady to his truſt, 
As Mansfield wiſe, and as old Fofter * juſt. 

In the firſt ſeat, in robe of various dyes, 
A noble wildneſs flaſhing from his eyes, 
Sat Shakeſpeare.—In one hand a wand he bore, 
For mighty wonder fam'd in days of yore; 
The other held a globe, which to his will 
Obedient turn'd, and own'd the maſter's ſkill : 

* Sir Michael Foſter, one of the Judges of the 
King's Bench. | 9 
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Things of the nobleſt kind his genius drew, 

And look'd thro* Nature at a fingle view: 

A looſe he gave to his unbounded foul, ' 

And taught new Iands to riſe, new ſeas to roll; 
Call'd into being ſcenes unknown before, | 
And, paſſing Nature's bounds, was ſomething more. 

Next Jonſon ſat, in ancient learning train'd, 

His rigid judgment Fancy's flight reſtrain'd, 
Correctly prun'd each wild luxuriant thought, 
Mark'd out her courſe, nor ſpar'd a glorious fault. 
The book of man he read with niceſt art, 

And ranſack'd all the ſecrets of the heart; 
Exerted penetration's utmoſt force, 

And trac'd each paſſion to its proper ſource ; 
Then ſtrongly mark'd, in livelieſt colours drew, 
And brought each foible forth ta public view. 
The coxcomb felt a laſh in ev'ry word, 

And fools, hung out, their brother fools deterr'd. 
His comic humour kept the world in awe, 

And Laughter frighten'd Folly more than Law. 

But, hark the trumpet ſounds, the crowd give 

way, 
And the proceſſion comes in juſt array. 

Now ſhould I, in ſome ſweet poetic line, 

Offer up incenſe at Apollo's ſhrine ; 

Invoke the Muſe to quit her calm abode, 

And waken mem'ry with a ſleeping ode. 

For how ſhould mortal man, in mortal verſe, 
Their titles, merits, or their names rehearſe ? 
But give, kind Dullneſs, memory and rime, 
We'll put off Genius till another time. 

Firſt, Order came,—with ſolemn ſtep, and flow, 

In meaſur'd time his feet were taught to go. 
Behind, from time to time, he caſt his eye, 
Left This ſhould quit his place, That ſtep awry. 
Appearances to ſave his only care 

So things ſeem right, no matter what they are, 
In him his parents ſaw themſelves renew'd, 
Begotten by & Critic on Saint Prude. 

Then came drum, trumpet, hauthoy, fiddle, flute; 
Next jnuffer, ſweeper, ſhifter, ſoldier, mut: 
Legions of angels all in white advance 
Furies, all fire, come forward in a dance 
Pantomime figures then are brought to view, 

Fools hand in hand with fools, go two by two. 
Next came the treaſurer of either houſe ; 

One with full purſe, t'other with not a ſous. 
Behind, a group of figures awe create, 

Set off with all th impertinence of ſtate; 

By lace and feather conſecrate to fame, 
Expletive kings, and queens without a name. 

Here Havard, all ſerene, in the ſame ſtrains, 

Loves, hates, and rages, triumphs, and com- 
plains ; ' 
His eaſy vacant face proclaim'd a heart 
Which could not feel emotions, nor impart. 
With him came mighty Davies. On my life, 
That Davies hath a very pretty wife 
Stateſman all over ln plots famous grown . 
He mouths a ſentence, as curs mouth a bone. 

Next Holland came. With truly tragic ſtalk,” 
He creeps, he flies.—A hero ſhould not walk. 
As if with heav'n he warr'd, his eager eyes 
Planted their batteries againſt the ſkies ; | 
Attitude, action, air, pauſe, ſtart, figh, groan, 
He borrow'd, and made uſe of as his own. 

By fortune thrown on any other ſtage, 
He might, perhaps, have pleas'd an oaſy age; 
B 2 
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But now appears a copy and no more, 

Of ſomething better we have ſeen before. 

The actor who would bu'l4 a ſolid fame, 

Muſt imitatian's ſervile arts diſclaim 

Act from himſelf, on his own bottom ſtand ; 

J hate e' en Garrick thus at ſecond-hand. 

Behind came King.—Bred up in modeſt lore, 
Baſhful and young he fought Hibernia's ſhore ; 
Hibernia, fam'd, bove ev'ry other grace, 

For matchleſs intrepidity of face. 

From her his features caught the gen'rous flame, 
And bid defiance to all ſenſe of ſhame. + 

Tutor'd by her all rivals to ſurpaſs, 

Mongſt Drury's ſons he comes, and ſhines in Braſs. 

Lo Yates — Without the leaſt fineſſe of art 
He gets applauſe—I wiſh he'd get his part. 

When hot impatience js in full career, 
How vilely © Hark'e ! Hark'e !” grates the ear? 
When active fancy from the brain is ſent, 
And ſtands on tip-toe for ſome with'd event, 
I hate thoſe careleſs blunders which recall 
Suſpended ſenſe, and prove it ſiction all. 
In characters of low and vulgar mould, 


L's PORMS. 


Now in the centre, now in van or rear, 

{ he Proteus ſhifts, Bawd, Parſon, Auttioneer, 
is ſtrokes of humour, and his burſts of ſporty 
Are all contain'd in this one word, Diftort. 

Doth a man ſtutter, look a-ſquint, or halt ? 
Mimics draw humonr out of Nature's fault, 

With perſonal defects their mirth adorn, 

And hang misfortunes out to public ſcorn. 

L'en I, whom nature caſt in hideous mould, 
Whom, having made, ſhe trembled to behold, 
Reneath the load of mimicry may groan, 

And find that Nature's error are my own. 

Shadows behind of Foote and Woodward came; 
Wilkinſon this, Obrien was that name. 

Strange to relate, but wonderfully true, 

That even ſhadows have their ſhadows too ! 

With not a ſingle comic pow” r endu'd, 

The firſt a mere mere mimic's ſtood; 

The laſt by Nature form'd to plead who ſhews, 
in Jonſoa's Stephen, which way GeNus grows ; 
Self quite put off, „with too mech mY 
To put on Woodward in each mangled 
Adopts his ſhrug, his wink, his ſtare; nay, more, 


Where Nature's coarſeſt features we behold, * His voice, and croaks ; for Woodward croak'd be» 


Where, deititute of ev'ry decent grace, 
Unmanner d jeſts arc blurted in your face, 
There Yates with juſtice ſtrict attention draws, 
Acts truly from himſelf, and gains applauſe. 

But when to pleaſe himſelf or charm his wife, 
He aims at ſomething in politer life, 

When, blindly thwarting Nature's ſtubborn plan, 
He treads the ſtage, by way of gentleman; 

'The clown, who no one touch of breeding knows, 
Looks like Tom Errand dreſs d in Clincher's 

cloaths. 

Fond of his dreſs, fond of his perſqn grown, 
Laugh'd at by all, and to himſelf unknown, 

From ſule to tide he ſtruts, he ſmiles, he prates, 
And ſeems to wonder what's become of Yates. 

| Woodward, endow'd with various tricks of face, 
Great maſter in the ſcience of grimace, 

From Ireland ventures, fav'rite of the town, 

Lur'd by the pleaſing proſpect of renown ; 

A ſpeaking Harlequin, made up of whim, 

He twiſts, he twines, he tortures ev'ry limb, 
Plays to the eye with a mere monkey's art, 

And leaves to ſenſe the conqueſt of the heart, 

We laugh indeed, but on reflection's birth, 

We wonder at ourſelves, and curſe our mirth, 

His walk of parts he fatally miiplac' d, 

And inclination fondly took far taite ; 

Hence hath the town fo often ſeen diſplay'd 

Beau in burleſque, high life in maſquerade. 

But when bold wits, not ſuch as patch up plays, 
id and correct, in theſe infipid days, 

Some comic character, ſtrong teatur'd, urge 

To probability's extremeſt verge X 
Where modeft judgment her SS ſuſpends, 

And for a time, nor cenſures, nor commends, 
Where critics can't determine on the ſpot, = 
Whether it js in Nature found or not, 

There Woodward ſafely ſhall his pow'rs exert, 

Nor fail of favour where he ſhews deſert, 

Hence he in Bobadil fuch praiſes bore, 

uch worthy praiſes, Kitely ſcarce had more. 

By turns transform d into all kinds of ſhapes, 

Conitant to none, Foote W cries, ſtruts and 


ſcr. pe »4 


fore. 
When a dull copier ſimple grace neglects. 


And refts his imitation in defects, 


We readily forgive; but ſuch vile arts 
Are double guilt in men of real parts. 

By Nature form'd in her perverſeſt mood, 
With no one requiſite of art endu'd, 


Next Jackſon came. Obſerve that ſettled glare, 


Which better ſpeaks a puppet than a player: 
Liſt to that voice—did ever Diſcord hear 
Sounds fo well fitted to her untun'd ear ? 
When, to enforce ſome very tender part, 

| The right-hand ſieeps by inctinct on the heart, 
His foul, of every other thought bereft, 

Is anxious only where to place the left; 

He ſobs and pants to ſoothe his weeping ſpouſe, 
To ſoothe his weeping mother, turns and bows. 
Aukward, embarraſs'd, Riff, without the ſkill 
Of moving gracefully, or ſtanding ſtill, 

One leg, as if ſuſpicious of his brother, 
Deſirous ſeems to run away from t'other. 

Some errors, handed down from age to age, 
Plead cuſtom's force, and ſtill poſſeſs the ſtage. 
That's vile—Should we a parent's faults adore, 
And err, becauſe pur fathers err'd betore ; 

If, inattentive to the author's mind, 

Some actors made the jeſt they could not find, 

If by low tricks they marr'd fair Nature's mien, 

And blurt d the graces of the fimple ſcene, 

Shall we, if reaſon rightly is employ'd, 

Not ſee their faults, or ſeeing not avoid ? 

When Falſtaff ſtands detected in a lye, 

Why, without meaning, rolls Love's eu eye? 

Why ?— There's no caule—apleaft no cauſe we 
know—e 


It was the faſhion twenty years 
Faſhion, a word which 3 ee fools may uſe 
Their knavery and folly to excuſe. 
To copy beauties, forfeits all pretence 
To fame—to copy faults, is want of ſenſe. 
Yet (tho' in ſome particulars he fails, 
Some few particulars, where Mode prevails) 
If in theſe hallow'd times, when ſober, ſad, 
All gentlemen are melancholy mad, 


- 


** 
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When tis not deem'd fo great a crime by half 


To violate a veſtal, as to laugh, 

Rude mirth may hope prefumptuous to engage 
An act of Toleration for the ſtage, 

And courtiers will, like reaſonable creatures, 
Suſpend vain faſhion, and unſcrew their features, 


Long, from a nation ever hardly us'd, 
At random cenſur d, wantonly abus'd, 
Have Britons drawn their ſport, with partial view 
Form'd gen'ral notions from the raſcal few; 
Condemn'd a people as for vices known, 
Which, from their country baniſh'd, ſeek our own. 


Old Falſtaff, play'd by Love, hall pleaſe once more, | At length, howe'er, the laviſh chain is broke, 


And humour ſet the audience in a roar. 

Actors DI ve ſeen, and of no vulgar name, 
Who, being from one part pofſeſs'd of fame, 
Whether they are to laugh, cry, whine, or bawl, 
Still introduce that fav'rite part in all. 

Here, Love, be cautious—ne'er be thou betray d 
To call in that wag Falſtaff's dang rous aid ; 

Like Goths of old, howe'er he ſeerns a friend, 
He'll ſeize that throne, you wiſh him to defend. 
In a peculiar mould by Humour caſt, 

For Falſtaff fram'd-— Himſelf, the firſt and laſt— 
He ſtands aloof from all maintains his ſtate, 
And ſcorns, like Sotſmen, to aſſimilate. 

Vain all diſguiſe—tov plain we ſee the trick, 
Tho' the Knight wears the weeds of Dominic, 
And Boniface, diſgrac d, betrays the ſmack, 

In Anno Domini, of Falſtaff's ſack. | 


And Senſe awaken'd, ſcorns her ancient yoke : 

Taught by thee, Moody, we now learn to raiſe 

Mirth from their foibles, from their virtues, praiſe. 
Next came the legion, which our Summer B 

From alleys, here and there, contriv'd to raiſe, 

Fluſh'd with vaſt hopes, and certain to ſucceed 

With Wits who cannot write, and ſcarce can read. 

Ver'rans no more ſupport the rotten cauſe, 

No more from Elliot's worth they reap applauſe 

Each on himſelf determines to rely, 5 , 

Be Yates diſbanded, and let Elliot fly. 

Never did play'rs fo well an author fit, 

To Nature dead, and foes declared to Wit. 

So loud each tongue, ſo empty was each head, 

50 much they talk'd, ſo very little ſaid, 

So wond'rous dull, and yet fo wond'rous vain, 

At once ſo willing, and unfit to reign, 


Arms croſs'd, brows bent, eyes fix'd, feet march | That Reaſon ſwore, nor would the oath recall, 


ing flow, 

A band of malecontents with ſpleen o'erflow ; 
Wrapt in conceit's impenetrable fog, ; 
Which pride, like Phebus, draws from ev'ry bog, 
They curſe the Managers, and curſe the Town, 
Whoſe partial favours keeps ſuch merit down. 

But if ſome man, more hardy than the reſt, 
Should dare attack theſe gnatlings in their neſt; 
At once they riſe with impotence of rage, 
Whet their ſmall ſtings, and buzz about the tage. ' 
« Tis breach of privilege !-—Shall any dare 
C To arm ſatyrie truth againſt a player? 
c Preſcriptive rights we plead time out of mind; 


« Actors, unlaſh'd themſelves, may laſh man- 


« kind,” 

What! ſhall opinion then, of Nature free 
And lib'ral as the vagrant air, agree 
To ruſt in chains like theſe, impos'd by things 
Which, leſs than nothing, ape the pride of kings ; 
No—though half-poets with half-players join 
To curſe the freedom of each honeft line; 
Though rage and malice dim their faded cheek 3 
What the muſe freely thinks, ſhe'll freely ſpeak. 
With juſt diſdain of ev'ry paltry ſneer, 
Stranger alike to flattery and fear, 
In purpoſe fix'd and to herſelf a rule, 
Public contempt ſhall wait the public fool. 

Auſtin would always gliſten in French filks, 
Atkman would Norris be, and Packer Wilks. 
For who, like Ackman, can with humous. pleaſe ; 
Who can, like Packer, charm with ſprightly eaſe ? 
Higher than all the reſt, ſee Branſby ſtrut: 
A mighty Gulliver in Lilliput ! 
Ludicrous Nature! which at once could ſhew 
A man fo very high, fo very low. 

If 1 forget thee, Blakes, or if I fay 
Aught hurtful, may I never ſee thee play. 
Let critic, with a fupercilious air, 
Decry thy various merit, and declare : 
Frenchman is {till at top; — but ſcorn that rage 
Which, in attack 'ng thee attncks the age. 
French follies, aniverſally embrat d, 
At once provoke our mirth, and form our tafe, 


Their mighty maſter's ſoul inform'd them all. 
As one with various diſappointments ſad, 
Whom Dullneſs only kept from being mad, 
Apart from all therett great Murphy came 
Common to fools and wits, the rage of fame. 
What tho' the ſons of Nonſenſe hail him 81 x, 
AvuDIToOR, AUTHOR, MANAGER, and SQUIR&y 
His reſtle{s ſoul's ambition ſtops not there, 
To make his triumphs perfect, dub him PLAYER. 
In perſon tall, a perſon form's to pleaſe, 
If ſymmetry could charm, depriv'd of cafe; 
When motionleſs he ſtands, we all approve, 
What pity 'tis the Thing was made to move. A 
His voice, in one dull, deep, and varied found, 
Seems to break forth from caverns under 
From hollow cheſt the low ſepulchral note 
Unwilling heaves, and ftruggles in his throat. 
Could authors butcher's give an actor grace, 
All muſt to him refign the foremoſt place. 
When he attempts, in ſome fav'rite part, 
To ape the feelings of a manly heart, 
His honeft features the diſguiſe defy, 
And his face loudly gives his tongue the lye. 
Still in extremes, he knows no happy mean, 
Or raving mad, or ſtupidly ſerene. 
In cold-wrought ſcenes the lifeleſs actor flags, 
In paſſion, tears the paſſion into rags. 
Can none remember ?—Yes—1 know all muſt— 
When in the Moor he ground his teeth to duſt, 
When o'er the ſtage he Folly's ſtandard bore, 
Whilſt Common Senſe ſtood trembling at the door. 
How few are found with real talents bleſs'd, 
Fewer with Nature's gifts contented reſt. 
Man from his ſphere eccentric ſtarts aſtray ; 
All hunt for fame; but moſb miſtake the way. 
Bred at St. Omer's to the ſhuffling trade, 
The hopeful youth a Jefuit might have made, 
With various readings ſtor d his empty cull, 
Learn'd without ſenſe, and venerably dull; 
Or, at ſome banker's deſk, like many more, 
Content to tell that two and two make four, 
His name had ftood in CITY ANNALS fair, 


| An? frudent Dullneſs mark'd him for a Mayor. 
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What then could tempt thee in a critic age, 
Such blooming hopes to forfeit on a ſtage ? 
Could it be worth thy wond'rous waſte of pains 
To publiſh to the world thy lack of brains ? 

Or might not reaſon e en to thee have ſhewn 
Thy greateſt praiſe had been to live unknown ? 
Yet let not vanity, like thine, deſpair : 
Fortune makes Folly her peculiar care. 

A vacant throne high plac'd in Smithfield view, 

To facred Dullneſs and her firft-born due, 

Thither with haſte in happy hour repair, 

Thy birth-right claim, nor fear a rival there. 

Shuter himſelf ſhall own thy juſter claim, 

And venal Ledgers puff their Murphy's name, 
Whilft Vaughan * or Dapper, call him which you will, 
Shall blow the trumpet, and give out the bill. 

There rule ſecure from critics and from ſenſe, 
Nor once ſhall Genius riſe to give offence ; 
Eternal peace ſhall bleſs the happy ſhore, 

And little Factions break thy reſt no more. 

From Covent-Garden crowds promiſcuous go, 
Whom the Muſe knows not, nor defires to know. 
Vet'rans they ſeem'd, but knew of arms no more 
Than if, till that time, arms they never bore : 
Like Weſtminſter militia train'd to fight, 

They ſcarcely knew the left hand from the right. 
Aſham'd among ſuch troops to ſhew the head, 
Their chiefs were ſcatter d, and their heroes fled. 

Sparks at his glaſs ſat comfortably down 
To ſep'rate frown from ſmile, and ſmile from frown ; 
Smith, the genteel, the airy, and the ſmart, 
Smith was juſt gone to ſchool to ſay his part ; 
Roſs (a misfortune which we often meet) 

Was faſt aſleep at dear Statira's feet; 
Statira, with her hero to agree, 
Stood on her feet as faſt aſleep as he ; 
Macklin, who largely deals in half-form'd ſounds, 
Who wantonly tranſgreſſes Nature's bounds, 
Whoſe acting's hard, affected, and conftrain'd, 
Whoſe features, as each other they diſdain d, 
At variance ſet, inflexible and coarſe, 
Ne'er know the workings of united force, 
Ne'er kindly ſoften to each other's aid, 
Nor ſhew the mingled pow'rs of light and ſhade, 
No longer for a thankleſs ſtage concern'd, 
To worthier thoughts his mighty genius turn'd, 
Harangu'd, gave lectures, made each ſimple elf 
Almoſt as good a ſpeaker as himſelf ; 
Whilſt the whole Town, and with miſtaken zeal, 
An aukward rage for Elocution feel ; 
Dull Cits and grave Divines his praiſe proclaim, 
And join with Sheridan's their Macklin's name ; 
Shuter, who never car'd a fingle pin 
Whether he left out nonſenſe or put in, 
Who aim'd at wit, tho' levell'd in the dark, 
The random arrow ſeldom hit the mark, 
At Iſlington, all by the placid ſtream 
Where City ſwains in lap of dullneſs dream, 
Where, quiet as her ſtrains their ſtrains do flow, 
That all the patron by the bards may know, 
Secret as night, with Rolt's experienc d aid, 
The plan of future operations laid, 
Projected ſchemes the ſummer months to chear, 
And ſpin out happy Folly through the year. 


* A gentleman ſtill living, who publiſhed, at this 
juncture, a Poem entitled, The Retort.” 


PORMS. 
But _ not, though theſe - daſtard-chiefs are 


* 
That Covent-Garden troops ſhall want a head: 
Harlequin comes their chief — See from afar, 
The hero ſeated in fantaſtic car ! 
Wedded to Novelty, his only arms 
Are wooden ſwords, wands, taliſmans, and charms ; 
On one ſide Folly fits, by ſome call'd Fun, 
And on the other, his arch-patron Lun. 
Behind, for liberty a-thirſt in vain, 
Senſe, helpleſs captive, drags the galling chain. 
Six rude miſ-ſkapen beaſts the chariot draws, 
Whom Reaſon loaths, and Nature never faw ; 
Monſters, with tails of ice, and heads of fire ; 
Gorgons, and Hydras, and Chimæras dire. 
Each was beſtrode by full as monſtrous wight, 
Giant, Dwarf, Genius, Elf, Hermaphrodite. 
The Town, as uſual, met him in full cry; 
The Town, as uſual, knew no reaſon why. 
But Faſhion ſo directs, and moderns raiſe 
On Faſhion's mould'ring baſe their tranſient praiſe. 

Next, to the field a band of females draw 
Their force ; for Britain owns no Salique law : 
Juſt to their worth, we female rights admit, 

or bar their claim to empire or to wit. 

Firſt, giggling, plotting chamber-maids arrive, 

Hoydens and romps, led on by Gep ral Clive. 

In ſpite of outward blemiſhes, ſhe ſhone 

For humour fam'd, and humour all her own. 
Eaſy, as if at home, the ſtage ſhe trod, 

Nor ſought the critic's praiſe, nor fear'd his rod, 
Original in ſpirit and in eaſe, 

She pleas'd by hiding all attempts to pleaſe. 

No comic actreſs ever yet could raiſe, 

On Humour's baſe, more merit or more praiſe. 

With all the native vigour of ſixteen, 

Among the merry troop conſpicuous ſeap, 

See lively Pope advance in jig and trip, 

Corinna, Cherry, Honeycomb, and Snip. 

Not without Art, but then to Nature true, 

She charms the Town with humour juſt, yet new. 
Chear'd by her promiſe, we the loſs deplore 

The fatal time when Clive ſhall be no more. 

Lo ! Vincent comes—with ſimple grace array d, 
She laughs at paltry arts, and ſcorns parade. 
Nature through her is by reflection ſhewn, 
Whilſt Gay once more knows Polly for his own. 

Talk-not to me of diffidence and fear— 

I ſee it all, but muſt forgive it here. 

Defects like theſe which modeſt terrors cauſe, 
From impudence itſelf extort applauſe. 
Candour and Reaſon till take Virtue's part; 
We love e' en foibles in ſo good an heart. + 

Let Tommy Arne, with uſual pomp of tile, 
Whole chief, whoſe only merit's to compile, 
Who, meanly pilfering here and there a bit, 
Deals muſic out as Murphy deals out wit, 
Publiſh propoſals, laws for taite preſcribe, 

And chaunt the praiſe of an Italian trite ; 
Let him reverſe kind Nature's firſt decrees, 
And teach een Brent a method not to pleaſe ; 
But never ſhall atruly Britiſh age 

Bear a vile race of eunuchs on the ſtage. 

The boaſted work's call'd National in vain, 
If one Italian voice pollutes the ſtrain. 
Where tyrants rule, and ſlaves with joy obey, 


E. Let flaviſh minſtrels pour th' enervate lay; 
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To Britons far more noble pleaſures ſpring, 
In native notes whilſt Beard and Vincent fing. 

Might figure give a title unto fame, 

What rival ſhould with Yates diſpute her claim 
But juſtice may not partial trophies raiſe, 
Nor fink the actreſs in the woman's praiſe. 
Still hand in hand her words and actions go, 
And the heart feels more than the features ſhew: 
For, through the regions of that beauteous face, 

We no variety of paſſions trace; 

Dead to the ſoft emotions of the heart, 

No kindred ſoftneſs can thoſe eyes impart ; 

The brow, ſtill fix'd in ſorrow's ſullen frame, 

Void of diſtinftion, marks all parts the ſame. 

What's a fine perſon, or a beauteous face, 

Unleſs deportment gives them decent grace? 
Bleſs'd with all other requiſites to pleaſe, 
Some want the ſtriking elegance of, eaſe; 
The curious eye their aukward movement tires; 
They ſeem like puppets led about by wires. 
Others, like ſtatues, in one potture till, 
Give great ideas of the workman's {kill ; 
Wond'ring, his art we praiſe the more we view, 
And only grieve he gave not motion too. 
Weak of themſelves are what we beauties call, 
It is the manner which gives ſtrength to all. 
This teaches ev*'ry beauty to unite, 
And brings them forward in the nobleſt light. 
Happy in this, behold, amidſt the throng, 
With tranſient gleam of grace, Hart ſweeps along. 
If all the wonders of external grace, 
A perſon finely turn'd, a mould of face, 
Where, union rare, expreſſion's lively force 
With beauty's ſofteſt magic holds diſcourſe, 
Attract the eye; if feelings, void of art, 
Rouze the quick paſſions, and inflame the heart ; 
If muſic, ſweetly breathing from the tongue, 
Aptives the ear, Bride muſt not paſs unſung. 

When fear, which rank ill-nature terms conceit. 
By time and cuſtom conquer'd, ſhall retreat; . 
When judgment tutor'd by experience ſage, 

Shall ſhoot abroad, and gather ſtrength from age; 
When heav'n in mercy ſhall the ſtage releaſe 

From the dull ſlumbers of a till life-piece ; 

When ſome ſtale flow'r, diſgraceful to the walk, 
Which long hath hung, tho* wither'd on the ſtalk, 
Shall kindly drop, then Bride ſhall make her way, 
And merit find a paſſage to the day 

Brought into action, ſhe at once ſhall raiſe 

Her own renown, and juſtify our praiſe. 

Form'd for the tragic ſcene, to grace the ſtage, 

With rival, excellence of love and rage, 
Miſtreſs of each ſoft art, with matchleſs {kill 
To turn and wind the paſſions as ſhe will; 

To melt the heart with ſympathetic woe, 
Awake the ſigh, and teach the tear to flow; 
To put on frenzy's wild diſtracted glare, 
And freeze the ſoul with horror and deſpair ; 
With juſt deſert enroll'd in endleſs frame, 
Conſcious of worth ſuperior, Cibber came. 

When poor Alicia's madd'ning brains are rack'd, 
And ſtrongly imag'd griefs her mind diſtract; 
Struck with her grief, I catch the madneſs too 
My brain turns round, the headleſs trunk I view ! 
The roof cracks, ſhakes and falls —New horrors 


ms 


rite, 
And reaſon buried in the ruin lies. 


| 


| 
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Nobly diſdainful of each laviſh art, 
She makes her firſt attack upon the heart : 
Pleas'd with the ſummons, it receives her laws, 
And all is filence, ſympathy, applauſe. 
But when, by fond ambition drawn aſide, 
Giddy with praiſe, and puff'd with female pride, 
She quits the tragic ſcene, and, in pretence 
To comic merit, breaks down Nature's fence ; 
I ſcarcely can believe my ears or eyes, 
Or find out Cibber through the dark diſguiſe. 
Pritchard, by nature for the ſtage deſign'd, 
In perſon graceful, and in ſenſe refin'd ; 
Her art as much as Nature's friend became, 
Her voice as free from blemiſh as her fame. 
Who knows ſo well in majeſty to pleaſe, 
Attemper'd with the graceful charms of eaſe? 
When Congreve's favour'd pantomime to grace, 
She comes a captive queen of Mooriſh race; 
When love, hate, jealouſy, deſpair and rage, 
With wildeſt tumults in her breaſt engage; 
Still equal to herſelf is Zara ſeen ; 
Her paſſions are the paſſions of a queen. 
When ſhe to murther whets the timorous Thane, 
I feel amb'tion ruſh through every vein ; 
Perſuaſion hangs upon her daring tongue, 
My heart grows flint, and ev'ry nerve's new ſtrung. 
In Comedy“ Nay, there,” cries Critic, „ hold, 
«*« Pritchard's for comedy too fat and old. 
Who can, with patience, bear the gray coquette, 
Or force a laugh with over-grown Julett ? 
«© Her ſpeech, look, action, humour, all are juſt ; 
„ But then, her age and figure give diſguſt.” 
Are foibles then, and graces of the mind, 
In real life, to ſize or age confin'd ? 
Do ſpirits flow, and is good breeding plac'd 
In any ſet circumference of waiſt ? 
As we grow old, doth affectation ceaſe, 
Or gives not age new vigour to caprice ? 
If in originals theſe things appear, 
Why ſhould we bar them in the copy here ? 
The nice punctilio mongers of this age, 
The grand minute reformers of the ſtage, 
Slaves to propriety of ev'ry kind, 
Some ſtandard-meaſure for each part ſhould find, 
Which then the beſt of actors ſhall exceed, 
Let it devolve to one of ſmaller breed. 
All actors too upon the back ſhould bear 
ppg * = birth j——time, when; place, 
where. 
For how can critics rightly fix their worth, 
Unleſs they know the minute of their birth ? 
An audience too, may find too late 
That they have clapp'd an actor out of date. 
Figure, I own, at firſt may give offence, 
And harſhly ſtrike the eye's too curious ſenſe : 
But when perfections of the mind break forth, 
Humour's chaſte allies, judgment's ſolid worth; 
When the pure genuine flame, by Nature taught, 
Springs into ſenſe, and ev'ry action's thought; 
Before ſuch merit all objections fly; 
Pritchard's genteel, and Garrick's fix feet high. 
Oft have I, Pritchard, ſeen thy wond'rous ſkill, 
Confeſs'd thee great, but find thee greater till. 
That worth, which ſhone in ſcatter'd rays before, 
Collected now, breaks forth with double pow'r. 
The Jealous Wife! on that thy trophies raiſe, 
Inferior only to the author's praiſe. ; 
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From Dublin, fam'd in legends of romance 

For mighty magic of enchanted lance, 

With which her heroes arm'd victorious prove, 

And like a flood ruſh o'er the land of love, 

Moſſop and Barry came—names ne'er deſign'd 

By fate in the ſame ſentence to be join'd. 

Rais'd by the breath of popular acclaim, 

They mounted to the pinnacle of fame ; 

'There the weak brain, made giddy with the height, 

Spurt d on the rival chiefs to mortal fight. 

Thus ſportive boys, around ſome baſon's brim, 

Behold the pipe-drawn bladders circling ſwim: 

But if from lungs more potent, there ariſe 

Two bubbles of a more than common ſize, 

Eager for honour they for fight prepare, 

Bubble meets bubble, and both fink to air. 
Moſſop, attach'd to military plan, 

Still kept his eye fix d on his right hand man. 

Whilſt the mouth meaſures words with ſeeming ſkill, 

The right hand labours, and the left lies ſtill; 

For he reſolv d on ſcripture-grounds to go, 

What the right doth, the left hand-ſhall not know. 

With ({tud:cd impropriety of ſpeech, | 

He ſoars beyond the hackney critic's reach ; 

To epithets allots emphatic ſtate, 

Whilſt principals, ungrac'd, like lacquies wait; 

In ways firſt trodden by himſelf excels, 

And ſtands alone in undeclinables ; 

Conjunction, Prepoſition, Adverb join 

To ſtamp new vigour on the nervous line: 

In monoſyllables his thunders roll, | 

Hx, suE, Ir, AND, WE, YE, THEY, fright the ſoul. 
In perſon taller then the common ſize, 

Behold where Barry draws admiring eyes ! 

When lab' ring paſſions, in his boſom pent, 

Convulſive rage, and ſtruggling heave for vent; 

Spectators, with imagin'd terrors warm, 

Anxious expect the burſting of the ſtorm : 

But, all unfit in ſuch a pile to dwell, 

His voice comes forth, like Echo from her cell, 

To ſwell the tempeſt needful aid denies, 

And all a-downthe ſtage in feeble murmurs dies. 
What man, like Barry, with ſuch pains, canerr 

„ In elocution, action, character ? 

What man could give—if Barry was not here, 

Such well-applauded tenderneſs to Lear ? 

Who elſe can ſpeak fo very, very fine, 

That ſenſe may kindly end with ev'ry line ? 
Some dozen lines before the ghoſt is there, 

Behold him for the ſolemn ſcene prepare. 

Yee how he frames his eyes, poiſes each limb, 

Puts the whole body into proper trim.— 

From whence we learn, withno great ſtretch of art, 

Five lines hence comes a ghoſt, and, ha ! a ſtart. 
When he appears moſt perfect, fill we find 

Something which jars upon, and hurts the mind. 

Whatever lights upon a part are thrown, 

We ſee too plainly they are not his own. 

No flame from Nature ever yet he caught ; 

Nor knew a feeling which he was not taught ; 

He rais'd his trophies on the baſe of art, 

And conn'd his „as he conn'd his part. 
Quin, from afar, lur d by the ſcent of fame, 

A ſtage Leviathan, put in his claim, 

Pupil of Betterton and Booth. Alone, 

Sullen he walk'd, and deem'd the chair his own. 

Fer how ſhould moderns, muſhrooms of the day, 

Who ne'er thoſe maſters knew, know how to play ? 
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Extol the times when they themſelves were young ; 

Who having loſt all reliſh for the ſtage, 

See not their own defects, but laſh the age, 

Receiv'd with joyful murmurs of applauſe, 

Their darling chief, and lin'd his fav'rite cauſe. 
Far be it from the candid Muſe to tread 

Inſulting o'er the aſhes of the dead, 

But, juſt to living merit, ſhe maintains, 

And dares the teſt, whilſt Garrick's genius reigns ; 

Ancients in vain endeavour to excel, 

Happily prais'd, if they could act as well. 

But though preſcription's force we diſallow, 

Nor to antiquity ſubmiſſive bow ; 

Though we deny imaginary grace, 

Founded on accidents of time and place 

Yet real worth of ev'ry growth ſhall bear 

Due praiſe, nor muſt we, Quin, forget thce there. 
His words bore ſterling weight, nervous and ſtrong 

In manly tides of ſenſe they roll'd along. 

Happy in art, he chiefly had pretence 

To keep up numbers, yet not forfeit ſenſe. 

No actor ever greater heights could reach 

In all the labour'd artifice of ſpeech. 
Speech! 1s that all? — And ſhall #1 actor found 

An univerſal fame on partial ground? 

Parrots themſelves ſpeak properly by rote, 

And, in fix months, my dog ſhall howl by note. 

I laugh at thoſe, who, when the ſtage they tread, 

Neglect the heart, to compliment the head; 

Wich ſtrict propriety their care's confin'd 

To weigh out words, while paſſion halts behind. 

To ſyllable- diſſectors they appeal, 

Allow them accent, cadence,——fools may feel; 

But, ſpite of all the criticiſing elves, 

Thoſe who would make us feel, muſt feel themſelves. 
His eyes, in gloomy ſocket taught to roll, 

Proclaim'd the ſullen habit of his ſoul. 

Heavy and phlegmatic he trod the ſtage, 

Too proud for tenderneſs, too dull for rage. 

When Hector's lovely widow ſhines in tears, 

Or Rowe's gay rake dependant virtue jeers, 

With the ſame caft of features he is ſeen 

To chide the libertine, and court the queen. 

From the tame ſcene, which without paſſion flows, 

With juſt deſert his reputation roſe ; 

Nor leſs he pleas'd, when, on ſome ſurly plan, 

He was, at once, the actor and the man. 
In Brute he ſhone unequall'd : all agree 

Garrick's not half ſo great a brute as he. 

When Cato's labour'd ſcenes are brought to view, 


| With equal praiſe the actor labour d too; 


For ſtill you'll find, trace paſſions to their root, 
Small diff 'rence twixt the Stoic and the brute. 
In fancied ſcenes, as in life's real plan, 
He could not, for a moment, fink the man. 
In whate'er caſt his character was laid, 
Self ſtill, like oil, upon the ſurface play'd. 
Nature, in ſpite of all his ſkill, crept in: 
Horatio, Dorax, Falſtaff, ſtill was Quin. 

Next follows Sheridan—a doubtful name, 
As yet unſettled in the rank of fame. 
This, fondly laviſh in his praiſes grown, 
Gives him all merit : That allows him none. 
Between them both, we'll ſteer the middle courſe, 
Nor, loving praiſe, rob Judgment of her force. 
ue his conceptions, natural and great: 

feelings ſtrong, his words enforc'd with weight 
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Was fpeech-fam'd Quin himſelf to hear him ſpeak, 
Envy would drive the colour from his cheek : 
But ſtep-dame Nature, niggard of her grace, 
Deny'd the ſocial pow'rs of voice and face. 
Fix'd in one frame of features, glare of eye, - 
Paſſions, like chaos, in confuſion lie : 
In vain the wonders of his {kill are try'd 
To form diſtinctions Nature hath deny'd. 
His voice no touch of harmony admits, 
Irregularly deep and ſhrill by fits : 
The two extremes appear like man and wife, 
Coupled together for the ſake of ſtrife. 
His action's always ſtrong, but ſometimes ſuch, 
That candour muſt declare he acts too much. 
Why muſt impatience fall three paces back ? 
Why paces three return to the attack ? 
Why is the right-leg too forbid to ſtir, 
Unleſs in motion ſemicircular ? 
Why muſt the hero with the Nailor vie, 
And hurl the cloſe-clench'd fiſt at noſe or eye? 
In royal John, with Philip angry grown, 
I thought he would have knock d poor Davies down. 
Inhuman tyrant ! was it net a ſhame, 
To fright a king ſo harmleſs and ſo tame ? 
But, ſpite of all defects, his glories riſe ; 
And Art, by Judgment form'd, with Nature vies: 
Behold him ſound the depth of Hubert's foul, 
Whilf in his own contending paſſions roll; 
View the whole ſcene, with critic judgment ſcan, 
And then deny him merit if you can. 
Where he falls ſhort, tis Nature's fault alone; 
Where he ſucceeds, the merit's all his own. 
Laſt Garrick came. Behind him throng a train 
Of ſnarling critics, ignorant as vain. 
One finds out. He's of ſtature ſomewhat low]. 
% Your Hero always ſhould be tall, you know, 
« True nat'ral greatneſs all conſiſts in height.” 
Produce your voucher, Critic. Serjeant Kite.“ 
Another can't forgive the paltry arts 
By which he makes his way toſhallow hearts; 
Mere pieces of fineſſe, traps for applauſe— 
« Avaunt, unnat'ral ſtart, affected pauſe. 
For me, by Nature form'd to judge with phlegm, 
] can't acquit by wholeſale, nor condemn. 
The beſt things carried to exceſs are wrong: 
The ſtart may be too frequent, pauſe too long; 
But, only us'd in proper time and place, 
Severeſt judgment muſt allow them grace. 
If bunglers, form'd on imitation's plan, 
uſt in the way that monkies mimic man, 
Their copied ſcene with mangled arts diſgrace, 
And pauſe and ftart with the ſame vacant face ; 
We join the critic laugh ; thoſe tricks we ſcorn, 
Which ſpoil the ſcenes they mean them to adorn. 
But when, from Nature's pure and genuine ſource, 
Theſe ſtrokes of acting flow with gen'rous force, 
When in the features all the ſoul's pourtray'd, 
And paſſions, ſuch as Garrick's, are diſplay'd, 
To me they ſeem from quickeſt feelings caught ; 
Each tart is Nature ; and each pauſe is Thought. 
When reaſon yields to paſſion's wild alarms, 
And the whole ſtate of man is up in arms; 
What but a Critic could condemn the Play'r, 
For pauſing here, when Cool Senſe pauſes there? 
Whilſt, working from the heart, the fire I trace, 
And mark it ſtrongly flaming to the face; 
Whilſt, in each ſound, I hear the very man; 
can't catch words, and pity thoſe who can. 
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Let wits, like ſpiders, from the tortur'd brain 
Fine-draw the critic web with curious pain; 
The gods, —a kindneſs 1 with thanks muſt pa. 
Have form'd me of a coarſer kind of clay ; 
Nor ſtung with envy, nor with ſpleen diſeas'd, 
A poor dull creature, ſtill with Nature pleas'd ; 
Hence to thy praiſes, Garrick, I agree, 
And, pleas'd with Nature, muſt be pleas'd with thee, 
Now might 1 tell, how filence reign'd throughout, 
And deep attention huth'd the rabble rout : 
How ev'ry claimant, tortur'd with defire, 
Was pale as aſhes, or as red as fire : 
But, looſe to fame, the Muſe more ſimply acts, 
Rejects all flouriſh, and felates mere facts. 
The judges, as che ſeveral parties came, 
With temper heard, with judgment weigh'd each 
claim, 
And, in their ſentence happily agreed, 
In name of both, Great Shakeſpeare thus decreed. 
If manly ſenſe j if Nature link'd with Art 
If thorough knowledge of the human heart; 
« If powers of acting vaſt and unconfin'd ; 
If feweſt faults with greateſt beauties join'd ; 
If ſtrong expreſſion, and ſtrange pow'rs which lie 
« Within the magic circle of the eye; 
If feelings which few hearts, like his, can know 
& And which no face ſo well as his, can ſhew ; 
6 Deſerve the pref*rence ;z=Garrick, take the chair; 
„ Nor quit it—ti1! thou place an equal there.“ 
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ADDRESSED TO FRE 
CRITICAL REVIEWERS 


AUGHS not the hezrt, when giants big with 
pride, 

Aſſume the pompous port, the martial ſtride ; 
O'er arm Herculcan heave th* enormous ſhield, 
Vaſt as a weaver's beam the javelin wield; 
With the loud voice of thund'ring Jove defy, 
And dare to fingle combat What ?—A fly. 

And 2 we leſs, when giant names, which 

ine 

Eſtabliſh'd, as it were, by right divine; 
Crx1Tics, whom ev'ry captive art adores, 
To whom glad Sciehce pours forth all her ſtores ; 
Who high in iccter'd reputation fit, 
And hold, Aſtræa-like, the ſcales of wit; 
Wich partial rage ruſh forth,—Oh ! ſhame to tell! 
To cruſh a bard juſt burſting from the ſhell ? 

Great are his perils in this ſtormy time 
Who raſhly ventures on a ſea of rime. 

Around vaſt ſurges roll, winds envious blow, 
And jealous rocks and quickſands lurk below 
Greatly his foes he dreads, but more his friends; 
He hurts me moſt who laviſhly commends. 

Look thro' the world—in ev'ry other trade 
The ſame employment's cauſe of kindneſs made, 
At leaſt appearance of good-will creates, 

And ev'ry fool puffs off the fool he hates. 
Coblers with coblers ſmoke away the night, 


And in the common cauſe e'en play'ts unite. 


1 


| 
in 
x 
[ 
{1 


IO CHURCHILL'sS 


Authors alone, with more than ſavage rage, 
Unnat'ral war with brother-authors wage. 
The pride of nature would as ſoon admit 
Competitors in empire as in wit: 

Onward they ruſh at Fame's imperious call, 


And, leſs than greateſt, would not be at all. 


Smit with the love of honour, —or the pence, 
O' er- run with wit, and deſtitute of ſenſe, 
Should any novice in the riming trade 
With lawleſs pen the realms of verſe invade; 
Forth from the court, where ſceptred ſages ſit, 
Abus'd with praiſe, and flatter'd into wit; 
Where in lethargic majeſty they reign, 

And what they won by dulneſs, ſtill maintain; 
Legions of factious authors throng at once; 

Fool beckons fool, and dunce awakens dunce. 

To Hamilton's * the ready lies repair :— 

Ne'er was lye made which was not welcome there 
Thence, on maturer judgment's anvil wrought, 
The poliſh'd falſhood's into public brought. 
Quick-circulating ſlanders mirth afford, 

And reputation bleeds in ev ry word. 

A Critic was of old a glorious name, 

Whoſe ſanction handed Merit up to Fame; 
Beauties as well as faults he brought to view : 
Eis judgment great, and great his candour too. 
No ſervile rules drew fickly Taſte aſide; 

Secure he walk'd, for Nature was his guide. 
But now, Oh ſtrange reverſe ! our Critics bawl 


- In praiſeof candour with a heart of gall. 


Conſcious of guilt, and fearful of the light, 
They lurk enſhrouded in the veil of night; 
Safe from detection, ſeize th* unwary prey, 
And ftab, like bravoes, all who come that way. 
When firſt my Muſe, perhaps more bold than wiſe, 
Bad the rude trifle into light ariſe, 
Little ſhe thought ſuch tempeſts would enſue ; 
Leſs, that thoſe tempeſts would be rais'd by you. 
The thunder's fury rends the tow'ring oak; 
Roſciads, like ſhrubs, might ſcape the fatal ſtroke. 
Vain thought ! a Critic's fury knows no bound ; 
Drawcanfir-like, he deals deſtruction round 
Nor can we hope he will a tranger ſpare, 
Who gives no quarter to his friend Voltaire. 
Unhappy Genius ; plac'd by partial fate 
With a free ſpirit in a {laviſh tate ; 
Where the reluctant Muſe, oppreſs'd by kings, 
Or droops in filence, or in fetters fings ; 
In vain thy dauntleſs fortitude hath borne 
The bigot's furious zeal, and tyrant's ſcorn. 
Why didſt thou ſafe from home-bred dangers ſteer, 
Reſerv d to periſh more ignobly here? 
Thus, when the Julian tyrant's pride to ſwell 
Rome with her Pompey at Pharſalia fell, 
The vanquiſh'd chief eſcap'd from Cæſar's hand 
Todie by ruffian's in a foreign land. 
How could theſe ſelf- elected monarchs raiſe 
9 large an empire on ſo ſmall a baſe ? 
In what retreat, inglorious and unknown, 
Did Genius ſleep, when Dullneſs ſeiz'd the throne ? 


Whence, abſolute now grown, and free from awe, 


She to the ſubje world diſpenſes law. 
Without her licence not a letter ſtirs, 

And all the captive eriſs- croſs - row is her's. 
The Stagyrite, who rules from Nature drew, 
Qpinivns gave, but gave his reaſons too. 


* Printer of the Critical Reveiw. 
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Our great Dictators take a ſhorter way 

Who ſhall diſpute what the Reviewers ſay * 
Their word's ſufficient ; and to aſk a reaſon, 

In ſuch a ſtate as theirs, is downright treaſon. 
True judgment now with them alone can dwell z 
Like Church of Rome, they're grown infallible. 
Dull ſuperſtitious readers they deceive, 

Who pin their eaſy faith on Critic's fleeve, 
And, knowing nothing, ev'ry thing believe ! 
But why repine we, that theſe puny elves 

Shoot into giants? We may thank ourſelves ; 
Fools that we are, like Iſrael's fools of yore, 
The calf ourſelves have faſhion'd we adore. 

But let true Reaſon once reſume her reign, 
This god ſhall dwindle to a Calf again. 

Founded on arts which ſhun the face of day, 
By the ſame arts they ſtill maintain their ſway. 
Wrapp'd in myſterious ſecrecy they riſe, 

And, as they are unknown, are ſafe and wiſe. 

At whomſoever aim'd, howe'er ſevere 

Th' envenom'd ſlanders flies, no names appear. 
Prudence forbids that ſtep. Then all might know 
And on more equal terms, engage the foe. 

But now, what Quixote of the age would care 
To wage a war with dirt, and fight with air? 

By int'reſt join'd, th* expert confederates ſtand, 

And play the game into each other's hand. 

The vile abuſe, in turn by all deny'd, 

Is bandy'd up and down from fide to fide : 

It flies—hey !—preſto !like a juggler's ball, 
Till it belongs to nobody at all. 

All men and things they know, themſelves un- 

known, 


And publiſh ev'ry name—except their own. 


Nor think this ſtrange—ſecure from vulgar eyes 

The nameleſs author paſſes in diſguiſe. 

But vet'ran Critics are not ſo deceiv'd, - 

If vet'ran Critics are to be believ'd. 

Once ſeen, they know an author evermore, 

Nay ſwear to hands they never ſaw before. 

Thus in the Roſciad, beyond chance or doubt, 

They, by the writing, found the writers out. 

That's Lloyd's —his manner there you plainly trace, 

« And all the Actor ſtares you in the face. 

«© By Colman that was written.-On my life, 

«© The ſtrongeſt ſymptoms of the Jealous Wife. 

© That little difingenuous piece of ſpite, 

« Churchill, awretch unknown, perhaps might write.” 

How doth it make judicious readers ſmile, 

When authors are detected by their ftile ; 

Tho" ev'ry one who knows this author, knows 

He ſhifts kis ſtile much oftner than his cloaths ? 
Whence could ariſe this mighty critic ſpleen, 

The Muſe a trifler, and her theme ſo mean ? 

What had I done, that angry Heav'n ſhould ſend 

The bitt'reſt foe where moſt I wiſh'd a friend? 

Oft hath my tongue been wanton at thy name, 

And hail'd the honours of thy matchleſs fame, 

For me let hoary Fielding bite the ground, 

So nobler Pickle ſtands ſuperbly bound. 

From Livy's temples tear th* hiſtoric crown, 

Which with more juſtice blooms upon thine own. 

Compar'd with thee, be all life-writers dumb, 

But he who wrote the Life of Tommy Thumb, 

Who ever read the Regicide, but ſwore 

The author wrote as man ne'er wrote before ? 

Others for plots and under-plots may call, 

Here's the right method - have no plot at all- 
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Who can ſo oſten in his cauſe engage 
The tiny pathos of the Grecian ſtage, 
Whilſt horrors riſe, and tears ſpontaneous flow, 
At tragic Ha! and no leſs tragic Oh 
To praiſe his nervous weakneſs all agree; 
And then for ſweetneſs, who fo ſweet as he 
Too big for utterance when ſorrows ſwell, 
The too big ſorrows flowing tears muſt tell: 
But when thoſe flowing tears ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Why—then the voice muſt ſpeak again, you know. 
Rude and unſkilful in the Poet's trade, 
1 kept no Naiads by me ready-made 3 
Ne'er did I colours high in air advance, 
Torn from the bleeding fopperies of France ; 
No flimſy linſey-woolſey ſcenes I wrote, 
With patches here and there like Joſeph's coat. 
Me humbler themes befit: Secure, for me, 
Let playwrights ſmuggle nonſenſe, duty free : 
Secure, for me, ye lambs, ye lambkins bound, 
And friſk, and frolic o'er the fairy ground: 
Secure, for me, thou pretty little fawn, 
Lick Sylvia's hand, and crop the flow'ry lawn : 
Uncenſur'd let the gentle breezes rove 
Thro' the green umbrage of th' enchanted grove : 
Secure, for me, let foppiſh Nature ſmile, 
And play the coxcomb in the Deſart Iſle. 
The ftage I choſe—a ſubject fair and free 
Tis yours—'tis mine tis public property. 
All common exhibitions open lie 
For praiſe or cenſure to the common eye. 
Hence are a thouſand hackney writers fed ; 
Hence monthly critics earn their daily bread. 
This is a gen'ral tax which all muſt pay, 
From thoſe who ſeribble, down to thoſe who play. 
Actors, a venal crew, receive ſupport 
From public bounty, for the public ſport. 
To clap or hiſs, all have an equal claim, 
The cobler's and his lordſhip's right the ſame. 
All join for their ſubſiſtence ; all expect 
Free leave to praiſe their worth, their faults correct. 
When active Pickle Smithfield Rage aſcends, 
The three days wonder of his laughing friends; 
Each, or as judgment, or as fancy guides, 
The lively wittling praiſes or derides. 
And where's the mighty diff*rence, tell me where, 
Betwixt a Merry-Andrew and a Player ? 
The ftrolling tribe, a deſpicable race, 
Like wand'ring Arabs, ſhift from place to place. 
Vagrants by law, to juſtice open laid, 
They tremble, of the beadle's laſh afraid, 
And fawning cringe, for wretched means of life, 
To Madam Mayoreſs, or his Worſhip's wife. 
The mighty monarch, in theatric ſack, 
Carries his whole regalia at his back; 
His royal conſort heads the female band, 
And leads the heir-apparent in her hand ; 
The pannier'd aſs creeps on with conſcious pride, 
Bearing a future prince on either fide. 
No choice muſicians in this troop are found 
To varniſh nonſenſe with the charms of ſound ; 
No ſwords, no daggers, not one poiſon'd bowl; 
No lightning flaſhes here, no thunders roll; 
No guards to ſwell the monarch's train are ſhewn ; 
The monarch here muſt be a hoſt alone. 
No ſolem pomp, no ſlow proceſſions here; 
No Ammon's entry, and no Juliet's bier. 
By need compe)1'd to proſtitute his art, 
The varied actor flies from part to part; 


—— 
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And, ſtrange diſgrace to all theatric pride 
His character is ſhifted with his fide. 
—_— and Anſwer he by turns muſt be, 
Like that ſmall wit * in Modern Tragedy ; 
Who, to patch up his fame, —or fill his purſe. 
Still pilfers wretched plans and makes them worſe; 
Like gipſies, left the ſtolen brat be known, 
Defacing firit, 'then claiming for his own. 
In ſhabby tate they ſtrut, and tatter d robe 3 
The ſcene a blanket, and a barn the globe. 
No high conceits their mod” rate wiſhes raiſe, 
Content with humble profit, humble praiſe. 
Let dowdies ſimper, and let bumpkins ſtare, 
The ſtrolling pageant hero treads in air: 
Pleas'd for his hour, hetomankind gives law, 
And ſnores the next out on a truſs of ſtraw. 

But if kind Fortune, who we ſometimes know 
Can take a hero from a puppet-ſhow, 
In mood propitious ſhould her fav'rite call 
On royal ſtage in royal pomp to bawl, 
Forgetful of himſelf he rears the head, 
And ſcorns the dunghill where he firſt was bred. 


Converſing now with well - dreſs'd kings ang 


queens, 
With gods and goddeſſes behind the ſcenes, 
He ſweats beneath the terror-nodding plume, 
Taught by mock honours real pride t' aſſume. 
On this great ſtage the world, no monarch e'er 
Was half fo haughty as a monarch play'r. 

Doth it more move our anger or our mirth, 
To ſee theſe Things, the loweſt ſons of earth, 
Preſume, with ſelf-ſufficient knowledge grac'd, 
To rule in Letters, and preſide in Taſte ? 

The Town's decifions they no more admit, 
Themſelves alone the arbiters of Wit; 

And ſcorn the juriſdiction of that court, 

To which they owe their being and ſupport. 
Actors, like monks of old, now ſacred grown, 
Muſt be attack'd by no fools but their own. 

Let the vain tyrant fit amidſt his guards, 

His puny Green-room Wits and Venal Bards, 

Who meanly tremble at the puppet's frown, 

And for a playhouſe freedom loſe their on; 

In ſpite of new-made laws, and new-made kings, 

The free-born Muſe with lib'ral ſpirit ing. 

Bow down, ye ſlaves ; before theſe idols fall; 

Let Genius ſtoop to them who've none at all; 

Ne'er will I flatter, cringe, or bend the knee 

To thoſe who, flaves to All, are ſlaves to Me. 
Actors, as actors, are a lawful game; 

The poet's right, and who ſhall bar his claim ? 

And if, o'er-weening of their little ſkill, 

When they have left the ſtage, they're actors fill z 

If tothe ſubject world they till give laws, 

With paper crowns and ſceptres made of ftraws ; 

If they in cellaror in garret roar, 

And kings one night, are kings for evermore ; 

Shall not bold Truth, e' en there, purſue her theme, 

And *wake thecoxcomb from his golden dream ? 

Or if, well worthy of a better fate, 

They riſe ſuperior to their preſent ſtate ; 

If, with each ſocial virtue grac'd, they blend 

The gay companion and the faithful friend ; 

If they, like Pritchard, join in private life 

The tender parent and the virtugus wife ; 


* Mr. Foote. 


C2 


11 


—— — 


12 CHURCHILL'S 


Shall not our verſe their praiſe with pleaſure ſpeak, 
't hough mimics bark, and Envy ſplits her check? 
No honeft worth's beneath the Muſe's praiſe ; 
No greatneſs can above her cenſure raiſe ; 
Station and wealth to her are trifling things; 
She ſtoops to actors, and ſhe ſoars to kings. 
Is there a man, in vice and folly bred, 
To ſenſe of honour as to virtue dead; 
Whom ties nor human, nor divine can bind 
Alien to God, and foe to a'! mank nd; 
Who ſpares no character; whoſe ev ry word, 
Bitter as gall, and ſharper than the ſword, 
Cuts to the quick z whole thoughts with r:ncour ſwell ; 
Whoſe tongue, on earth, performs the work of hell; 
If there be ſuch a monſter, the Reviews 
Shall find him holding forth againſt abuſe. 
& Attack profeſſion'!—"tis a deadly breach 
c The Chriſtian laws another leſſon teach. 
&© Unto the end thall charity endure, 
4 And Cardour hide thoſe faults it cannot cure.“ 
Thus Candour's maxims flow fiom Rancour's 
throat, 
As devils, to ſerve their purpoſe, Scripture quote. 
The Muſe's office was by Heav'n deſign'd 
To pleaſe, improve, inſtruct, reform mankind ; 
To make dejected Virtue nobly riſe 
Above the tow'ring pitch of ſplendid Vice; 
To make pale Vice, abaſh'd, her head hang down, 
And trembling crouch at Virtue's awful frown. 
Now arm'd with wrath, ſhe bids eternal ſhame, 
With ſtricteſt juſtice, brand the villain's name: 
Now in the milder garb of ridicule 
She ſports, and pleaſes while ſhe wounds the fool. 
Her ſhape is often varied; but her aim, 
To prop the cauſe of Virtue, till the ſame. 
In praiſe of mercy let the guilty bawl, 
When Vice and Folly for correction call, 
Silence the mark of weakneſs juſtly bears, 
And is partaker of the crimes it ſpares. 
But if the Muſe, too cruel in her mirth, 
With harſh reflections wounds the man of worth; 
If wantonly ſhe deviates from her plan, 
And quits the Actor to expoſe the Man; 
Aſham'd, ſhe marks that paſſage with a blot, 
And hates the line where Candour was forgot. 
But what is Candour, what is Humour's vein, 
Thoꝰ Judgment join to conſeerate the ſtrain, 
If curious numbers will not aid afford, 
Nor choiceſt muſic play in ev'ry word? 
Verſes muſt run, tocharm a modern ear, 
From all harſh, rugged interruptions clear. 
Soft let them breathe, as Zephyr's balmy breeze; 
Smooth let their current flow, as ſummer ſeas ; 
Perfect then only deem'd when they diſperſe 
A happy tuneful vacancy of ſenſe. 
Italian fathers thus, with barb'rous roge, 
Fit helpleſs infants for the ſqueaking tage, 
Deaf, to the calls of pity, Nature wound, 
And mangle vigour for the ſake of ſound. 
Henceforth farewell then fev*riſh thirſt of fame 
Farewell the longings for a poet's name; 
Periſh my Muſe ;—a wiſh *bove all ſevere 
To him who ever held the Muſes dear 
If e'er her labours weaken to refine 
The gen'rous roughneſs of a nervous line. 
Others affect the iff and ſwelling phraſe ; 
Their Muſe muſt walk in ſtilts, and ſtrut in ſtays: 
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The ſenſe they murder, and the words tranſpoſe, 
Leſt poetry approach too near to proſe. 

See tortur'd Reaſon how they pare and trim, 
And, like Procruftes, ftretch or lop the limb. 
Waller, whoſe praiſe ſucceeding bards rehearſe, 
Parent of harmony in Engliſh verſe, 

Whoſe tuneful Muſe in ſweeteſt accents flows, 

In couplets firſt taught ſtraggling ſenſe to cloſe. 
In poliſh'd numbers, and majeſtic ſound, 
Where fhall thy rival, Pope, be ever found? 
But whil{t each line with equal beauty flows, 
E'en excellence, unvaried tedious grows. 
Nature, thro' all her works, in great degree, 
Borrows a bleſſing from Variety. 

Muſic itſelf her needful aid requires 

To rouze the foul, and wake our dying fires. 
Still in one key, the Nightingale would teize : 
Still in one key, not Brent would always pleaſe. 
Here let me bend, great Dryden, at thy ſhrine, 
Thou deareſt name to all the tuneful Nine. 
What if ſome dull lines in cold order creep, 

And with his theme the poet ſeems to ſleep, 

Stil, when his ſubject riſes proud to view, 

With equal ſtrength the poet riſes too. 

With ſtrong invention, nobleſt vigour fraught, 
Thought till ſprings up and riſes out of thought; 
Numbers ennobling numbers in their courſe ; 

In varied ſweetneſs flow, in varied force; 

The pow'rs of Genius and of Judgment join, 
And the whole art of Poetry is thine. 

But what are numbers, what are bards to me, 
Forbid to tread the paths of poeſy ? 

« A ſacred Muſe ſhould conſecrate her pen; 

« Prieſts muſt not hear nor ſee like other men; 


% Far higher themes ſhould her ambition claim; 


« Behold where Sternhold points the way ta 

fame.” 
Whilſt with miſtaken zeal dull bigots burn, 

Let Reaſon for a moment take her turn. 

When coffee-ſages hold diſcourſe with kings, 

And blindly walk in paper-leading ftrings, 

What if a man delight to paſs his time 

In ſpinning Reaſon into harmleſs rime ; 

Or ſometimes boldly venture to the play 

Say, Where's the crime ?—great Man of Prudence 
ſay ? 

No two on earth in all things can agree; 

All have ſome darling fingularity ; 

Women and meny as well asgirls and boys, 

In gew-gaws take delight, and ſigh for toys. 

Your ſceptres, and your crowns, and] ſuch like 
things, 

Are but a better kind of toys for kings. 

In things indiff rent Reaſon bids us chuſe, 

Whether the whim's a Monkey, or a Muſe. 

What the grave triflers on this buſy ſcene, 

When they make uſe of this word Reaſon, mean, 

I know not; but, according to my plan, 

*Tis Lord Chief- Juſtice in the Court of Man, 

Equally form'd to rule in age or youth, 

The friend of Virtue, and the guide to Truth. 

| To Her I bow, whoſe ſacred pow'r I feel; 

To Her decifon make my laſt appeal; 

Condemn'd by Her, applauding worlds in vain 

{Should tempt me to take up the pen again : 

By Her abſolv'd, my courſe Ell till purſue : 

15 Reaſon's for me, Go is for me too. 
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CHURCHILL'S POEM 8. 13 
1 8 T. For me let Galen moulder on the ſhelf, 
N b H Fl live, and be phyfician to myſelf. ' 
AN EPISTLE TO While ſoul is join'd to body, whether fate 


Allot a longer or a ſhorter date; 
ROB E RT LL O Y D. Ill make them live as brother ſhould with brother, 


And keep them in good-humour with each other. 


HEN foes inſult, and prudent friends diſpenſe, | The ſureſt road to health, fay what they will, 
In pity's ſtrains, the worſt of inſolence, Is never to ſuppoſe we ſhall be ill. 
w 


Oft with thee, LL oV, I ſteal an hour from grief, | Moſt of thoſe evils we poor mortals know, 
And in thy ſocial converſe find relief. From doctors and imagination flow. 

The mind, of ſolitude impatient grown, Hence to old women with your boaſted rules, 
Loves any ſorrows rather than her own. Stale traps, and only ſacred now to fools ; 

Let ſlaves to buſineſs, bodies without ſoul, As well may ſons of phyſic hope to find 
Important blanks in Nature's mighty roll, One med'cine, as one hour, for all mankind. 
Solemnize nonſenſe in the day's broad glare, If Rupert after ten is out of bed, 

We Nic prefer, which heals or hides our care. | The fool next morning can't hold up his head. 

Rogues juſtified, and by ſucceſs*made bold, What reaſon this which me to bed muſt call, 

Dull fools and coxcombs ſanCtified by gold, Whoſe head (thank heaven) never ac*«s at all ? 
Freely may baſk in Fortune's partial ray, In dift*rent courſes diff rent tempers run, 

And ſpread their feather*s op"ning to the day; He hates the Moon, 1 ficken at the Sun, 

But thread-bare Merit dares not ſhew the head Wound up at twelve at noon, 4is clock goes right, 
Till vain Proſperity retires to bed. Mine better goes, wound up at twelve at night. 
Misfortunes, like the owl, avoid the light ; Then in Oblivion's grateful cup I drown 

'The ſons of Care are always ſons of Night. The galling ſneer, the ſupercilious frown, 

The wretci bred up in Method's drowſy ſchool, | The ſtrange reſerve, the proud affected ſtate 
Whoſe only merit is to err by rule, Of upſtart knaves grown rich, and fools grown great,” 
Who ne'r thro* heat of blood was tripping caught, No more that abject wretch diſturbs my reſt, 

Nor guilty deem'd of one eccentric thought, Who meanly overlooks a friend diſtreſt. 

Whoſe ſoul directed to no uſe is ſeen, Purblind to poverty the wordling goes, 

Unleſs to move the body's dull machine, And ſcarce ſees rags an inch beyond his noſe : 

Which, clock-work like, with the ſame equal pace, | But from a crowd can fingle out his grace, 

Still travels on thro' life's inſipid ſpace ; And cringe and creep to fools who ſtrutin lace. 

Turns up his eyes to think that there ſhould be Whether thoſe claffic regions are ſurvey'd 

Among God's creatures two ſych things as we: Where we in earlieſt youth together ſtray d, 

Then for his night-cap calls, and thanks the pow'rs | Where hand in hand we trod the flow'ry ſhore, 
ta Which kindly gave him grace to keep good hours. Tho? now thy happier genius runs before, 

Good cur. Fine words But was it ever ſeen When we conſpir'd athankleſs wretch to raiſe, 
That all men could agree in what they mean ? And taught a fump to ſhoot with pilfer'd praiſe 
Florio, who many years a courſe hath run Who once for Rev rend merit famous grown, 

In downright oppoſition to the ſun, Gratefully ſtrove to kick his Maker down; 
Expatiates on good hors, their cauſe defends Or if more gen'ral arguments engage, 
With as much vigour as our prudent friends. The court or camp, the pulpit, bar or ſtage 3 
'Th* uncertain term no ſettled notion brings, If half-bred furgeons, whom men doctors call, 
But till in diff rent mouths mean diff rent things. Andlawyers, who were never bred at all, 

ace Each takes the phraſe in his own private view. Thoſe mighty letter'd monſters of the earth, 
With Prudence it is ten, with Florio two. Our pity move, or exerciſe our mirth z 
Go ony ye fools, who talk for talking fake, Or if in tittle-tattle, tooth-pick way, 
Without diſtinguiſhing diſtinftions make, Our rambling thoughts with eaſy freedom ſtray; 
Shine forth in native folly, native pride, A gainer ſtill thy friend himſelf muſt find, 
Make yourſelves rules to all the world beſide ; His grief ſuſpended, and improv'd his mind. 

ike Reaſon, collected in herſelf, diſdains | Whilſt peaceful ſſumbers bleſs the homely bed, 
The laviſh yoke of arbitrary chains; Where Virtue, ſelf-approv'd, reclines her head; 
Steady and true, each circumſtance ſhe weighs, Whilſt Vice beneath imagin'd horrors mourns, 
Nor to bare words inglorious tribute pays. And Conſcience plants the villain's couch with thorns 3 
Men of ſenſe live exempt from vulgar awe, Impatient of reſtraint, the active Mind, 
And Reaſon to herſelf alone is law. No more by ſervile prejudice confin'd, 
That freedom ſhe enjoys with lib*'ral mind, Leaps from her ſeat, as waken'd from a trance, 
Which ſhe as freely grants toall mankind. And darts through Nature at a fingle glance. 
No idol titled name her rey*rence ſtirs, Then we our friends, our foes, ourſelves, furvey, 
No hour ſhe blindly to the reſt prefers ; And ſee by Night what fools we are by Day. 
All are alike, if they're alike employ'd, Stript of her gaudy plumes and vain diſguiſe, 
And all are good if wirtwouſly enjoy'd. See where Ambition mean and loathſome lies; 

Let the ſage Doctor (think him one we now) Reflection with relentleſs hand pulls down 
With ſcraps of ancient learning overflow, The tyrant's bloody wreath and raviſh'd crown. 
In all the dignity of <vig declare In vain he tells of battles bravely won, 

The fatal conſequence of midnight air, Of nations conquer d, and of worlds undone : 
How damps and vapours, as it were by ſtealth, Triumphs like theſe but ill with manhood ſuit, 
Undermine life, and ſap the walls of health. And fink the conqueror beneath the brute» 


\ 


14 CHURCHILL'S 


But if, in ſearching round the world, we find 

Some gen'rous youth, the friend of all mankind, 

Whoſe anger, like the bolt of Jove, is ſped 

In terrors only at the guilty head, 

Whoſe mercies, like Heaven's dew, refreſhing fall 

In gen'ral love and charity to all, 

Pleas'd we behold ſuch worth on any throne, 

And doubly pleas'd we find it on our own. 

Through a falſe medium things are ſhewn by Day, 

Pomp, wealth, and titles, judgment lead aftray. 

How many from appearance borrow ſtate, 

Whom Night diſdains to number with the Great! 

Muſt not we laugh to ſee yon /ordling proud 

Snuff up vile incenſe from a fawning crowd ? 

Whilſt in his beam ſurrounding clients play, 

Like inſects in the ſun's enliv*ning ray, 

Whilſt, ſehu-like, he drives at furious rate, 

And ſeems the on!y charioteer of ſtate, 

Talking himſelf into a little God, 

And ruling empires with a fingle nod; 

Who would not think, to hear him law diſpenſe, 

That he had int'reſt, and that they had ſenſe ? 

Injurious thought: Beneath Night's honeſt ſhade, 

When pomp is buried and falſe colours fade, 

Plainly we ſee at that impartial hour 

Them dupes to pride, and iim the tool of pow'r. 
God help the man, condemn'd by cruel fate 

To court the ſeeming, or the real great. 

Much ſorrow ſhall he feel, and ſuffer more 

Than any ſlave who labours at the oar. 

By ſlaviſh methods muſt he learn to pleaſe, 

By ſmooth-tongu'd flatt'ry, that curſt court - diſeuſe, 

Supple to ev'ry wayward mood ftrike fail, : 

And ſhift with ſhifting humour's peeviſh gale. 

To Nature dead, he muſt adopt vile Art, 

And wear a ſmile with anguiſh in his heart. 

A ſenſe of honour would deſtroy his ſchemes, 

And Conſcience ne'er would ſpeak unleſs in dreams. 

When he hath tamely borne for many years 

Cold looks, forbidding frowns, contemptuous ſneers; 

When he at laſt expects, good eaſy man, 

To reap the profits of his labour'd plan, 

Some cringing Lacquey, or rapacious Whore, 

To favours of the great the ſureſt door, 

Some Catamite, or Pimp, in credit grown, 

Who tempts another's wife, or ſells his own, 

$teps croſs his hopes, the promis'd boon denies, 

And for ſome Minion's Minion claims the prize. 
Foe to reſtraint, unpraftis'd in deceit, 

Too reſolute, from Natures active heat, 

To brook affronts, and tamely paſs them by; 

Too proud to flatter, too ſincere to lye, 

Too plain to pleaſe, too honeſt to be great; 

* Give me, kind Heav'n, an humbler, happier ſtate; 

Far from the place where men with pride deceive, 

Where raſcals promiſe, and where fools believe 

Far from the walk of folly, vice and ſtrife, 

Calm, independent, let me ſteal thro' life, 

Nor one vain wiſh my ſteady thoughts beguile 

To fear his lordſhip's frown, or court his ſmile. 

Unit for Greatneſs, I her ſnares defy, 

And look on riches with untainted eye. 

To others let the glitt'ring bawbles fall, 

Content ſhall place us far above them all. 
Spectators only on this buſtling ſtage, 

We ice what vain deſigns mankind engage; 

Vice after vice with ardour they purſue, 

And one old folly brings forth twenty new. 
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Perplex'd with trifles thro' the vale of life, 
Man ftrives *gainſt man, without a cauſe for ftrife ; 
Armies embattled meet, and thouſands bleed 
For ſome vile ſpot where fifcy cannot feed. 
Squirrels for nuts contend, and, wrong or right, 
For the world's empire kings ambitious fight; 
What odds ?—To us tis all the ſelf-ſame thing, 
A Nut, a World, a Squirrel, and a K]ng. 
Britons, like Roman ſpirits fam'd of old, 
Are caft by nature in a Patriot mould 
No private joy, no private grief they know, 
Their ſoul's ingrofs'd by public weal or woe. 
Inglorious eaſe, like ours, they greatly ſcorn : 
Let care with nobler wreaths their brows adorn. 
Gladly they toil beneath the ſtateſman's pains, 
Give them but credit for a ſtateſman's brains. 
All would be deem'd, e'en from the cradle, fit 
To rule in politics as well as wit. 
The grave, the gay, the fopling, and the dance, 
Start up (God bleſs us !) ſtateſmen all at once. 
His mighty charge of ſouls the prieſt forgets, 
The court-bred lord his promiſes and debts, 
Soldiers their fame, miſers forget their pelf, 
The rake his miſtreſs, and the fop himſelf ; 
Whilſt thoughts of higher moment claim their care, 
And their wiſe heads the weight of kingdoms bear. 
Females themſelves the glorious ardour feel, 
And boaſt an equal, or a greater zeal ; 
From nymph to nymph the ſtate · infection flies, 
Swells in her breaſt, and ſparkles in her eyes. 
O'erwhelm'd by politics lie malice, pride, 
Envy, and twenty other faults beſide. 
No more their little fluttꝰring hearts confeſs 
A paſſion for applauſe, or rage for dreſs ; 
No more they pant for Public Rarce-ſhows, 
Or loſe one thought on monkeys or on beaux. 
Coquettes no more purſue the jilting plan, 
And luſtful prudes forget to rail at man, 
The dorling theme CæcILIA's ſelf will chuſe, 
Nor thinks of ſcandal whilſt ſhe talks of news. 
The Cir, a Common-Council-Man by place, 
Ten thouſand mighty nothings in his face, 
By fituation as by nature great, 
With nice preciſion parcels out the ſtate ; 
Proves and diſproves, afſirms, and then denies, 
Objects himſelf, and to himſelf replies; 
Wielding aloft the politician rod, 
Makes Pitt by turns a devil and a god ; 
Maintains, e'en to the very teeth of pow'r, 
The ſame thing right and wrong in half an hour. 
Now all is well, now he ſuſpects a plot, 
And plainly proves, WHATEVER 18, 1$ NOT. 
Fearfully wiſe, he ſhakes his empty head, 
And deals out empires as he deals out thread. 
His uſeleſs ſcales are in a corner flung, 
And Europe's balance hangs upon his tongue. 
Peaſe to ſuch triflers ; be our happier plan 
To pals thro” life as eaſy as we can. 
Who's in or out, who moves this grand machine, 
Nor ſtirs my curioſity, nor ſpleen. 
Secrets of ſtate no more I wiſh to know 
Than ſecret movements of a Puppet-ſhow ; 
Let but the puppets move, I've my defire, 
Unſeeen the hand which guides the Maſter-wire. 
What is't to us, if taxes riſe or fall, 
Thanks to our fortune we pay none at all. 


Let muckworms, who in dirty acres deal, 


Lament thoſe hardſhips which we cannot feel, 
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His Grace who ſmarts, may bellow if he pleaſe, 
But muſt I bellow too, who fit ateaſe ? 

By cuſtom ſafe, the poet's numbers flow, 

Free as the light and air ſome years ago. 

No ſtateſman e'er will find it worth his pains 

To tax our labours, and exciſe our brains. 
Burthens like theſe vile earthly buildings bear, 
No tribute's laid on caſtles in the air. 

Let then the flames of war deſtruQtive reign, 
And England's terrors awe imperious Spain 
Let ev'ry wenal clan and neutral tribe 
Learn to receive conditions, not preſcribe ; 

Let each new year call loud for new ſupplies, 

And tax on tax with double burthens riſe : 

Exempt we fit, by no rude cares oppreſt, 

And, having little, are with little bleſt. 

All real ills in dark oblivion lie, 

And ioys, by fancy form'd, their place ſupply, 
Night's laughing hours unheeded ſlip away, 

Nor one dull thought foretells th* approach of Day. 

Thus have we liv*d,and- whilſt the fates afford 
Plain plenty to ſupply the frugal board, 

Whilt Mirth with Decency his lovely bride, 

nd Wine's gay God, with Temp'rance by his fide, 

heir welcome viſit pay; whilſt Health attends 
The narrow circle of our choſen friends, 

Whilſt frank Good- Humour conſecrates the treat, 
And Woman makes ſociety complete, 

Thus will we live, tho' in our teeth are hurl'd 
"Thoſe hackney ſtrumpets, Prudence and the World. 

Prudence, of old a ſacred term, imply'd 
Virtue, with godlike Wiſdom for her guide, 
But now in general uſe is known to mean 
The ftalking-horſe of vice, and folly's ſcreen. 
The ſenſe perverted we retain the name, 

Iypocriſy and Prudence are the ſame. 

A Tutor once, more read in men than books, 
A kind of crafty knowledge in his looks, 
Demurely fly, with high preferment bleſt, 

His fav*rite pupil in theſe words addreſſed ; 

Would'ſt thou, my ſon, be wiſeand virtuous deem'd, 
By all mankind a prodigy eſteem'd? 

Be this thy rule; be what men prudert call; 
Prudence, almighty Prudence, gives thee all. 
Keep up appearances, there lies the teſt, 

The world will give thee credit for the ref. 
Outward be fair, however foul within; 

Sin if thou wilt, but then in ſecret fin. 

This maxim's into common favour grown, 
Vice is no lonjer vice, unleſs 'tis known. 
Virtue indeed may barefac'd take the field ; 
But vice is virtue when 'tis well conceal'd. 
Should raging paſſions drive thee to a whore, 
Let Prudence lead thee to a peſtern door; 

Stay out all night, but take eſpecial care 

That Prudence bring thee back to early prayer. 
As one with watching and with ſtudy faint, 
Reel ina drunkard, and reel outa faint. 

With joy the youth this uſeful leſſon heard, 
And in his mem'ry ſtor'd each precious word, 
Succeſsfully purſu'd the plan, and now, 

** Room for my Lord, — Virtue ſtand by and bow. 

And is this all—is this the worldings art, 

To maſk, but not mend a vicious heart ? 

Shall lukewarm caution and demeanor 

For wiſe and good ſtamp ev'ry ſupple knave ? 

Shall wretches whom no real virtue warms, 

Gild fair their names and ſtates with empty forms, 
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Whilſt Virtue ſeeks in vain the wiſh'd- for prize, 
Becauſe, diſdaining ill, ſhe hates diſguiſe ; 

Becauſe ſhe frankly pours forth all her ſtore, | 
Seems what ſhe is, and ſcorns to paſs for more? 
Well—be it ſo—let vile diſſemblers hold 

Unenvy'd pow'r, and boaſt their dear-bought gold, 
Me neither pow'r ſhall tempt, nor thirſt of pelt, 
To flatter others or deny myſelf ; 

Might the whole world be plac's within my ſpan, 
I would not be tat Thing, that Prudent Man. 

What, cries Sir Pliant, would you then oppoſe 
Yourſelf, alone, againſt an hoſt of foes ? 

Let not conceit, and peevith luſt to rail, 
Above all ſenſe of intereſt prevail. 

Throw off for ſhame this petulance of wit, 
Be wiſe, be modeſt, and for once ſubmit : 

Too hard the taſk *againſt multitudes to fight, 
You muſt be wrong, the World is in the right. 

What is this World ? A term which men have got 
To ſignify, not one in ten knows what; 

A term, which with no more preciſion paſſes 
To point out herds of men than herds of aſſes ; 
In common uſe no more it means, we find, 
Than many fools in ſame opinions join'd. 

Can numbers then change Nature's ſtated laws ? 
Can numbers make the worſe the better cauſe ? 
Vice muſt be vice, virtue be virtue ſtill, 

Tho” thouſands rail at good and practice ill. 
Wouldſt thou defend the Gaul's deſtruive rage 
Becauſe yaſt nations on his part engage? 

Tho! to ſhpport the rebel Czſar's cauſe 
Tumultuous legions arm againſt the laws, 

Tho? Scandal would our patrict's name impeach, 
And rails at virtues which ſhe cannot reach, 
What honeſt man but would with joy ſubmit 
To bleed with Cato, and retire with P1TT ? 

Stedfaſt and true to Virtue's ſacred laws, 
Unmov'd by vulgar cenſure or applauſe, 

Let the World talk, my friend ; that World we 
know | 
Which calls us guilty, cannot make us fo. 
Unaw'd by numbers, follow Nature's plan, 
Aſſert the rights, or quit the name of Man. 
Conſider well, weigh ſtrictly right and wrong; 
Reſolve not quick, but once reſolv d be ſtrong. 
In ſpite of dullneſs, and in ſpite of wit, 
If to thyſelf thou canſt thyſelf acquit, 
Rather ſtand up aſſur'd with conſcious pride 
Alone, than err with millions on thy fide. 
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WE Cupid firſt inſtructs his darts to fly 
From the ſly corner of ſome cook-maid's eye, 
The ftripling raw, juſt enter'd in his teens, 

Receives the wound, and wonders what it means ; 
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His heart like dripping, melts, and new deſire 
Within him ſtirs, each time the ſtirs the fire 3 
Trembling and bluſhing he the fair one views, 
And fain would ſpeak, but can't—without a Muſe. 

S to the ſacred mount he takes his way, 

Prunes his young wings, and tunes his infant lay, 
His oaten reed to rural ditties frames, 

To flocks and rocks, to hills and rills proclaims, 
In ſimpleſt nates, and all unpoliſh'd rains, 

The loves of nymphs, and ee the loves of ſwains. 

Clad, as your nymphs were always clad of yore, 

In ruſtic weeds—14 cook-maid now no more 
Beneath an aged oak Lardella lies, 

Green moſs her couch; her canopy the ſkies. 

From aromatic ſhrubs the rogui/t gale 

Steals young perfumes, and wafts them thro? the vale. 
The youth, turn'd ſwain, and {kill'd in ruftic lays, 
Fatt by her fide his am' rous deſcant plays. 

Herds lowe, flocks bleat, pies chatter, ravens ſcream, 
And the full chorus dies a-down the ſtream. 

The ftreams, with muũc freighted, as they paſs, 
Preſent the fair Lardella with a glaſs, 

And Zephyr, to compleat the love-ſick plan, 
Waves his light wings, and ſerves her for a fan. 

But, when maturer Judgment takes the lead, 
"Theſe childiſh toys on Reaſon's altar bleed; 
Form'd after ſome great man, whoſe name breeds awe, 
Whoſe ev” ry ſentence Faſhion makes a law, 

Who on mere credit his vain trophies rears, 

And founds his merit on our ſervile fears ; 
Then we diſcard the workings of the heart, 
And Nature's baniſh'd by re-4anic Art; 

Then, deeply read, our reading muſt be ſhown z 
Vain is that knowledge which remains unknown. 
Then Oftentation marches to our aid, : 
And ſerter' d Pride ſtalks forth in full parade 
Beneath their care behold the work refine, 
Pointed each ſentence, poliſh'd ev'ry line: 
'Trifles are dignified, and taught to wear 

The robes of Ancients with a Modern air, 
„Nonſenſe with claſſic ornaments is grac'd, 

And paſſes current with the ſtamp of Taſte. 

Then the rude Theocrite is ranſack'd o'er, 
And caurtiy Maro call'd from Mincio's ſhore ; 
Sicilian Muſes on our mountains roam, 

Eaſy and free as if they were at home: 

Nymphs, Naiads, Nereids, Dryads, Satyrs, Fauns, 

Sport in our floods, and trip it o'er our launs; 

Flow'rs, which once flouriſh'd fair in Greece and 
Rome, 

More fair revive in Englands meads to bloom; 

Skies without cloud exotic ſuns adorn; 

And roſes bluſh, but bluſh without a thorn ; 

Landſcapes unknown to dotody Nature, riſes 

And new creations ſtrike our wond'ring eyes. 

For bards like theſe, who neither fing nor ſay, 
Grave without thought, and without feeling gay, 
Whoſe numbers in one even tenor flow, 

Attun'd to pleaſure, and attun'd to woe, 

Who, if plain Common Senſe her viſit pays, 
And mars one couplet in their happy lays, 

As at ſame ghoſt affrighted, ſtart and ftare, 
And aſk the meaning of her coming there; 
For bards like theſe a wreath ſhall Maſon bring, 
Lin'd with the ſofteſt down of Folly's wing; 
In Love's Pagoda ſhall they ever doze, 

Aud Giſbal kindly rock them to repoſe ; 


My lord—to letters as to faith moſt true 

At once their patron and example too 

Shall guaintly faſhion his love-labour'd dreams, 
Sigh with ſad winds, and weep with weeping ſtreams 
Curious in grief, (for real grief, we know, 

Is curious to dreſs up the tale of woe) 

From the green umbrage of ſome Druid's ſeat, 
Shall his own works in his own way repeat. 

Me whom no Muſe of heav'nly birth inſpires, 
No judgment tempers when raſh genius fires 3 
Who boaſt no merit but mere knack of rime, 
Short gleams of ſenſe, and ſatire out of time, 
Who cannot follow where trim fancy leads 
By prattling ſtreams o'er floww'r-empurpled meads 3 
Who often, but without ſucceſs, have pray'd 
For apt Alliteration's artful aid; 

Who would, but cannot, with a maſter's ſkill, 
Coin fine new epithets zokich mean n il 

Me, thus uncouth, thus ev'ry way unfit 

For pacing poeſy, and ambling wit, 

Taſte with contempt beho 1s, nor deignsto place 
Amongſt the loweſt of her favour'd race. 

Thou, Nature, art my goddeſs—to thy law 
Myflf I dedicate, Hence ſlaviſh awe 
Which bends to faſhion, and obeys the rules, 
Icapds'd at firſt, and fince obſerv'd by fools. 

Hence thoſe vile tricks which mar fair Nature's hue, 

And bring the ſober matron forth to view, 

With all that artificial tawdry glare, 

Which Virtue ſcorns, and none but {trumpets wear. 

Sick of thoſe pomps, thoſe vanities that waſte 

Of toil, which critics now miſtake for taſte, 

Of falſe refinements ſick, and labour'd caſe, 

Which Art, too thinly veil'd, forbids to pleaſe, 

By Nature's charms (inglorious truth !) ſubdu'd, 

However plain her dreſs, and *haviour rude, 

To northern climes my happier courſe I ſteer, 

Climes where the goddeſs reigns throughouf the 
ear. 0 

Where, undiſturb'd by Art's rebellious plan, 

She rules the loyal laird, and faithful clan. 

To that rare foil, where virtues cluſt' ring grows 
What mighty bleſſings doth not England owe? 
What wwaggon-/oads of courage, wealth and ſenſe, 
Doth each revolving day import from thence ? 

To us ſhe gives, difintereſted friend, 

Faith without fraud, and Stuarts without end. 
When we proſperity's rich trappings wear, 
Come not her gen'rous ſons and take a ſhare ? 
And if, by ſome diſaſtrous turn of fate, 
Change ſhould enſue, and ruin ſeize the ſtate, 
Shall we not find ſafe in that hallow d ground, 
Such refuge as the Holy Martyr found ? 

Nor leſs our debt in Science, tho deny d 
By the weak ſlaves of prejudice and pride. 
Thence came the Ramſays, names of worthy note, 
Of whom one paints, as well as t'other wrote 
Thence, Home, diſbanded from the ſons of pray'r 
For loving plays, tho* no dull Dean was there; 
Thence iſſued forth, at great Macpherſon's call, 
That ad, new, epic paſtoral, Fingal ; 

Thence Malloch, friend alike of Church and States 
Of Chriſt and Liberty, by grateful Fate 

Rais'd torewards which, in a pious reign, 

All darling infide/s ſhould ſeek in vain ; 

Thence ſimple bards, by fimple prudence taughty 
To this ⁊viſe town by ſimple patrons brought, 
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In ſimple manner utter ſimple lays, 
And take, with fimple penſions, ſimple praiſe. 
Waft me ſome Muſe to Tweed's inſpiring ſtream, 
Where all the little loves and graces dream, 
Where ſlowly winding the dull waters creep, 
And ſeem themſelyes to own the power of ſleep, 
Where on the ſurface lead, like feathers, ſwims, 
There let me bathe my yet unhallow'd limbs, 
As once a Syrian bath'd in Jordan's flood, 
Waſh off my native ſtains, correct that blood 
Which mutinies at call of Eng/i pride, 
And, deaf to prudence, rolls a patriot tide. 
From ſolemn thought which everhangs the brow 
Of patriot care, when things are—God knows 
how 
From nice trim points, where Honour, ſlave to 
rule, 
In compliment to Folly, plays the fool; - 
From thoſe gay ſcenes where Mirth exalts his pow'r, 
And eaſy Humour wings the laughing hour; 
From thoſe ſoft better moments, when defire 
Beats high, and all the world of man's on fire, 
When mutual ardours of the melting fair 
More than repay us for whole years of care, 
At friend/lips ſummons will my Wilkes retreat, 
And ſee, once ſeen He that ancient ſeat, 
That ancient ſeat, where majeſty diſplay'd 
Her enſigns, long before the 2vorld was made ! 
Mean narrow maxims, which enſlave mankind, 
Ne'er from its bias warp thy ſettled mind. 
Not dup'd by party, nor opinion's ſlave, 
Thoſe faculties which bounteous Nature gave, 
Thy honeſt ſpirit into practice brings, 
Nor courts the ſmile, nor dreads the frowns of 


kings. 
Let rude licentious Engliſhmen comply 
With tumult's voice, and curſe they know not 


why; ; 
Unwilling to condemn, thy ſoul diſdains 
To wear vile faction's arbitrary chains, 
And ftritly weighs, in apprehenſion clear, 
'Things as they are, and not as they appear. 
With thee Good-Humour tempers lively Wit, 
Enthron'd with Judgment, Candour loves to fit, 
And NRure gave thee, open to diftreſs, 
A heart to pity, and a hand to bleſs. 
Oft have I heard thee mourn the wretched lot 
Of the poor, mean, deſpis'd, inſulted Sor, 
Who, might calm reaſon credit idle tales, 
By rancour forg'd where prejudice prevails, 
Or ſtarves at home, or practiſes, thro" fear 
Of ftarving, arts which damn all conſcience here. 
When Sribblers, to the charge by int'reſt led, 
The fierce North- Briton foaming at their head, 
Pour forth invectives, deaf to candour's call, 
And injur'd by one alien, rail at all; 
On Northern Piſgah when they take their ſtand, 
To mark the weakneſs of that Holy Land, 
With needleſs truths their libels to adorn, 
And hang a nation up to public ſcorn, 
Thy gen'rous ſoul condemns the frantic rage, 
And hates the faithful but ill- natur'd page. 

The Scots are poor, cries ſurly Engliſh pride; 
True is the charge, nor by themſelves deny'd. 
Are they not then in ſtricteſt reaſon clear, 
Who wiſely come to mend their fortunes here ? 
If by low fopple arts ſucceſsfub grown, 

They ſapp'd our vigour to increaſe their own, * 
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If, mean in want, and infolent in pow'r, 

They only fawn'd more ſurely to devour, 

Rous'd by ſuch wrongs ſhould Reaſon take alarm; 
And een the Muſe for public ſafety arm 


| But if they own ingenions Virtue's ſway, 


And follow where true Honour points the way, 
If they revere the hand by which they're fed, 
And bleſs the donors for their daily bread, 
| Or by vaſt debts of higher import bound, 
Are always humble, always grateful found, 
If they, directed dy Paul's holy pen, 
Become diſcreetly all things to all men, 
That all men may become all things to them, 
Envy may hate, bur Juſtice can't condemn. 
Into our places, ſtates, and bedthey creep; 
They've ſenſe to get, what we want ſenſe to 
keep. i 
Once, be the hour accurs'd, accurs'd the place, 
I ventur'd to blaſpheme the choſen race. 
Into thoſe traps, which men calf'd Patriots laid; 
By ſpecious arts unwarily betray d. 
Madly I leagu'd againſt that ſacred earth, 
Vile parricide ! which gave à parent birth. 
But ſhall I meanly Error”; — purſue, 
When heavenly Truth preſents her fr endly clue, 
Once plung'd in ill, ſha!l J go farther in? 
To make the oath was raſh, to keep it, ſin. 
Backward I tread the paths I trod before, 
And calm reflection hates what paſſion ſwore, 
Converted, (bleſſed are the ſouls which know 
Thoſe pleaſures which from true converſion flow, 
Whether to reaſon, who now rules my breaſt, 
Or to pure faith, like Lyttleton and Weſt) 
Paſt crimes to expiate, be my preſent aim 
To raiſe new trophies to the Scottiſh name, 
To make (what can the proudeſt Muſe do more?) 
E'en Faction's ſons her brighter worth adore, 
To make her glories ſtamp'd with honeſt rimes, 
In fulleſt tide roll down to lateſt times. 
4 NED wretch ! and ſhall a Muſe like 
thine, 
« An Engli/h = the meaneſt of the nine, 
« Atternpt a like this? Can her weals 
« train x 
Expect indulgence from the mighty Thane ? 
| «© Should he from toils of government retire, 
And for a moment fan the poet's fire, 
« Should he, of ſciences the moral friend, 
Each curious, each important ſcarch ſuſpend, 
Leave unaſſiſted Hill of herbs to tell, 
% And all the <vonders of a cockle-fhell, 
Having the Lord's good grace before his eyes, 
& Would not tie Home ftep forth, and gain the 
ce prize? a 8 
4 Or if this wreath of honour might adorn | 
„The humble brows of one in England born, 
&« Preſumptuous fill thy daring muſt appear; 


% Vain all thy tow'ring hopes, whilſt 1 am here“ 


Thus ſpake a form, by filken ſmile and tone 
Dull and unyaried, for the Laureat known. 
Folly's chief friend, Decorum's eldeſt ſon, 

In ev'ry party found and yet of none. 
This airy ſubſtance, this Fon Aae, 
Abaſh'd I heard, and wi reſpect obey d. 


From themes too lofty for a bard ſo mean, 'M 
Diſcretion beckons to an humbler ſcene. | 
The reftleſs fever of ambition laid, 


Lum I retire, and ſeele the ſylvan fhnde. * 
D 
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Now be the difrob'd of all her pride, 
Be all the glare of verſe by Truth ſupplied, 
And if plain Nature pours a le ſtrain, 
Which Bute iſe, and not diſdain, 


Then round my ſhall honour's enſigns wave, 
And penſions mark me for a willing flave. 


Two boys, whoſe birth beyond all queſtion ſprings | Sickly crept on, and with comp 


From great and glcrious, tho kings, 

Shepherds of &or:;/4 lineage, born and bred 

On tht ſame blenk and barren mountain s head, 

By niggard Nature doom'd on the ſame rocks 

'To ſpin out life, and ſtarve themſelves and flocks, 

Freth as the morning, which, enrob'd in miſt, 

The mountain's top with uſual dulneſe kiſo d, 
and Sawney to their labours roſe ; 

Soon clad I ween, where Nature needs no cloaths, 

Where, from their youth enur'd to winter-ſkies, 

Dreſs and her vain refinements they deſpiſe. 


key, whoſe manly high-bon'd cheeks to crown 


ith freckles ſpotted flam'd the golden down, 
With mikle art could on the bagpipes play, 


The Highland 
And, whilft ſhe ſcratch'd her lover into reſt, 
Sunk pleas'd, tho' hungry, on her Sawney's breaſt. 

Far as the eye could reach, notree was ſeen, 
Farth, clad in ruſſet, ſcom's the lively green. 
The plague of locuſts they ſecure defy, 
For in three hours a maſ} die. 
No living thing, whate'er its food, feaſts there, 
But the Cameleon, who can feaſt on air. 
No birds, except as birds of paſſage, flew, 
No bee was known to hum, no dove to coo. 
No ftreams as amber ſmooth, as amber clear, 
Were ſeen to glide, or heard to warble here. 
Rebellion's ſpring, which through the country ran, 
Furniſh'd with bitter draughts, the ſteady clan. 
No flow'rs embalm d the air, but one white roſe, 
Which on the 10th of June by inſtinct blows, 
By inftin&t blows at morn, and, when the ſhades 
Of drizzly eve prevail, by inſtinct fades. 

One, and but one poor ſolitary cave, 
Too ſparing of her favours, Nature gave; 
That one alone (hard tax on Scorrifh pride) 
Shelter at once for man and beaſt ſupplied. 
Their ſnares wit aut entangling briers ſpread, 
And thiffles, arm d again the invader's head. 
Stood in cloſe ranlæs all entrance to oppoſe, 
Thiſtles now held more precious than the roſe. 
All creatures which, on Nature's earlieft plan, 
Were ſorm d to loath, and to be loath'd by man, 
Which ow'd their birth to naſtinefs and ſpite, 
Deadly to touch, and hateful to the fight, 

which when admitted in the ark, 

Their Saviour ſhunn'd, and rankled in the dark, 
Found place <irhim : marking her noiſome road 
With poiſoa's trail, here crawl'd the bloated toad; 
There webs were of more than common ſize, 
And half-ftarv'd ſpiders prey'd on half-ftarv'd flies ; 
In queſt of food, efts ſtrove in vain to crawl ; 


Tags, pinch'd with hunger, ſmear'd the flimy wall; | 
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| The cave around with hiſſing ſerpents rung; 


On the damp roof unhealthy vapours hung ; 
And Faminn, by her children lion, 


As as poor, here fix'd her native throne. 
ere, for the ſullen ſky was overcaſt, 

And ſummer ſhrunk beneath a wint'ry blaſt, 

A native blaſt, which, arm'd with hail and rain, 

Beat unrelenting on the naked ſwain, 

The boys for ſhelter made ; behind the ſheep 

Of which thoſe ſhepherds every day tale keep, 

lainings rude, 

On Nature feem'd to call, and bleat for focd. 


Jocks v. 
Sith to this cave, by tempeſt, we're canin 
And within len our flocks, under the wind, 
Safe from the pelting of this perilous ſtorm, 
Are laid emong yon thiftles dry and warm, 
What, Sawney, if by ſhepherd's art we try 
To mock the rigour of this cruel fky ? 
What if we tune ſome merry rowndelay ? 
Well doſt thou ſing, nor ill doth Jockey play, 


SAWwNnELsY. 
Ah, key, ill adviſes thou, I wiz, 
Tothink of ſongs at fuch a time as this. 
Sooner ſhall crown theſe barren rocks, 
Sooner ſhall fleeces cloath theſe ragged flocks, 
Sooner ſhall want ſeize ſhepherds of the ſouth, 
And we forget to live from hand to mouth, 


Than „out of ſeaſon, ſhall impart 

The ſongs of gladnefs with an aching heart. 
Joe tg vx. 

Still have I known thee for 2 filly fwain ; 


Of things paſt help, what boots it to complain 4. 
Nothing but mirth can conquer fortune's ſpite ; 
No ſky is heavy, if the heart be light : 

Patience is ſorrow's ſalve; what can't be cur d, 

80 Donald right ar:eds, muſt be endur d. 


SAwWNESsYyY. 
Fall filly ſwain, I wor, 16 Jockey now ; 
How didit thou bear thy Maggy's falſhood ? how, 
When with a foreign loon the ſtole away, 


Did thou forſwear thy pipe and ſhepherd*s lay ? 
When was thy batted aiitent if 


Applied thoſe proverbs, which you now apply ? 
TS ESSÞ 

O ſhe was Benny! All the Highlands round 

Was there a rival to my Maggy found ! 

More precious (tho” that precious is to all) 

Than the rare med cine which we Brimſtone call, 

Or that choice plant, fo grateful to the noſe, 

Which in I know not what far country grows, 

| Was Maggy unto me ; dear do I rae, 

A laſs ſo fair ſhould ever prove untrue. 


SAWNEY. 

Whether with pipe or ſong to charm the ear, 
Thro' all the land did Jamie find a peer ? 
' Cars'd be that year by ev'ry honeſt Seot, 
And in the ſhepherd's calendar forgot, 
That fatal year, when Jamie, hapleſs ſwain, 
In evil hour forſook the peaceful plain. 
_ when our young Laird diſcreetly fled, 

as _ CEN IE he was dead, dead, 
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Þull ſorely may we all lament that day; 
For all were loſers in the deadly fr 
Five brothers had I, on the Seaetifh, plains, 
Well doſt thou know were none more hopeful ſwains ; 
Five brothers there I loſt, in manhood's pride, 
Two in the field, and three on gibbets died : 
Ah ! filly fwains, to follow war's alarms ! 
Ak ! what hath ſhepherd's life to do with arms ! 


SAV x. 
Mention it at. There ſaw I ftrangers clad 
In all the honours of our raviſh d plaid, 
da the Ferrara too, our nation's , 
Unwilling grace the aukward victor's fide. 


There fell our choicett youth, and from that day 
Mite never tune the ay; 
Bleſs'd thoſe which fell ! curs d which Rill ſur- 


vive, 
To mourn Fifteen renew 'd in Forty-feve. 


Thus plain'd the Boys, when from her throne of 


kurt, 

With boils emboſs d, and overgrown with ſcurf, 
Vile humours, which, in life”s corrupted well, 
Mix'd at the birth, not abſtinence could quell, 
Pale FAMINE rear'd the head : her eager eyes, 
Wheve hanger e en to madneſs ſeem'd to riſe, 
Speaking aloud her throes and pangs of heart, 
Strain'd to get looſe, and from their orbs to ſtart ; 
Her hollow cheeks were each a deep-faunk cell, 
Where wretchedneſs and horror lov'd to dwell ; 
With double rows of uſeleſs teeth ſupplied, 
Her mouth, from ear to ear, extended wide, 
Which, when for want of food her enfrails pin'd, 
She op'd, and curſing ſwallow'd nought but wind; 
All ſhrwell' d was her ſkin, and here and there, 
Making their way by force, her bones lay bare : 
Such filthy fight to hide from human view, 
O'er her foul limbs a tatter'd plaid ſae threw. 

Ceaſe, cried the goddeſs, ceaſe, deſpairing ſwains, 
And from a parent hear what Jove ordains ! 

Pent in this barren corner of the iſle, 
Where partial fortune never deigned to ſmile; 
Like Nature's baſtards, reaping for our ſhare 
What was rejected by the lawful heir; 

Unknown amongſt the nations of the earth, 
Or only known to raife contempt and mirth; 
Long free, becauſe the race of Roman braves 
Thought it not worth their while to make us ſlaves ; 
Then into bondage by that nation brought, 
Whoſe ruin we for ages vainly fought , 
Whom ill with unſlack d heat we view, and ſtill, 
The pow'r of miſchief loſt, retain the will ; 
Conſider d as the refuſe of mankind, 

A maſs till the laſt moment left behind, 
Which frugal Nature doubted, as it lay, 
Whether to with life, or throw away j 
Which, form'd in haſte, was planted in this nook, 
But'never enter'd in Creation's book; 
Branded as traitors, who for love of gold 
Would fell their God, as once their King they fold ; 
Long have we borne this mighty weight of ill, 
Thefte vile injurious taunts, and bear them Rill, 
Bur times of note are now at hand, 
Aa the full promiſe of à better land: 


_ 
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There, like the Sons 42 I|rael, having trod, 
For the fix d term ars ordain'd by God, 
A barren deſert, we 1 ſeize rich plains, 
Where milk with honey flows, and plenty reigns. 
With ſome few natives join'd, ſome pliunt few, 
Who worſhip int'reſt, and our track purſue, 
There ſhall we, tho' the wretched people grieve, 
Ravage at large, nor the owners leave. 
For us, the earth ſhall bring forth her increaſe ; 
For us, the flocks ſhall wear a golden fleece ; 
Fat beeves ſhall yield us dainties not our own, 
And the grape bleed a nectar yet unknown ; 
For our advantage ſhall their harveſts grow, 
And Sotſmen reap what they diſdain'd to ſow ; 
For us, the ſun ſhall climb the eaſtern hill; 
For us, the rain ſhall fall, the dew diftil 3 
When to our withes Nature cannot riſe, 
Art ſhall be taſk'd to grant us freſh ſupplies. 
His brawny arm ſhall drudging Labour ftrain, 
And for our pleaſure fuffer daily pain; 
Trade ſhall for us exert hor utmoſt pow'rs, 
Her's all the toil, and all the profit, our's ; 
For us, the oak ſhall from his native ſteep 
Deſcend, and fearleſs travel thro” the deep 
The fail of Corrimerce for our uſe unfurl'd, 
Shall waft the trexſures of each diftant world; 
For us, ſublimer heights ſhall Science reach, 
For us, their Stateſmen plot, their Churchmen 
preach ; 
Their nobleſt limbs of counſel we'll digjoint, 
And, mocking, new ones of our own appoint z 
Devouring War, impriſon'd | in the riorth, 
Shall, at our call, in horrid pomp break forth, 
And, when, bis chariot wheels with thunder hung, 
Fell Diſcord braying with her brazen tangue, 
Death in the van, with Anger, Hate, and Fear, 
And Deſolation ſtalking in the rear. 
Revenge, by Juftice guided, in his train, 
He drives impetuous o'er the trembling plain, 
Shall, at our bidding, quit his lawful prey 
And to meek, gentle, gen'rous Peace give way. 
Think not, my fons, that this ſo bleſs d eſtate 
Stands at a diſtance on the roll of fate; 
Already big with hopes of future ſway, 
E'en from this cave I ſcent my deſtin d prey. 
Think not, that this dominion o'er a race, 
Whoſe former deeds ſhall Time's laſt annals grace, 
In the rough face of peril muſt be ſought, 
And with the lives of thouſands dearly bought; 
Nofool'd by cunning, by that happy art 
Which laugh's to ſcorn the blundering hero's heart, 
Into the ſnare ſhall our kind neighbours fall 
With open eyes, and fondly give us all. 
When Rome, to prop her ſinking empire, bore 
Their choiceſt levies to a foreign ſhore, 
What if we ſeis d, like a ing flood, 
Their widow'd plains, and fill'd the realm with blood. 
Gave an unbounded looſe to manly rage, 
And ſcorning mercy, ſpar'd nor ſex nor age; 
When, for our int'reſt too mighty grown, 
Monarchs of warlike bent poſſeſs'd the throne, 
What if we ſtrove divifions to foment, 
And fpread the flames of civil diſcontent, 
Aſſiſted thoſe 'gainſt their king made hend, 
And gave the traitors refuge when hey fled ; 
When reſtleſs Glory bad her fons advance, 


And pitch'd * fields of France; 
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What if, diſdaining oaths, and empty ſound, 

By which our nation never ſhall be bound, 

Bravely we taught unmuzzled war to roam 
 Thro' the weak land, and brought cheap laurels 


home; 
When the bold traitors leagu'd for the defence 
Of Law, Religion, Liberty and Senſe, 
When they againft their lawful monarch roſe, 
And dar'd the Lord's Anointed to oppoſe, 
What if we ſtill rev<r'd the baniſh'd race, 
And trove the Royal Vagrants to replace, 
With fierce rebellions ook tht unſettled tate, 
And greatly dar'd, tho? ercſ. d by partial fate; 
Theſe facts, wiiich might, where wiſdom held the ſway, 
Awake the very ſtones to bar our way, 
There ſhall be nothing, nor one trace remain 
In the dull region.of an Engliſh brain, 
Bleſs'd with that faith, which mountains can remove, 
Firſt they ſhall dapet, next aints, laſt martyrs prove. 
Already is this game of fate be; 
Under the ſanction of my darling ſon : 
"That ſon of nature royal as kis re, 
2 e our: pore. © m ſhame ; 
is houndleſs pow'r, beyond example great, 
LI » the crooked 
ftraight, 
Shall for our eaſe the raging floods reſtrain, 
And fink the mountain level to the plain. 
Diſcord, whom in a cavern under ground 
With maſly fetters their late Patriot bound, 
Where her own fleſh the furious hag might tear, 
And vent her curſes to the vacant air, 
Where, that ſhe never might be heard of more, 
He planted Loyalty to guard the door, 
For better purpoſe ſhall our Chief releaſe, 
Diſguiſe her for a time, and call her Peace. 
Lur'd by that name, fine engine of deceit, 
Shall the weak Engliſh help themſelves to cheat; 
To gain our love, with honours ſhall they grace 
The old adherents of the Stuart race, 
Who painted out, no matter by what name, 
Tories or Jacobites are ſtill the ſame, 
To ſoothe our rage, the temporiſing brood 
Shall break the ties of truth and gratitude, 
Againſt their Saviour venom'd falſehoods frame, 
And brand with calumny their William's name; 
'To win our grace, (rare argument of wit) 
To our untainted faith ſhall they commit 
(Our faith which in extremeſt perils tried, 
Diſdain'd, and ſtill diſdains, to change her fide) 
That ſacred Majeſty they all approve, 
Who maſt enjoys, and beſt deſerves their love. 
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MONGST the ſom of men how few are known 
Who dare be juſt to merit not their own ! 
© averior virtue and ſuperior ſenſe 


L'S POEM S. a 


Nay, men of real worth can ſcarcely bear, 

| So nice is Jealouſy, a rival there. | 

Be wicked as wilt, do all that's baſe, 

Proclaim thyſelf the monſter of thy race 3 

Let Vice and Folly thy, black ſoul divide, 

Be proud with meanneſs, and be mean with pride; 

Deaf to the voice of faith and honour, fall 

From fide to fide, yet be of none at all; 

Spurnall thoſe charities, thoſe ſacred ties, 

Which Nature in her bounty, good as wiſe, 

To work our ſafety, and enſure her plan, 

Contriv'd tu bind, and rivet man to man; 

Lift againſt Virtue powr's oppreſſive rod, 

Betray thy country, and deny thy God; 

And, in one gen'ral comprehenſive line, 

To group, which volumes ſcarcely could define, 

Whate'er of fin and dulineſs can be faid, 

Join to a J. heart a D————"z head; 

Yet may'f thou paſs unnotic'd inthe throng, 

And free from envy, ſafely ſneak along. 

The rigid ſaint, by whom no mercy's ſhewn 

To ſaints whoſe lives are better than his own, 

Shall ſpare thy crimes 3 and Wit, who never once 

Forgave a brother, thall forgive a duncg. 

But ſhould thy ſoul,. form'sd in ſome luckleſs hour, 

Vile int'reſt ſcorn, nor madly graſp at pow] r; 

Should love of fame, in ev'ry noble mind 

A brave diſeaſe, with love of virtue join'd, 

Spur thee to deeds of pith, where courage, tried 

In Reaſon's court, is amply juſtified ; 

{ Or fond of knowledge, and averſe to ſtriſe, 

Should'ſ thou prefer the calmer walk of life 3 

Should'ft thou, by pale and fickly Study led, 

Purſue coy Science to the fountain-head ; 

Virtue thy Guide, and Public Gocd thy end, 

Should ev'ry thought to our improvement tend, 

To curb the paſſions, to enlarge the mind, 

Purge the fick weal, and humanize mankind : 

Rage in her eye, and malice in her breaſt, 

Redoubled horror grinning on her creft, 

Fiercer each ſnake, and ſharper ev'ry cart, 

* from her cell ſhall maddening Envy ſtart. 

Then ſhalt thou find, but find alas! too late, 

How vain is worth ! how ſhort is glory's date 
ſpire | 

To give more proof than virtue would deſire, 

Thy danger chiefly lies in acting well; 

No crime's ſo great as daring to excel. 

Whilf Satire thus diſdaining mean controul, 

Urg'd the free dictates of an honeſt ſoul, 

Candour, who, with the charity of Paul, 

Still thinks the beſt, hen er the thinks at all, 

With the ſweet milk of human kindneſs bleſs'd, 

The furious ardour of my zeal repreſs'd. 

Can'ft —_ with more than uſual warmth, ſte 

cry d, 

Thy malice to indulge, and feed thy pride, 

Can'ft thou, ſevere by Nature as thou art, 

With all that wond rous rancour in thy heart, 

Delight to torture 'Truth ten thouſand ways, 

To ſpin detraction forth from themes of praiſe, 

To make Vice fit for purpoſes of firife, 

And draw the hag meh larger than the life, 

To make the good ſeem bad, the bad ſeem worſe, 

And repreſent our nature as our curſe? 

Doth not humanity condemn that zeal 


To knaves and fools will aways g ye offctice ; 


Which tends to aggravate and not to heal? 
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Doth not diſcretion warn thee of diſgrace, 
And danger grinning ſtare thee in the face ; 
Loud as the drum, which ſpreading terror round 
From emptineſs acquires the pow'r of ſound ? 
Doth not the voice of Norton ſtrike thy car, 
And the pale Mansfield chill thy ſoul with fear? 
Do'ſt thou, fond man, believe thyſelf ſecure, 
Becauſe thou'rt honeſt, and becauſe thou'rt poor ? 
Do'ſt thou on law and liberty depend? 
Turn, turn thy eyes, and view thy injur'd friend. 
Art thou beyond the ruffian gripe of pow's ? 
When Wilkes, prejudg d, is ſentenc'd to the Tow'r ? 
Do'ſt thou by privilege exemption claim, 
When privilege is little more than name ? 
Or to prerogative (that glorious ground 
On which ſtate-ſcoundrels oft have ſafety found) 
Do'ft thou pretend, and there a ſanction find, 
Unpuniſh'd, thus to libel human kind? 

When poverty, the 's conſtant crime, 
Compell'd thee, all da to trade in rime, 
Had not romantic notions turn'd thy head, 
Had'it thou not valu'd honour more than bread, 
Had int'reſt, pliant int'reſt, been thy guide, 
And had not prudence been debauch'd by pride, 
In flattery's ftream thou would'ſt have dipp'd thy 


pen, 
Applied to great, and not to honeſt men, 
Nor ſhould conviction have ſeduc'd thy heart 
To take the weaker tho* the better part. 
What but rank folly, for thy curſe decreed, 
Could into Satire's barren path miſlead, 
When, open to thy view, before thee lay 


Soul - ſoothing Panegyric's flow'ry way ? 


There might the Muſe have ſaunter d at her eaſe, 
And, pleaſing others, learn'd herſelf to pleaſe ; 
Lerds ſhould have liſten'd to the ſugar'd treat, 
And ladies, ſump' ring, own'd it vaſtly ſweet ; 
Rogues, in thy prudent verſe with virtue grac'd, 
Foals, mark d by thee as prodigies of taſte, 
Muſt have forbid, pouring down, 
Such Wit, ſuch Truth as thine to quit the gown, 
Thy ſacred brethren too (for they no leſs 
Than laymen, bring their offerings to ſucceſs) 
Had hail'd thee good if great, and paid the vow 
Sincere as that they pay to God, whilſt thou 
In lawn hadſt whilper'd to a ſleeping croud, 
As dull as R-—, and half as proud. 
Peace, — —Wiſely had'ſt thou ſaid, and 
well, 
Could int teſt in this breaſt one moment dwell, 
Could ſhe, with proſpect of ſucceſs, oppoſe 
The firm reſolves which from conviction roſe. 
cannot truckle to a fool of ſtate, 
Nor take a favour from the man I hate. 
Free leave have others by ſuch means to ſhine; 
J ſcorn their practice, they may laugh at mine. 
Thou haft aſſum d the maxims of that eli, 
Whom God in wrath for man's diſhonour fram d, 
Cunning in Heay'n, amongſt us Prudence nam'd, 
That ſervile Prudence which I leave to thoſe 
Who dare not be my friends, can't be my foes. 
Had I with cruel and eppreflive rimes 

Purſu'd, and turn'd misfortunes into crimes ; 
Had I, when Virtue gaſping lay and low, 
— tyrant Vice, and added woe to woe ; 

I made Modefty in bluſhes ſpeak, 
And drawn the tear down Beauty's ſacred check; 


Had 1 (damn'd then) in thought debas d my lays, 

To wound that tex which honour bids me-praiſe ; 

Had I, from vengeance by baſe views betray'd, 

In endleſs night funk injur'd AylifF's ſhade ; 

Had 1 (which Satiriſts of mighty name, 

Renown'sd in ime, rever'd for moral fame, 

Have done before, whom Juſtice ſhall purſue = 

In future verſe) brought forth to public view 

A noble friend, and made his foibles known, 

Becauſe his worth was greater than my on; 

Had I ſpar'd thoſe (ſo Prudence had decreed) 

Whom, God ſo help me at my greateſt need, 

I ne'cr will ſpare, thoſe vipers to their King, 

Who ſmooth their looks, and flatter whilſt they 
ſting. 

Or had I not taught patriot zeal to boaſt 

Of thoſe, who flatter leaſt, but love him moſt ; 

Had I thus finn'd, my ſtubborn ſoul ſhould bend 

At Candour's voice, and take, as from a friend, 

The deep rebuke ; r. /ſelf ſhould be the firſt 

To hate myſelf, and ſtamp my Muſe accurs'd. 

But ſhall my arm forbid it manly pride, 

Forbid it Reaſon, warring on wy ſide— 

For vengeance lifted high, the ſtroke forbear, 

And hang ſuſpended in the deſart air, 

Or to my ing ſide unnerv'd fmk down, 

Palſied, forſooth, by Candour's half-made frown ? 

When Juſtice bids me on, ſhall I delay 

Becauſe infipid Candour bars my my 

When ſhe, of all alike the puling friend, 

Would diſappoint my Satire's nobleſt end, 

When ſhe to villains would a ſanction give, 

And ſhelter thoſe who are not fit to live, ' 

When ſhe would ſcreen the 2 — a bluſh, 

And bids me ſpare whom Reaſon bids me cruſh, 

All leagues with Candour proudly I reſign ; 

She cannot be for honour's turn, nor mine. 

Yet come, cold monitor, half toe, half friend, 

Whom Vice cm't fear, whom Virtue can't com- 


We call that Virtue which we know Defett ; 
Come, and obſerve the nature of our crimes, 
The groſs and rank complexion of the times, 
Obſerve it well, and then review my plan, 
Praiſe if you will, or cenſure if you can. 
Whilſt Vice preſumptuous Jords it as in ſport, 
And Piety is only known at court; 

Whilſt wretched Liberty expiring lies N 
Beneath the fatal burthen of Exciſe ; 

Whilft nobles act without one touch of ſhame, 
What men of humble rank would bluſh to name 
Whilſt Honour's plac'd in higheſt point of view, 
Worthipp'd by thoſe, who juſtice never knew; 
Whilſt bubbles of diſtinction waſte in play 

The hours of reſt, and blunder thes' the dey, 
With dice and cards opprobrious vigile keep, 
Then turn to ruin empires in their ſleep ; 

Whilſt fathers, by relentleſs paſſion led, 

Doom injur d ſons to beg their bread, 
Merely with ill- got, ill-fav'd wealth to grace 
An alien, abje&, poor, proud, upſtart race 
Whilſt Martin flatters only to betray, 

And Webb gives up his dirty ſoul for pay 
Whil titles ſerve to huſh a villain's fears ; 


Whilſt peers are agents made, and agents peers 
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Whilf baſe betrayers are themſelves betray 4, 

And makers ruin'd by the thing they made ; 

Whilſt C—, falſe to God and man, for gold, 
Like the old traitor who a Saviour ſold, 

To ſhame his maſter, friend, and father gives ; 
Whilft Bute remains in pow'r, whilſt Holland lives; 
Can Satire want a ſubject, where Diſdain, 

By Virtue fir d, may point her ſharpeſt ſtrain ; 
Where cloath'd with thunder, Truth may roll along, 
And Candour juſtify the rage of fong ? 

Such things ! ſuch men before thee ! ſuch an age 
Where Rancour, as thine, may glut her rage, 
And ficken e'en to ſurfeit, where the pride 
Of Satire, pouring down in fulleſt tide, 


Dan be ſo loſt 3 nor can the worſt of all 

At once into ſuch deep damnation fall ; 

By painful flow degrees they reach this crime, 

eee eben in hell muſt be a work of time. 
ſe then thy guilty rage, thou wayward ſors, 

With the foul gall o* diſcontent o'er-run, 

Lift to my voice—be honeſt, if you can, 

Nor ſlander Nature in her fav'rite Man. 

But if thy ſpirit, reſolute in ill, 

One having err'd, perſiſts in error ſtill, 

Go on at large, no longer worth my care, 

And freely vent thoſe blaſphemies in air, 

Which I would ſtamp as falſe, tho on the tongue 


Of angels the injurious ſlander hung. 


May ſpread wide vengeance round, yet all the while | Dup'd by thy vanity (that cunning elf 


Juſtice behold the ruin with a ſmile 3 
Whilſt I, thy foe miſdeem'd cannot condemn, 
Nor diſapprove that rage I with to tem, 
Wilt thou, degen'rate and corrupted, chuſe 
To foil the credit of thy haug'sy Muſe ? 
With fallacy, moſt infamous, to ſtain 
Her truth, and render all her anger vain ? 
When I beheld thee incorreft, but bold, 
A various comment on the ſtage unfold ; 
When play*rs on play'rs before thy ſatire fell, 
And poor Reviews conſpir' d thy wrath to ſwel) ; 
When ſtates and ſtateſmen next became thy care, 
And only kings were ſafe if thou waſt there; 
Thy ev'ry word I weigh'd in Judgment's ſcale, 
And in thy ev'ry word found truth prevail, 
Why doſt thou now to falſhood meanly fly ? 
Not even Candour can forgive a lye. I 4 
Bad as men are, why ſhould thy frantic Times 
Traffic in ſlander, and invent new crimes ? 
Crimes, which exiſting only in thy mind, 
Weak ſpleen brings forth to blacken all mankind. 
By pleafing hopes we lute the human heart 
10% practiſe virtue, and improve in art; 
To thwart theſe ends, (which proud of honeſt fame, 
A noble Muſe would cheriſh and enflame) 
Thy drudge contrives, and in our full career 
Sick lies our hopes with the pale hue of fear; 
Tells us that all our labours are in vain ; 
That what we ſeek, we never can obtain; 
That dead to Virtue, loſt to Nature's plan, 
Envy poſſeſſes the whole race of man; 
That worth is criminal, and danger lies, 
Danger extreme, in being good and wiſe. 
- *Tis a rank falſhood ; ſearch the world around, 
There cannot be ſo vile a monſter found, 
Not one fo vile, on whom ſuſpicions fall 
Of that groſs guilt, which you impute to all. 
Approv'd by thoſe who diſobey her laws, 
Virtue from Vice itſelf extorts applauſe. 
Her very foes bear witneſs to her ſtate ; 
They will not love her, but they cannot hate. 
Hate Virtue for herſelf, with ſpite purſue 
Merit for merit's fake ! Might this be true, 
J would renounce my Nature with diſdain, 
And with the beaſts that periſh graze the plain: 
Might this be true, had we ſo far fill d up 
The meaſure of our crimes, and from the cup 
Of guilt ſo deeply drank, as not to find, 
Thirſting for fin, one drop, one dreg behind, 
Quitk ruin muſt involve this flaming ball, 
And Providence in juſtice cruſh us all. . 
None but the damn d, and amongſt them the worſt 
Thoſe who for double guilt are doubly curs'd, 


Who ſnares the coxcomb to deceive himſelf) 

Or blinded by that rage, did'ſt thou believe 

That we, too, coolly, would ourſelves deceive ? 
That we as ſterling falſhood would admit, 

Becauſe 'twas ſeaſon'd with ſome little wit? 
When fiction riſes pleaſing to the eye, 

Men will believe, becauſe they love the lie; 

But Truth herſelf, if clouded with a frown, 
Muſt have ſome ſolemn proof to paſs her down. 
Haſt thou, maintaining that which muſt diſgrace 


And bring into contempt the human race, 


Haſt thou, or can't thou, in Truth's ſacred court, 
To fave thy credit, and thy cauſe ſupport, 

Produce one proof, make out one real 

On which ſo great, ſo groſs a charge to found ! 
Nay, do'ſt thou know one man (let that appear 
From wilful falſhood I'll proclaim thee clear) 

One man ſo loſt, to Nature ſo untrue, 

From whom this gen'ral charge, thy raſhneſs drew ? 
On this foundation ſhalt thou ſtand or fal 


Reaſon determines, and it muſt be done; 

Mongſt men, or paſt, or preſent, name me One. 
Hogarth—1 take thee, Candour, at thy word, 

Accept thy proffer'd terms, and will be heard ; 

Thee have I heard with virulence declaim, 

Nothing retain'd of Candour but the name; 

By thee have I been charg'd in angry ſtrains 

With that mean falſhood which my ſoul diſdains— 

Hogarth ſtand forth—Nay hang not thus aloof— 

Now, Candour, now thou ſhalt receive ſuch proof, 

Such damnipg proof, that henceforth thou ſhalt fear 

To tax my wrath, and own my conduct clear 

Hogarth ſtand forth—1 dare thee to be tried 

In that great court, where Conſcience muſt prefide ; 

At that moſt ſolemn bar hold up thy hand; 


Speak, but conſider well—from firſt to laſt 

Review thy life, weigh ev'ry action paſt— 

Nay, you ſhall have no reaſon to complain 

Take longer time, and view them o'er again 
Can'ft thou remember from thy earlieſt youth, 

And as thy God muſt judge thee, ſpeak the trutif, 
A fingle inſtance where, /e/f laid atide, b 
And juſtice taking place of fear and pride, 
Thou with an equal eye did'ſt Genius view, 
And give to merit what was merit's due? 
Genius and merit are a ſure offence, 

And thy ſoul fickens at the name of ſenfe. 
Is any one fo foolith to ſucceed, 

On Envy's altar he is doom'd to bleed? 
Hogarth, a guilty pleaſurein his eyes, 

The place of exccutioner ſupplies. 


Prove that in One, which you have charg d on All. 


Think before whom, on what account you ttand— 
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dee how he glotes, enjoys the ſacred feaſt, 
And proves himſelf by cruelty a prieft. 

Whilſt the weak artiſt to th# whims a ſlave, 
Would bury all thoſe pow'rs which Nature gave. 
Would ſuffer blank concealment to obſcure 
Thoſe rays, thy jealouſy could not endure ; 

To feed thy vanity would ruſt unknown, 
And to ſecure thy credit blaft his en, 
In Hogarth he was ſure to find a friend; 
He could not fear, and therefore might commend. 
But when his ſpirit, rous'd by honeſt ſhame, 
Shook off that lethargy, and ſoar'd to fame, 
When, with the pride of man, reſolv'd and ſtrong, 
He ſcorn'd thoſe fears which did his honour wrong, 
And, on himſelf determin'd to rely, 
Brought forth his labours to the public eye, 
No friend in thee, could ſuch a rebel know ; 
He had deſert, and Hogarth was his foe. 
Souls of a tim'rous caſt, of petty name 
In Envy's court, not yet quite dead to ſhame, 
May ſome remorſe, ſome qualms of conſcience feel, 
And ſuffer honour to abate their zeal ; 
But the man truly and compleatly great, 
Allows no rule of action but his hate; 
Thro' ev'ry bar he bravely breaks his way, 
Paſſion his principle, and parts his prey. 
Mediums in vice and virtue ſpeak a mind 
Within the pale of temperance confin'd ; 
The daring ſpirit ſcorns her narrow ſchemes, 
And, good, or bad, is always in extremes. 

Man's practice duly weigh'd, thro* ev'ry age 
On the ſame plan hath Envy form'd her rage : 
*Gainſt thoſe whom fortune hath our rivals made 
In way of Science, and in way of Trade, 
Stung with mean jealouſy ſhe arms her ſpite, 
Firſt works, then views their ruin with delight. 
Our Hogarth here a grand improver ſhines, 
And nobly on the gen'ral plan refines ; 
He like himſelf o'erleaps the ſervile bound ; 
Worth is his mark, wherever worth is found. 
Should painters only his vaſt wrath ſuffice ? 
Genius inev'ry walk is lawful prize. 
"Tis a grofs inſult to his o'ergrown ſtate ; 
His love to merit is to feel his hate. 

When Wilkes, our countryman, our common 

friend, 
Aroſe, his king, his country to defend, 

When tools of pow'r he bar d to public view, 
And Graces Toles the ſneaking cowards drew, 
When Rancour found it far beyond her reach 
To ſoil his honour, and his truth impeach, 
What could induce thee, at a time and place, 
Where manly foes had bluſh'd to ſhew their face, 
To make that effort, which muſt damn thy name, 
And fink thee deep, deep in thy grave with ſhame ? 
Did virtue move thee ? No, twas pride, rank pride, 
And if thou hadſt not done it, thou hadſt dy d. 
Malice (Who, diſappointed of her end, 
Whether to work the bane of foe or fr end, 
Preſs on herſelf, and driven to the ſtake, 
Gives Virtue that revenge ſhe ſcorns to take) 
Had kill'd thee, tott'ring on life's utmoſt verge, 
Had Wilkes and Liberty eſcap'd thy ſcourge. 

When that great Charter, which our 

bought 

Witl. their beſt blood, was into queſtion brought; 
When, big with ruin, o'er each Engliſh head 
Vile flav'ry hung ſuſpended by a thread ; 
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When Liberty, all trembling and aghaſt, 

Fear'd for the future, knowing what was paſt 3 
When ev'ry breaſt was chill'd with deep deſpair, 
Till reaſon pointed out that Pratt was there ; 
Lurking, moſt ruffian-like, behind a ſcreen, 

So plac'd all things to fee, himſelf unſeen, 
Virtue, with due contempt, ſaw Hogarth ſtand, 
The murd'rous pencil in his pal ſied hand. 

What was the cauſe of Liberty to him, . 

Or what was Honour ? Let them fink or ſwim, 
So he may gratify without controul, 

The mean reſentments of his ſelfiſh ſoul. 

Let Freedom periſh, if, to Freedom true, 

In the ſame ruin Wilkes may periſh too. 

With all the ſymptoms of aſſur'd decay, 

With age and fickneſs pinch'd, and worn away, 
Pale quiv'ring lips, lank cheeks, and fault ring 
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tongue, 
The ſpirits out of tune, the nerves unſtrung, 
Thy body ſhrivell'd up, thy dim eyes ſunk 
Within their ſockets deep, thy weak hams ſhrunk 
Thy body's weight unable to ſuſtain, + 
The ſtream of life ſcarce trembling thro* the vein, 
More than half-kill'd by honeſt truths, which fell, 
Thro' thy own fault, from men who wiſh'd thee 


well, 


| Can't thou, e'en thus, thy thoughts to vengeance 


give, 

And, dead to all things elſe, to malice live ? 
Hence, dotard, to thy cloſet, ſhut thee in. 
By deep repentance waſh away thy fin, 
From haunts of men to ſhame and ſorrow fly, 
And, on the verge of death, learn how to die. 

Vain exhortation ! Waſh the Ethiop white, 
Diſcharge the leopard's ſpots, turn day to night, 
Controul the courſe of Nature, bid the deep 
Huſh at thy pigmy voice her waves to-ſleep, 
Perform things paſſing ſtrange, yet own thy art 
Too weak to work a change in ſuch a beart. 
That Envy which was woven in the frame 
At firſt, will to the laſt remain the ſame. 
Reaſon may droop, may die, but Envy's rage 
Improves by time, and gathers ftrength from age, 
Some, and not few, vain triflers with the pen, 
Unread, unpraQtis'd in the ways of men, 
Tell us that Envy, who with giant ſtride 
Stalks thro” the vale of life by Virtue's fide, 
Retreats when ſhe hath drawn her lateſt breath, 


And calmly hears her praiſes after death. 


To ſuch obſervers Hogarth gives the lie; 
Worth may be hears'd, but Envy cannot die; 
Within the manfion of his gloomy breaft, 
A manſion ſuited well to ſuch a gueſt, 
Immortal, unimpair'd ſhe rears her head, 
And damns alike the living and the dead. 

Oft have I known thee Hogarth, weak and 

vain, . 

Thyſelf the idol of thy aukward ſtrain, 
Throꝰ the dull meaſure of a ſummer's day, 
In phraſe moſt vile, prate long long hours away, 
Whil friends with friends all gaping fit, and gaze 
To hear a Hogarth babble Hogarth's praiſe. 
But if athwart thee interruption came, 
And mentioned with reſpe& ſome ancient's name 
Some ancient's name, who in the days of yore 
The crown of Art with greateſt honour wore, 
How have I ſeen thy coward chegk turn 


pale, 
And blank confuſion ſeize thy mangled tale! 
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How hath 9 madneſs grown, 


And deem'd his praiſe injurious to thy own |! 

Then without mercy did thy wrath make way, 

And Arts and Artiſts all became thy prey; 

Then did" thou trample on eftabliſh'd rules, 

And proudly levell'd all the ancient ſchools, 

Condemn'd thoſe works, with praiſe through ages 
c'd, 

Which you had never ſeen, or could not taſte. 

«© But would mankind have true perfection ſhewn, 

<< It muſt be found in labours of my own." 

<< I dare to challenge in one fingle piece, 

«© Th' united force of Italy and Greece.” 

Thy eager hand the curtain then undrew, 

And brought the boaſted maſter-piece to view. 

Spare thy remarks—ſay not a fingle word 

The picture ſeen, why is the painter heard? 

Call not up ſhame and anger in our cheeks 3 

Without a comment Sigiſmunda ſpeaks. 

Poor Sigiſmunda ; what a fate is thine ! 
Dryden, the great High-Prieſt of all the Nine, 
Reviv'd thy name, gave what a Muſe could give, 
And in his numbers bade thy mem'ry live ; 

Gave thee thoſe ſoft ſenſations, which might move 
And warm the coldeſt anchorite to love; 

Gave thee that virtue which could curb defire, 
Refine and conſecrate love's headftrong fire; 
Gave thee thoſe griefs which made the ſtoic feel, 
And call'd compaſſion forth from hearts of ſteel ; 
Gave thee that firmneſs which our ſex may ſhame, 
And make Man bow to Woman's juſter claim, 

So that our tears, which from compaſſion flow, 
Seem to debaſe thy dignity of woe. 

But O, how much unlike ! how fallen ! how chang'd ! 
How much from Nature and herſelf eftrang'd ! 
How totally depriv'd of all the pow'rs 

To ſhew her feelings, and awaken ours, 

Doth Sigiſmunda now devoted ſtand, 

The helpleſs victim of a Dauber's hand 

But why, my Hogarth, ſuch a progreſs made, 

So rare a pattern for the ſign - poſt trade, 

In the full force and whirlwind of thy pride, 

Why was Heroic painting laid afide ? 

Why is it not — ? Thy friends at court, 
Men all in place and pow'r, crave thy + 15h 3 

Be grateful then for once, and thro* the field 

Of — thy Epic pencil wield, 

Maintain the cauſe, which they, good lack! avow, 
And would maintain too, but they know not how. 

Thro' ev'ry Pannel let thy virtue tell 
How Bute prevaiPd, How Pitt and Temple fell! 
How England's ſons (whom they conſpir d to bleſs 
Againſt our will, with inſolent ſucceſs) 

Approve their fall, and with addreſſes run, 

How got, God knows, to hail the Scottiſh ſun ! 
Point out our fame in war, when vengeance, hurl'd 
From the ſtrong arm of Juſtice, ſhook the world 3 
Thine, and thy country's honour to encreaſe, 
Point out the honours of ſucceeding peace; 

Our maderation, chriſtian-like, diſplay, 
Shew what we got, and what we gave away. 

In colours, -dull and heavy as the tale, 

Let a Sate-chaos thro the whole prevail. 
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Whil a dear country, and an injur'd friend, 
Urge my ſtrong anger to the bitter'ſt end; 
Whilſt honeſt trophi@ to revenge are reis d, 
Let not one real virtue paſs unpraiv'd : 

Juſtice with equal courſe bids Satire flow, 
And loves the virtue uf her greateſt foe. 

O! that I here could that rare Virtue mean, 
Which ſcorns the rule of Envy, Pride, and Spleen 
Which ſprings not from the Jabour'd works of Art, 
But hath its riſe from Nature inthe heart, 
Which in itſelf with happinef* is crown'd, 

And ſpreads with joy the Mefling all around ! 

But Truth forbids, and in theſe fimple lays, 

Contented with a diff rent kind of praiſe, 

Muſt Hogarth ſtand : that praiſe which Genius 
gives, 

In which to lateſt time the Arrift lives, 

But not the Man; which, rightly underſtood, 

May make us great, but cannot make us good 3 

That praiſe be Hogarth's ; freely let him wear 

The wreath which Genius wove, and planted there. 

Foe as I am, ſhould Envy tear it down, 

Myſelf would labour to replace the crown. 

In walks of humour, in that caſt of ſtyle, 
Which, probing to the quick, yet makes us s ſraile 3 
In Comedy, his nat' ral road to fame, 

Nor let me call it by a meaner name, 

Where a beginning, middle, and an end 

Are aptly join d; where parts on parts depend, 
Each made for each, as bodies for their ſoul, 
So as to form one true and perfect whole. 
Where a plaih ſtory to the eye is told, 

Which we conceive the moment we behold, 
Hogarth unrivall'd ſtands, and ſhall engage 
Unrivall'd praife to the moſt diſtant age. 

How ceuld't thou then to ſhame perverſely run, 
And tread that path which Nature bade thee ſhun ? 
Why did Ambition overleap her rules, 

And thy vaſt parts become the ſport of fools ? 

By diff rent methods diff rent men excel, 

But where is he who can do all things well? 
Humour thy province, for ſome monſtrous crime 
Pride ftruck thee with the phrenzy of Sublime. 
But, when the work was finiſh'd, could thy nyae 
So partial be, and to herſelf fo blind, 

What with contempt all view'd, to view with awe, 
— ſee thoſe faults which ev*ry blockhead ſaw ? 
Bluſh, thou vain man, and if defire of fame. 
Founded on real Art, thy thoughts inflame, 

To quick deſtruction Sigiſmunda give, 

And let her mem' ry die, that thine may live. 

But ſhould fond Candour, for her mercy ſake, 
With pity view, and pardon this miſtake ; 

Or ſhould oblivion, to thy wiſh moſt kind, 
Wipe off that ſtain, nor leave one trace behind; 
Of 4 pe * d, of Artiſts by thy frown 

'd from j es, of rifing wort) kept dæton, 
Of of afar — thro* th ＋ mortal — 
Can'ſt thou the living memory eraſe ? 
Or ſhall not vengeance follow to the grave, 
And give back juſt that meaſure which you gave ? 
| With ſo much merit, and ſo much ſucceſs, 
With ſo much power to curſe, ſo much to bleſs, 
| Would he have been man's friend inſtead of foe, 
| Hogarth had been a little God below. 
Why then, like 1 giants, fam'd of old, 
Of whom in ſtory we are told, 
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Hoſt thou in cruelty that ſtrength employ, And from the planets, wand'ring ſpheres 
Which Nature meant to fave, not to deftroy ? T' extort the number of our years, 
Why doſt thou, all in horrid pomp array'd, And whether all thoſe years ſhall flow 
Sit grinning o'er the ruins thou haſt made? * ]Serenely ſmooth, and free from woe, 
Moſt rank Ill-nature muſt applaud thy art; Or rude misfortune ſhall deform 
But even Candour muſt condemn thy heart. Our life, with one continual ſtorm; 
een For me, who warm and zealous for my friend, Or if the ſcene ſhall motley be, 
In ſpite of railing thouſands, will commend, Alternate joy and miſery ; 
And, no leſs warm and zealous *gainft my foes, Is a deſire, „which, more or leſs; 
Spite of commending thouſands, will oppoſe, All men muſt feel, tho* few confeſs. 
I dare thy worſt, with ſcorn behold thy rage, Hence, ev'ry place and ev'ry age 
But with an eye of pity view thy age; Affords ſubſiſtence to the ſage, 
Thy feeble age, in which, as in a glaſs; Who, free from this world and its cates, 
mus We ſee how men to diſſolution paſs. Holds an acquaintance with the ſtars, 
Thou wwretched Being, whom, on Reaſon's plan, From whom he gains intelligence 
So chang'd, ſo loſt, I cannot call a man, Of things to come ſome ages hence, 
What could perſuade thee, at this time of life, Which unto friends, at eaſy rates, 
* To launch afreſh into the ſea of ftrife ? He readily communicates. 
Better for thee, ſcarce crawling on the earth, At its firſt riſe, which all agree on, 
* Almoſt as much a child as at thy birth, This noble ſcience was Chaldean, 
To have reſign'd in peace thy parting breath, That ancient people, as they fed 
And ſunk unnotic'd in the arms of Death. Their flocks upon the mountains head, 
Why would thy grey, grey hairs reſentment brave, | Gaz'd on the ſtars, obſerv'd their motions, 
” Thus to go down with ſorrow to the grave? And ſuck'd in aſtrologic notions, 
Now, by my ſoul, it makes me bluſh to know Which they ſo eagerly purſue, 
My ſpirits could deſcend to ſuch a foe. As folks are apt whate'er is new, 
Whatever cauſe the vengeance might provoke, That things below at random rove, 
It ſeems rank cowardice to give the ſtroke Whil they're conſulting things above 
Sure tis a curſe which angry Fates impoſe, And when they now ſo poor were grown, 
To mortify man's arrogance, that thoſe That they'd no houſes of their own, 
Who're faſhion'd of Yome better ſort of clay, They made bold with their friends the ftars, 
Much ſooner than the common herd decay. And prudently made uſe of theirs. 
What bitter pangs muſt humble Genius feel, To Egypt from Chaldee it travell'd, 
In their laſt hours, to view a Swift and Steele ? And Fate at Memphis was unravell'd: 
* How muſt il1-boding horrors fill her breaſt, Th' exotic Science ſoon ftruck root, 
> When ſhe beholds men, mark d above the reſt And flouriſh'd into high repute. 
For qualities moſt dear, plung'd from that height, | Each learned prieſt, O ftrange to tell] 
And ſunk, deep ſunk, in ſecond childhood's night ? | Could circles make, and caſt a ſpell ; 
Are men, indeed, ſuch things, and are the bet Could read and write, and taught the nation 
More ſubject to this evil, than the reſt, The holy art of Divination. 
To drivel out whole years of ideot breath, Nobles themſelves, for at that time 
And fit the monuments of living death ? Knowledge in Nobles was no crime, 
4 O, galling circumſtance to human pride Could talk as learned as the prieft, 
| Abaſing thought, but not to be denied And prophecy as much at leaſt. 
e, With curious art the brain too finely wrought, Hence all the fortune - telling crew, 
Preys on herſelf, and is deſtroy d by thought. Whoſe crafty ſkill mars Nature's hue, 
Conſtant attention wears the active mind, Who, in vile tatters, with ſmirch'd face, 
Blots out her pow'rs and leaves a blank behind. Run up and down from place to place, 
But let not youth, to inſolence allied, To eratify their friend's deſires, 
In heat of blood, in full career of pride, From Bampfield Carew to Moll Squires, 
Poſſeſs d of Genius, with unhallow'd rage, Are rightly term'd Egyptians all ; 
Mock the infirmities of rev'rend age. Whom we, miſtaking, Gypſies call. 
The greateſt Genius to this fate may bow The Grecian Sages borrow'd this, 
Reynolds, in time, may be like Hogarth now. As they did other ſciences, : 
From fertile Egypt, tho* the loan 
They had not honeſty to own, 
Dodona's oaks, inſpir'd by Jove, 
A learned and prophetic grove, 
1 1 1 Turn'd vegetable Necromancers, 
And to all comers gave their anſwers : 
G H O 8 Ts At Delphos, to Apollo dear, | 
All men the voice of Fate might hear; 
, | 1 | Each ſubtle prieft on three-legg'd tool, 
FOUR BOOKS. To take in wiſe men, play'd the fool. 
A myſtery, ſo made for gain, 
BOOK L _ | Fen now in faſhion muſt remain. 
ITH eager ſearch to dart the foul, Enthuſiaſts never will let drop : 
Curiouſly yainy from pole to pole, What brings ſuch buſineſs to their ſhop, 
vol. VAI. E 
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And that great ſaint we Whitfield call, 
Keeps up the Humbug Spiritual. 

Among the Romans, not a bird 
Without a prophecy was heard; 
Fortunes of empires often hung 
On the magician magpie's tongue. 
Andev'ry crow was to the ſtate 
A ſure interpreter of Fate. 
Prophets, embodied in a College, | 
(Time out of mind your ſeat of knowledge, 
For Genius never fruit can bear 
Unleſs it firſt is planted there, 
And ſolid learning never falls 
Without the verge of College walls) 
Infallible accounts would keep 
When it was beſt to watch or ſleep, 
To eat or drink, ta go or ſtay, 
And when to fight or run away; 
When matters were for action ripe, 
By looking at a double tripe ; 
When Emperors would live or die, 
They in an 5 . ſeull could ſpy 3 
When gen'rals would their ſtation keep, 
Or turn their backs, in hearts of /heep. 
In matters, whether ſmall or great, 
In private families or ſtate, 
As amongſt us, the holy Seer 
Officiouſly would interfere, 
With pious arts and rev rend ſkill 
Would bend Lay Bigots to his will, 
Would help or injure foes or friends, 
Jun as it ſerv'd his private ends. 

ether in honeſt way of trade, 

Traps for virginity were laid, 
Orif, to make their party great, 
Deſigns were form'd againſt the State. 
Regardleſs of the common weal, 
By int'reſt led, which they call zeal, 
Into the ſcales was always thrown 
'Fhe will of Heav'n to back their 'own. 

England, a happy land we know, 
Where follies naturally grow; 
Where without culture they ariſe, 
And tow'r above the common fize 
England a fortune-telling hoſt, 


As num'rous as the ſtars, could boaſt ; 


Matrons, who toſs the cup, and ſee 
The grounds of Fate in grounds of Tea; 
Who vers'd in ev'ry modeſt lore, 

Or, if their pupils rather chuſe it, 

Can ſhew the readieſt way to loſe it ; 
Gypſies, who ev'ry ill can cure, 

Except the ill of being poor; 

Who charms *gainſt Love and Agues ſell, 
Who can in hen-rooft ſet a ſpell, 
Prepar d by arts, to them beſt known, 
To catch all feet except their own; 
Who as to fortune can unlock it, 

As eaſily as pick a pocket; 

Zcotchmen who, in their country's right, 
Poſſeſs the gift of ſecond-fight, 

Who (when their barren . they quit, 
Sure argument of prudent wit, 

Which reputation to maintain, 

They never venture back again) 

By lies prophetic heap up riches, 

And doaſt the luxury of breockas. 
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Amongſt the reſt, in former years, 
Campbell, illuſtrious name, appears 
Great hero of futurity, 

Who blind could every thing foreſce, 
Who dumb could ev'ry thing forete!!, 
Who, Fate with equity to ſell, 
Always dealt out the will of Heaven 
According to what price was given. 

Of Scottiſh race, in Highlands born, 

Poſſeſs'd with native pride and ſcorn, 

He hither came, by cuſtom led, 
Tocurfe the hands which gave him bread. 
With want of truth, and want of ſenſe, 
Amply made up by impudence, 

(A ſuccedaneum, which we find 

In common uſe with all mankind) 
Careſe d and favour'd too by thoſe, 
Whoſe heart with patriot feelings glows 3 
Who fooliſhly, where'er diſpers'd, 

Still place their native country firſt ; 
(For Engliſhmen alone have ſenſe, 

To give a ſtranger preference, 

Whilſt modeſt merit of their own 

Is left in poverty to groan) 

Campbell foretold juſt what he wou'd, 
And left the ſtars to make it good; 

On whom he had impreſs'd ſuch awe, 
His dictates current paſs'd for law 
Submiſſive all his empire own'd ; 

No ftar durſt ſmile, when Campbell frown'd? 

This Sage deceas'd, for all muſt die, 
And Campbell's no more ſafe than I, 
No more than I can guard the heart, 
When Death ſhall hurl the fatal dart, 
Succeeded, ripe in art and years, 
Another fav'"rite of the ſpheres ; 
Another and another came, 
Of equal ſkill, and equal fame; 
As white each wand, as black each gown, 
As long each beard, as wiſe each frown ; 
In ev'ry thing ſo like, you'd ſwear, 
Campbell himſelf was fitting there. 
To all the happy Art was known, 
To tell our fortunes, make their own. 

Seated in garret, for you know, 
The nearer to the ſtars we go, 
The greater we eſteem his art, 
Fools curious flock'd from ev'ry part. - 
The rich, the poor, the maid, the married, 


| And thoſe who could not walk, were carried 


The Butler, hanging down his head, 
By chamber-maid or cook-maid led, 
Enquires, if from his friend the Moon, 
He has advice of pilfer'd ſpoon. 

The Court-bred Woman of Condition 
(Who to approve her diſpoſition 
As much ſuperior as her birth 
To thoſe compos'd of common earthy 
With double ſpirit muſt engage 
In ev'ry folly of the age) 

The honourable arts would buy, 
To pack the cards, and cog a die. 

The Hero (who for brawn and face 
May claim right honourable place 

the chiefs of Butcher- Row, 
Who might ſome thirty years ago, 
If we may be allow'd to gueſs 
At his employment by his dreſs, 


Fo 
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Put med' cines off from cart or ſtage, Whether it better is to fight 
The grand Toſcano of the age, By ſun-/hine, or by candle-light ; 
Or might about the countries go, Or (left a cand/e ſhould appear 
High-Steward of a puppet-ſhew, Tov mean to ſhine in ſuch a ſphere, 
Seward and Steward/hip molt meet, For who would of a candle tell 
For all know puppets never eat; To light a hero into hell, 


Who would be thought, (tho*, ſave the mark, 

That point is ſomething in the dark) 

The Man of Honour, one like thoſe 

Renown'd in ſtory, who lov'd blows 

Better than victuals, and would fight, 

Merely for ſport, from morn to night ; 

Who treads like Mavors firm, whoſe tongue 

Is with the triple thunder hung; 

Who cries to Fear—Stand off —aloof— 

And talks as he were cannon-proof ; 

Would be deem'd ready, when you lift, 

With ſword and piſtol, tick and fiſt, 

Careleſs of points, balls, bruiſes, knocks, 

At once to fence, fire, cudgel, box, 

But at the ſame time bears about, 

Within himſelf, ſome touch of doubt, 

Of prudent doubt, which hints - that fame 

Is nothing but an empty name; 

That life is rightly underſtood 

By all to be a real good ; 

That, even in a Hero's heart, 

Diſcretion is the better part ; 

That this ſame Honour may be won, 

And yet no kind of danger run) 

Like Drugger comes, that magie pow'rs 

May aſcertain his /ucky hours. 

For at ſome hours the fickle dame 

Whom Fortune properly we name, 

Who ne'er confiders wrong or right, 

When wanted moſt plays leaſt in fight, 

And, like a modern Court-bred jilt, 

Leaves her chief fav'rites in a tilt. 

Some hours there are, when from the heart 

Courage into ſome other part, 

No matter wherefore, makes retreat, 

And fear uſurps the vacant ſeat ; 

Whence planet-ſirack we often find ' 

Stuarts and Sackvilles of mankind. 
Father he'd know (and by his art 

A conjurer can that impart) 

Whether politer it is reckon'd 

To have or not to have a ſecond, 

To drag the friends in, or alone 

To make the danger all their own ; 

Whether repletion is not bad, 

And fighters with full ſtomachs mad; 

Whether before he ſeeks the plain, 

It were not well to breathe a vein ; 

Whether a gentle ſalivation, 

Conſiſtently with reputation, 

Might not of precious uſe he found, 

Not to prevent indeed a wound, 

But to prevent the conſequence 

Which oftentimes ariſes thence, 

"Thoſe fevers, which the patient urge on 

To gates of death, by help of ſurgeon ; 

Whether a wind at eaſt or weſt 

Is for green wounds accounted beſt; 

Whether (was he to chuſe) his mouth 

Should point towards the north or ſouth j 

Whether more ſafely he might uſe, 

On theſe occaſions, pumps or ſhoes ; 


And leſt the Sun ſhould partial riſe 

To dazzle one or t' other's eyes. 

Or one or t' other's brains to ſcorch) 

Might not Dame Luna hold a torch ? 
Theſe points with dignity diſcuſs'd, 

And gravely fix'd, a taik which muſt 

Require no little time and pains, 

To make our hearts friends with our brains, 

The Man of War would next engage 

The kind aſſiſtance of the Sage, 

Some previous method to direct, 

Which thould make theſe of none effect. 
Could he not, from the myſtic ſchool 

Of Art, produce ſome ſacred rule, 

By which a knowledge could be got, 

Whether men valiant, were, or not, 

So he that challenges might write 


_ Only to thoſe who would not fight? 


Or could he not ſome way diſpenſe, 
By help of which (without offence 
To Honowr, whoſe nice nature's ſuch, 
She ſcarce endures the ſlighteſt touch) 
When he for want of t' other rule 
Miſtakes his man, and, like a fool, 
With ſome vain fighting blade gets in, 
He fairly may get out again ? 

Or, ſhould ſome Dæmon lay a ſcheme 
To drive him to the laſt extreme, 

So that he muſt confeſs his fears. 

In mercy to his noſe and ears, 

And like a prudent recreant knight, 
Rather do any thing than fight, 
Could he not ſome expedient buy 
To keep his ſhame from public eye? 
For well he held, and men review, 
Nine in ten hold the maxim too, 
That Honour's like a maiden-head, 
Which if in private brought to bed, 
Is none the worſe, but walks the towng 
Ne'er loſt, until the loſs be Mn. 

The Parſon too (for now and then 
Parſons are juſt like other men 
And here and there a grave Divine 
Has paſſionꝰ's ſuch as your'sor mine) 
Burning with #oly luſt to know 
When Fate preferment will beſtow, 
Fraid of detection, not of fin, 

With circumſpection ſneaking in 

To Conj'ror, as he does to Whore, 
Thro' ſome bye-alley, or back-door, 
With the ſame caution orthodox 
Conſults the fars, and gets a pox." 

The Citizen, in fraud grown old, 
Who knows no Deity but Gold, 

Worn out, and gaſping now for breath, 
A med'cine wants to keep off death; 
Would know, if That he cannot have, 
What coins are current in the grave; 

If, when the ſtocks (which by is pow'r, 
Would riſe or fall in half an hour, 


For, though unthought of and unſeen, 


He work'd the ſprings behind the ſcreen) 
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By his directions eame about, 

And roſe to far, he ſhould fell out; 
Whether he ſafely might, or no, 
Replace it in the funds bel, 

By all addreſs'd, believ'd, and paid, 
Many purſu'd the thriving trade, 
And, great in reputation grown, 
Succeſhve held the Magic throne. 
Favour'd by ev'ry darling paſſion, 

'The love of novelty and faſhion, 
Ambition, Av'rice, Luft, and Pride, 
Riches pour'd in on ev'ry fide, | 
Put whea the prudent laws thought fit 
To curb this inſolence of Wit; 

When Senates wiſely had provided, 
Decreed, enacted, and decided, 

That no ſuch vile and upſtart elves 
Should have more knowledge than themſelves 3 
When fines and penalties were laid 

To ftop the progreſs of the trade, 

And ſtars no longer could diſpenſe, 
With Joncur, farcher influence, 

And Wizards (which muſt be confeſt 
Was of more force than all the reſt) 
No certain way to tell had got, 

Which were informers, and which not; 
Aftrighted Sages were, perforce, 

Oblig ꝗ to ſteer ſome other courſe. 

By various ways, theſe Szs of Charce 

Their fortunes labour'd to advance, 
Well knowing, by unerring rules, 
Knaves ſtarve not in the Land of Foals, 

Some, with high titles and degrees, 
Which wiſe men barrow when they pleaſe, 
Without or trouble or expence, 

Phyſicians inſtantly commence, 
A. d proucly boaſt an equal ſkill 
With thoſe who claim the right to kill. 

Others about the countries roam, 

(F or not one thought of going eme) 
Wich piſtol and adopted leg 
Prepar d at once to rob or beg. 

. Some, the more ſubtle of their race, 
(Who felt ſome touch of coavard graces 
Who 'Tyburn to avoid had wit, 

But never fear'd deſerving it) 
Came to their brother Smollet's aid, 
And carried on the Critic trade. 

Attach'd to Letters and the Muſe, 
Sæme verſes wrote, and Jome wrote news 
Thoje each revolving month are ſeen, 

The heroes of a Magazine ; 
Theſe, ev'ry morning, great appear 

Ledger, or in Gazetteer ; 

preading the falſchoods of the day 
By turns for Faden and for Say; 

Like Swiſs, their force is always laid 

On that ſide where they beſt are paid. 

Hence mighty prodigies ariſe, 

And daily Monſters ſtrike our eyes; 4 
Wonders, to propagate the trade, 

More ftrange than eyer Baker made, 

Are hawk'd about from ſtreet to ſtreet, 

And Fools believe, whilſt Liars eat. 

Now armies in the, air engages 
To fright a ſuperſtitious age; 

Now comets through the æther range, 
In governments portending change; 


Now rivers to the ocean fly 
So quick they leave their channels dry ; 
Now monſtrous whales on Lambeth ſhore 
Drink the Thames dry, and thirſt for more: 
And ev'ry now and then appears 
An Iriſh ſavage numb'ring years, 
More than thoſe happy ſages couꝭi, 
Who drewtheir breath before the Flood. 
Now, to the wonder of all people, . 
A church is left without a 1 3 
A fleeple now is left in lurch, 
And mourns departure of the church, 
Which borne on wings of mighty wind, 
Remov'd a furlong off we find. 
Now, wrath on cattle to diſcharge, 
Hail-ſtones as deadly fall, and large 
As thoſe which were on Egypt ſent, 
At once their crime and puniſhment 3 
Or thoſe which, as the Prophet writes, 
Fell on the necks of Amorites, 
When, ſtruck with wonder and amaze, 
The Sun ſuſpended, ftay'd to gaze, 
And, from her duty longer kept, 
In Ajalon his ter ſlept. 
But if ſuch things no more engage. 
The taſte of a politer age, 
To help them out in time of need 
Anogfer Tofts muſt rabbits breed. 
Each pregnant female trembling hears, 
And, overcome with ſpleen and fears, 
Conſults her faithful glaſs no' more, 
But madly bounding o'er the floor, 
Feels hairs all o'er her body grow, 
By Fancy turn'd into a dee. 
Neo to promote their private ends, 
Nature her uſual courſe ſuſpends, 
And varies from the ſtated plan, 
Obſerv'd e' er ſince the world began. 
Bodies (which fooliihly we thought, 
By cuſtom's ſervile maxims taught, 
Needed a regular ſupply, 
And without nouriſhment muſt die) - 
With craving appetites and ſenſe 
Of hunger eaſily diſpenſe, 
And, pliant to fer wond rous kill, 
Are taught, like <vatches, to ſtand ſtill 
Uninjur'd, for a month or more 
Then go on as they did before. 
The novel takes, the tale ſucceeds, 
Amply ſupplies its author's needs, 
And Betty Canning is at leaſt, 
With Gaſcoyne's help, a fix month's feaſt. 
WhilR in contempt of all our pains, 
The tyrant Superſtition reigns 
Imperious in the heart of man, 
And warps his thoughts from Nature's plan; 
Whilſt fond Credulity, who ne'er 
The Weight of wholeſome doubts could bear, 
To Reaſon and herſelf unjuſt, 
Takes all things blindly up on truſt ; 
Whilſt Curioſity, whole rage 
No mercy ſhews to ſex. or age, 
Muſt be indulg'd at the expance 
Of Fudgment, Truth, and Common Senſe ; 
Impoſtures cannot but prevail, 
And when o/d miracles grow ſtale, 
| Jugglers will ſtill the art purſue, 
And entertain the world with new. 
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For Them, obedient to their will, 
And trembling at their mighty ſkill, 
Sad Spirits, ſummon'd from the tomb, 
Glide glaring ghaſtly thro* the gloom, 
In all the uſual pomp of ſtorms, 
In horrid cuſtomary forms, 
A Wolf, a Bear, a Horſe, an Ape, 
As Fear and Fancy give them ſhape 
Tormented with deſpair and pain, 
They roar, they yell, and clank the chain. 
Folly and Guilt (fo: Guilt, hous er 
The face of courage it may wear, 
Is ſtill a coward at the heart) 
At fear-created phantoms ſtart. 
The Prieſt, that. very word implies 
That he's both innocent and wile, . 
Yet fears to travel in the dark, 
Unleſs eſcorted by his Clerk. 

But let not ev ry bungler deem 
Too lightly of fo deep a ſcheme: 
For reputation of the Art, 
Each Ghoſt muſt act a proper part, 
Obſerve Decorum's needful grace, 
And keep the laws of Time and Place, 
Mutt change, with happy variation, 
His manners with his ſituation; 
What in the country might paſs down, 
Would be impertinent in town, 
No ſpirit of diſcretion here 
Can think of breeding awe and fear, 
"Twill ſerve the purpoſe more by half 
To make the congregation laugh. 
We want no enſigns of ſurprize, 5 
Locks ſtiff with gore, and ſawcer eyes; 
Give us an entertaining Sprite, 
Gentle, familiar, and polite, 
One who appears in ſuch a form 
As might an holy hermit warm, 
Or who on former ſchemes refines, 
And only talks by ſounds and ſigns, 
Who will not to the eye appear, 
But pays her viſits to the ear, 
And knocks fo gently, twould not fright 
A lady in thedarkeſt night. 
Suck is our FANNY, whoſe good-will, 
Which cannot in the grave lie ſtill, 
Brings her on earth to entertain 
Her friends and lovers in Cock-Lane. 


END OF THE FIRST BOOK, 


„ 


SACRED ſtandard rule we find, 
By poets held time out of mind, 
0 offer at Apollo's ſhrine, 
And call on One, or All the Nine. 
" This cuſtom thro? a biget zeal, 
Which Moderns of fine taſte muſt feel 
For thoſe who wrote in.days of yore, 
Adopted ſtands like many more, 


Tho? ew ry cauſe which then confpir'd 
To make it practis'd and admir'd, 
Yielding to time's deſtructive courſe, 
For ages paſt hath loſt its force. 
With anciert bards, an invocation 
Was a true a& of adoration, 
Of worſhip an eſſential part, 
And not a formal piece of art, 
Of paltry reading a parade, 
A dull folemnity in trade, 
A pious fever, taught to burn 
An hour or two to ſerve a turn. : 
They talk'd not of Caftalian Springs, 
By way of ſaying pretty things, 
As wwe dreſs out our flimſey rimes; 
*T was the Religion of the times, 
And they believ'd that holy ftrezm 
With greater force made Fancy teem, 
Reckon'd by all a true ſpecific 


{To make the barren brain prolific : 


Thus Romiſh Church (aſcheme which bears 
Not half ſo much excuſe as theirs) 
Since Faith implicitly hath taught her, 
Reveres the force of Holy Mator. 

The Pazan Syſtem, whether true 


From many parts diſpos'd to bear, 
In one great Whole, their proper ſhare. 
Each God of eminent degree 
To ſome vaſt beam compar d might be; 
Each Godling was a peg, or rather 
A cramp, to keep the beams together: 
And man as ſafely might pretend, 
From {ove the {hunder-bolt to rend, 
As with an impious pride aſpire 
Torob Anollo of his /yre. 

But why ſhould We, who cannot feat 
Theſc glowings of a Pagan zeal, 
That wild enthufiaftic force, 
By which, above her common courſe, 
Nature in extacy up-borne, 
| Look*d down on earthly things with ſcorn 3 
o have no more regard, tis known, 
For their religion than our own, 
And feel not half fo fierce a flame 
At Clio's as at Fiſher's name; 
Wis know theſe boaſted ſacred ſtreami 
Were mere romantic idle dreams, 
That Thames has water clear as thoſe 
Which on the top of Pindus roſe, 
And that the Fancy to refine, 
Water's not half ſo good as wine; 
Who knxv, if profit ſtrikes our eye, 
Should we drink Helicon quite dry, 
Th' whole fountain would not thither lead 
So ſoon as one poor jug from Tweed; 
Who, if to raiſe poetic fire, 
The pow'r of beauty we require, 
In any public place can view 
More than the Grecians ever knew 
If Vt into the ſcale is thrown, 
Can boaſt a Lennox of our own ; 
Why ſhould ⁊ve ſervile cuſtoms chu, 
And court an antiquated Muſe ? 
No matter why—to aſk a reaſon, 
In Pedant Bigotry is treaſon. 
| In the broad, beaten, turnpike-road. 
Of tackney'd Panegyric Ode, 


Or falſe, its ſtrength, like buildings, drew 
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No Madern Poet dares to ride 
Without Apollo by his fide, 
Nor in a Sonnet take the air, 
Unleſs his Lady Muſe be there. 
he, from ſame Amaranthine grove, 
Where little Loves and Graces rove, - 
The laurel to my Lord muſt bear, 
Or garlands make for whores to wear 
She, with ſoft elegiac verſe, 
Muſt grace ſome mighty willain's hearſe; 
Or for ſome infant, doom'd by Fate, 
To wallowin a large eſtate, 
With rimes the cradle muſt adorn, 
To tell the world a foo/ is born. 
Since then our Critic Lords expect 
No hardy Poet ſhould reject 
Eſtabliſh d maxims, or preſume 
To place much better in their room, 
By nature fearful, 1 ſubmit, 
And in the dearth of Senſe and Wit, 
With nothing done, and little ſaid, 
{By wild excurſive Fancy led, 
Into a Second Book thus far, 
Like ſome unwary traveller, 
Whom varied ſcenes of wood and lawn, 
With treacherous delight, havedrawn ; 
Deluded from his purpos'd way, 
Whom ev'ry ſtep leads more aftray ; 
Who gazing round can no where ſpy, © 
Or houſe, or friendly cottage nigh, 
And reſolution ſeems to lack 
To venture forward or go back) 
Invoke ſome Goddeſs to deſcend, 
And help me to my journey's end. 
'Tho' conſcious Arrow all the while 
Hears the petition with a ſmile, 
Before the glaſs her charms unfolds, 
And in herſelf My Mule beholds. 
Truth, Goddeſs of celeſtial birth, 
But little lov'd, or known on earth, 
Whoſe pow'r but ſeldom rules the heart, 
Whoſe name, with hypocritic art, 
An errant ſtalking-horſe is made, 
A ſnug pretence to drive a trade, 
An inſtrument convenient grown 
To plant, more firmly, Falſhood's throne, 
As rebels varniſh o'er their cauſe 
With ſpecious colouring of laws, 
And pious traitors draw the knife 
In the King's name againſt his /ife ; 
Whether (from cities far away, 
Where fraud and falſehood ſcorn thy ſway) 
The faithful nymph's and ſhepherd's pride, 
With Love and Virtue by thy fide, 
Your hours in harmleſs joys are ſpent 
Amongf the children of Content ; 
Or, fond of gaiety and ſport, 
You tread the round of England's Court; 
Howe'er my Lord may frowning go, 
And treat the firanger as a foe, 
Sure to be found a welcome gueſt 
In George's and in Charlotte's breaſt ; 
My conſtant ſoul adher'd to Truth; 
If, from the time 1 firſt wrote Man, 
I ſtill purſu'd thy ſacred plan, 
Tempted by intereſt in vain 
To wear mean Falſhood's golden chain; 
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If, for a ſeaſon drawn away, 
Starting from Virtue's path aſtray, 
All low diſguiſe I ſcorn'd to try, 
And dar'd to fin, but not to lye ; 
Hither, O hither, condeſcend, 
Eternal Truth, thy ſteps to bend, 
And favour im, who ev'ry hour, 
Confeſſes and obeys thy pow'r ! 

But come not with that eaſy mien, 
By which you won the lively Dean, 
Nor yet aſſume the ſtrumpet air, 
Which Rabelais taught thee firſt to wear, 
Nor yet that arch ambiguous face, 
Which with Cervantes gave thee grace, 
But come in ſacred veſture clad, 
Solemnly dull, and truly ſad 

Far from thy ſeemly matron train 
Be ideot Mirth, and Laughter vain 
For Wit and Humqur which pretend 
At once to pleaſe us and amend, 

They are not for my preſent turn, 
Let them remain in France with Sterne. 

Of nobleſt City parents born, 
Whom wealth and dignities adorn. 
Who ſtill one conſtant tenor keep, 
Not quite awake, nor quite aſleep, 
With Thee, let formal Dullneſs come, 
And deep Attention, ever dumb, 
Who on her lips her fingers lays, 
Whilſt every circumſtance ſhe weighs, 
Whoſe down-caſt eye is often found 
Bent without motion to the ground, 
Or, to ſome outward thing confin'd, 
Remits no image to the mind, | 
No pregnant mark of meaning bears, 
But ſtupid without viſion ſtares; 

Thy ſteps let Gravity attend, 
Wiſdom's and Truth's unerring friend. 


| For one may ſee with half an eye, 


That Gravity can never lye 

And his arch'd brow, pull'd o'er his eyes, 

With ſolemn proof proclaims him wiſe. 
Free from all waggeries and ſports, 

The produce of luxurious Courts, 

Where ſloth and luſt enervate youth, 

Come thou, a down-right City Truth 

The City, which we ever find, 

A ſober pattern for mankind ; 

Where man, in cquilibrio hung, 

Is ſeldom old, and never young, 

And from the cradle to the grave, 

Not Virtue's friend, nor Vice's ſlave ; 

As dancers on the wire we ſpy, 

Hanging between the earth and ſky. 
She comes—1 ſee her from afar 


All ſage and filent is her train, 

t grave, and garments plain, 
Such as may ſuit a Parſon's wear, 
And fit the head-piece of a Mayor. 

By Truth inſpir'd, our Bacon's force 
Open'd the way to Learning*s ſource ; 
Boyle thro* the works of Nature ran; 
And Newton, ſomething more than man, 
Div'd into Nature's hidden ſprings, 
Laid bare the principles of things, 
Above the earth our ſpirits bore, 

And gaye us worlds unknown before. 


Bending her courſe to Temple-Bar : IJ 
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By Truth inſpir'd when Lauder's ſpight 
O'er Milton caſt the veil of night, 
Douglas aroſe, and thro* the maze 
Of intricate and winding ways, 
Came where the ſubtle traitor lay, 
And dragged him trembling to the day; 
Whilſt He (O ſhame to nobler parts, 
Diſhonour to the lib'ral arts, 
To traffic in ſo vile a ſcheme !) 
WH He, our letter d Polypheme, 
Who had Confed'rate forces join'd, 
Like a baſe coward, ſkulk'd behind. 
By Truth inſpir'd, our Critics go 
To track Fingal in Highland ſnow, 
To form their own and others creed 
From Manuſcripts they cannot read. 
By Truth inſpir'd, we numbers ſee 
Of each profeſſion and degree, 
Gentle and Simple, Lord and Cit, 
Wit without wealth, wealth without wit, 
When Punch and Sheridan have done, 
To Fanny's Ghoſtly Lectures run. 
By Truth and FAN N now inſpir'd, 
I feel my glowing boſom fir'd ; 
Deſire beats high in ev'ry vein 
To ſing the Spirit of Cock-Lane 
To tell (juſt as the meaſure flows 
In halting rime, half verſe, half proſe) 
With more than mortal arts endu'd, 
How. ie united force withſtood, 
And proudly gave a brave defiance 
To Wit and Dulneſs in alliance. 
This APPARIT1ON (with relation 
To ancient modes of derivation, 
This we may properly ſo call, 
Although it ne'er appears at all, 
As by the way of Inuendeo, 
Lucus is made d non lucendo) 
Superior to the vulgar mode, 
Nobly diſdains that ſervile road, 
Which coward ghoſts, as it appears, 
Have walk'd in full five thouſand years, 
And for reſtraint too mighty grown, 
Strikes out a method of ker own, 
Others may meanly ſtart away, 
Aw'd by the herald of the day, 
With faculties too weak to bear 
The freſhneſs of the morning air, 
May vaniſh with the melting gloom, 
And glide in filence to the tomb 
Sie dares the ſun's moſt piercing light, 
And knocks by day as well as night. 
Others, with mean and partial view, 
Their viſits pay to one or t2vo 3 
Sie great in reputation grown, 
Keeps the beſt company in town. 
Our active enterpriſing Ghoſt 
As large and ſplendid routs can boaſt 
As thoſe which, rais'd by Pride's commandg 
Block up the paſſage thro the Strand. 
Great adepts in the fighting trade, 
Who ſerve their time on the parade; 
$he-Saints who, true to pleaſure's plan, 
Talk about God, and luſt for man; 
Wits, who believe nor God, nor Ghoſt, 
And fools, who worſhip ev'ry poſt ; - 
Cowards whoſe lips with war are hung; 
Men wuly brave, who hold their tongue ; 
I 
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Courtiers, who laugh they know not why, 
And Cits, who for the ſame cauſecry ; 
The canting Tabernacle-Brother, 

(For one rogue ſtill ſuſpects another) 
Ladies, who to a Spirit fly, 

Rather than with their huſbands lie; 
Lords, who as chaſtely paſs their lives 
Wich other women as their zvives ; 

Proud of their intellects and cloaths, 
Phyſicians, Lawyers, Parſons, Beaux. 
And, truant from their deſks and ſhops, 
Spruce Temple clerks, and *prentice fops, 
To FANNY come, with the ſame view, 
Ts find her falſe, or find her true. 

Hark ! ſomething creeps about the houſe ! 
Is it a Spirit, or a Mouſe ? 

Hark ! ſomething ſcratches round the room | 
Acat, a rat, a ftubb'd birch-broom. 

Hark ! on the wainſcot now it &nocks [ 

If thour't a Ghoſt, cried Orthodox, 

With that affected ſolemn air 

Which Hypocrites delight to wear, 

And all thoſe forms of conſequence 

Which fools adopt inſtead of ſenſe; 
If thou'rt a Ghoſt, who from the tomb 


- } Stalk ſadly fi/ent thro* this gloom, 


In breach of Nature's ſtated laws, 
For good, or bad, or for no cauſe, 
Give now nine knocks : like Prieſts of old, 
Nine eve a ſacred number hold. 

Pſha, cries Profound, (a man of parts, 
Deep read in all the curious arts, 
Who to their hidden ſprings had trac'd 


force of numbers, rigitly plac d) 
Ide Number, you are right, 
As to the form, miſtaken quite. 
What's Nine ? Your Adepts all agree, 
The virtue lies in three times three, 
He ſaid, no need to ſay it twice, 
For Thrice ſhe hnec#*d, and Thrice, and Thrige, 
The crowd, confounded and amaz'd, 
In filence at each other gaz'd, 
From Celia's hand the ſnuff box fell, 
Tinſe), who ogled with the Belle, 
To pick it up attempts in vain, 
He ſtoops, but cannot riſe again. 
Immane Pompoſo was not heard 
T' import one crabbed foreign word. 
Fear ſeizes Heroes, Fools, and Wits, 
And Plauſible his pray'rs forgets. 
Atlength, as people juſt awake, 
Into wild diffonance they break; 
All talk'd at once, but not a word \ 
Was underſtood, or plainly heard. 
Such is thenoiſe of chatt'ring geeſe, 
Slow ſailing on the Summer breeze; 
Such is the language Diſcord ſpeaks 
In Welck-women o'er beds of leets; 
Such the confus'd and horrid ſounds 
Of Irj/k in potatoe-grounds. 
But tir'd, for even C 's tongue 


Is not on iron hinges hung, 

Fear and Confuſion ſound retreat, 
Reaſon and Order take their feat. 
The fact confirm'd beyond all doubt, 
They now would find the cauſes out. 
For this a ſacred rule we find 


Among the niceſt of mankind, 
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Which never might exception brook, Steel'd ' gainſt the ſtarving orphan's tears, = 
From Hobbes een down to Bolingbroke, On pawns her baſe tribunal rears ; | | 
To doubt of facts, however true, But Her who after death preſides, 0 
Unleſs they know the cauſes too. Who ſacred Truth unerring guides; of 
Trifle, of whom *twas hard to tel] Who, free from partial influence, pe 
When he intended ill or well, . Nor finks nor raiſes evidence, Or 
Who, to prevent all farther pother, Before whom nothing's in the dark, N. 
Probably meant not one nor t' other, Who takes no bribe, and Keeps no clerk) Er 
Who to be filent, always loth, E with equal ſcale below Li 
Would ſpeak on either fide, or both, n due proportion weighs out woe, 80 
Who, led away by love of fame, And always with ſuch lucky aim In 
If any new idea came, Knows puniſhments ſo fit to frame, 
Whate'er it made for, always faid it, That ſhe augments their grief and pain, BY 


Not with an eye to Truth, but Credit; 
For Orators profeſt, tis known, 

Talk not for our ſake, but their own ; 
Who always ſkew'd his talents beſt 
When ſerious things were turn'd to jeſt, 
And, under much impertinence, 
Poſſeſs'd no common ſhare of ſenſe ; 
Who could deceive the flying hours 
With chat on butterflies and flow'rs ; 
Could talk of powder, patches, paint, 
With the ſame zeal as of a faint ; 
Could prove a Shi brighter far 

Than Venus or the Morning Star; 
Whilſt ſomething Mill ſo gay, ſo new, 
The ſmile of approbation drew, 

And females ey'd the charming man, 
Whilſ their hearts flutter*d with their fan 3 
Trifle, who would by no means miſs 
An opportunity like this, 

Proceeding on his uſual plan, 

Snil' d, ftrok'd his cn, and thus began. 

With /eers, or ſciſſors, d or knife, 
When the Fates ej — of in 
(For if we to the grave are ſent, 

No matter with what inſtrument) 

The bedy in ſome lonely ſpot, 

On dunghill vile, is laid to rot, 

Or ſleeps among more holy dead, 
With pray'rs irrevcrently read 5 

The ſoul is ſent, where Fate ordains, 
To reap rewards, or ſuffer pains. 

The virtuous to thoſe manſions go, 
Where pleaſures unembitter'd flow; 
Where, /cading up a jocund band, 
Vigour and Youth dance hand in hand, 
Whilſt Zephyr, with 4armonious gales, 
Pipes ſofteſt muſic thro* the vales, 

And Spring and Flora, gaily crown'd, 
With velvet carpets ſpread the ground; 
With /welier bluſh where roſes bloom, 
And ev*ry ſhrub expires perfume ; | 
Where cryſtal ſtreams meand* ring glide, 
Where warbling flows the amber tide ; 
Where other Cons dart brighter beams, 
And Light thro' purer ether ſtreams. 

Far other ſeats, far diff rent ſtate 

The ſons of Wickedneſs await. 
8 (not that od hag I mean, 

's nightly in the Garden ſeen, 
Who lets no ſpark of w-y riſe 
For crimes, by wohich men loſe their eyes ; 
Nor Her who, with an equal hand, 
Weighs tea and ſugar in the Strand; 
Nor Her who, by the world deem'd woiſe, 
Deaf to the widgw's piercing criesy 7 


And, howling, fink to hell for eaſe. 


Leaving no reaſon to complain. 

Old Maids and Rakes are join'd together, 
Coquettes and prudes, like April weather. 
W:t's forc'd to chum with Common-Senſeg 
And Luft is yok'd to Impotence. 
Profeſſors ( Juſtice fo decreed) 

Unpaid muſt conſtant Lectures read; 
On earth it often doth befal, 

They're paid, and never read at all. 
Fas i muſt practiſe what they teach, 
And Bifhops are compell'd to preach. 

She who on earth was nice and prim, 
Of delicacy full, and whim, 

Whoſe tender nature could not bear 
The rudeneſs of the churliſh air, 

Is doom'd, to mortify her pride, 

The change of weather to abide, 

And ſells, whilſt tears with liquor mix, 
Burnt brandy on the ſhore of Styx. 

Avaro, by long uſe grown bold 
In ev'ry ill which brings him gold, 
Who his Redeemer would pull down, 
And ſell his God for half-a- crown; 
Who, if ſome blockhead ſhould be willing 
To lend him on his ſoul a ſhilling, 

A well-made bargain would efteem it, 
And have more ſenſe than to redeem it; 
een ſhall in thoſe ſhades confine, 

a drudge for Plutus in the mine, 
All the day long to toil and roar, 
And curſing work the ſtubborn ore, 
For coxcombs here, who have no brains, 
Without a ſixpence for his pains. 
Thence, with each due return of night, 
Compell'd, the tall, thin, half-ftary'd ſprite 
Shall earth re-viſit, and ſurvey 
The place where once his treaſure lay 
Shall view the fall, where holy Pride 
With letter d Ignorance allied, 5 
Once hail'd him mighty and ador'd, 
Deſcended to another Lord. 
Then ſhall ke ſcreaming pierce the air, 
Hang his lank jaws, and ſcow! deſpair ; 
Then ſhall he ban at Heaven's decrees, 
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Thoſe who on earth thro' life have paſt 
With equal pace, from firſt to laſt, 
Nor vex'd with paſſions nor with ſpleen, 
Infipid, eaſy, and ſerene 
Whoſe heads were made too weak to bear 
The weight of buſineſs, or of care ; 
Who without merit, without crime, 
Contrive to while away their time, 
Nor Good, nor Bad, nor Fools, nor Wins / 


Mild Juſtice with a ſmile permits 
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Still to purſue their darling plan, 
And find amuſement how they can. 

The Beau, in gaudieſt plumage dreſt 
With lucky fancy, o'er the reſt 
Of Air a curious mantle throws, 

And chats among his brother Beaux; 
Or, if the weather's fine and clear, 
No fign of rain or tempeſt near, 
Encourag'd by the cloudleſs day, 
Like gilded butterflies at play, 

So lively all, ſo gay, ſo briſk, 

In air they flutter, float, and friſt. 

The Belle (what mortal doth not know, 
Belles after death admire a Beau ?) 
With happy grace renews her art, 

To trap the Coxcomb's wand” ring heart. 
And after death, as whilR they live, 
A heart is al which Beaux can give. 

In ſome till, ſolemn, ſacred ſhade, 
Behold a group of Authors laid, 
News-paper Wits, and Sonneteers, 
Gentlemen Bards, and riming Peers, 
Biographers, whoſe wond'rous worth 
Is ſcarce remember'd now on earth, 
Whom Fielding's humour led aſtray, 
And p/aintive Fops, debauch'd by Gray, 
All fit together in a ring, 

And laugh and prattle, write and ſing. 

On his own works, with laure! crown'd, 
Neatly and elegantly bound, 

(For this is one of many rules 

With writing Lords and [aureat Fools, 
And which for ever muſt ſucceed 
With other Lords who cannot read, 
However deftitute of wit, 

To make their works for Boolæ · caſe fit) 
Acknowledg'd maſter of thoſe ſeats, 
Cibber his Birti-day Odes repeats. 

With triumph noty poſſeſs that ſeat, 
With triumph now thy Odes repeat, 
Unrivall'd vigils proudly keep, 

Whilſt ev'ry hearer's lull'd to ſleep ; 
But know, illuſtrious Bard, when Fate, 
Which till purſues thy name with hate, 
The regal laurel blaſts which now 
Blooms on the placid Whitehead's brow, 
Lew muſt deſcend thy pride and fame, 
And Cibber's be the ſecond name. 

Here Trifle cough'd (for coughing ſtill 

Bears witneſs of the ſpeaker's ſkill, 

A neceſſary piece of art, 

Of Riet'ric an eſſential part, 

And adepts in the Speaking trade 

Keep a cough by them ready made, 
Which they ſucceſsfully diſpenſe 

When at a loſs for 2vords or ſenſe) 

Here Trifle cough'd, here paus d—but while 
He ſtrove to recollect his ſmile, 

That happy engine of his art, 

Which triumph'd o'er the female heart, 
Credulity, the child of Folly, 

Begot on cleyſter d Melancholy, 
Who heard, with grief, the florid fool 
Turn ſacred things to ridicule, 

And ſaw him, led by Whim away, 

Still farther from the ſubject ſtray, 

Juſt in the happy nick, aloud, 

In ſhape of M—e, addreſs'd the crowd, 
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Were we with patience here to ſit, 
Dupes toth* impertinence of Wit, 

Till Trifle his harangue ſhould end, 
A Greenland night we might attend, 
Whilſt He, with fluency of ſpeech, 
Would various mighty nothings teach, 
(Here Trifle, ſternly looking down, 
Gravely endeavour'd at a frown, 

But Nature unawares ſtept in, 

And, mocking, turn'd it to a grin) 
And when, in Fancy's chariot hurl'd, 
We had been carried round the world, 
Involv'd in error ſtill and doubt, 

He'd leave us where we firſt ſet out. 
Thus ſoldiers (in whofe exerciſe 
Material uſe with grandeur vies) . 
Lift up their legs with mighty pain, 
Only to ſet them down again. 

Believe ye not (yes, all I ſee 

In ſound belief concur with me) 

That Providence, for worthy ends, 

To us unknown, this Spirit ſends ! 

Tho? ſpeechleſs lay the trembling tongue. 
Your faith was on your features hung, 
Your faith I in your eyes could ſee, 
When all were pale and ftar'd like me, 
But ſcruples to prevent, and root 

Out ev'ry ſhadow of diſpute, 

Pompoſo, Plauſible, and I, 

With Faxxy have agreed to try 

A deep concerted ſcheme—This night 
To fix or to deftroy Her quite. 

IF it be true, before we ve done, 

We'll make it glaring as the ſun ; 

If it be falſe, admit no doubt, 

Ere morning's dawn we'll find it out. 
Into the vaulted womb of death, 

Where Fanny now, depriv'd of breath, 
Lies fefring, whilſt her troubled ſprite 
Adds horror to the gloom of night, 
Will we deſcend, and bring from thence 
Proofs of ſuch force to Common Senſe, 
Vain Triflers ſhall no more deceive, 
And Atheiſts tremble and believe. 

He ſaid, and ceas'd ; the chamber rung 
With due applauſe from every tongue. 
The mingled ſound (now let me ſee, 
Something by way of fimile) 

Was it more like Strymonian cranes, 

Or winds, low murmuring, 2 it rains, 
Or drowſy hum of cluſt' ring bees, 

Or the py 0 — ? 

Or till to heighten and explain, 

For elſe our /imile is vain) 

Shall we declare it like al! four, 

A ſcreani, a murmur, hum and roar ? 

Let Fancy now in awful ſtate 

Preſent this great Triumvirate, 
(A method wich receiv'd we find 
In other caſes by mankind) 
Elected with a joint conſent, 
All fools in town to repreſent. 
he clock ſtrikes twelve Me ſtarts md ſwears, 
In oaths, we know, as well as pray'rs, . 
Religion lies, and a Church brother 
May uſe at will or one or t' other. 
Plauſible from his caffock drew 
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A book it was of private pray'r, 

But not a pin the worſe for wear; 

For, as we by the buy may ſay, 

None but ſmall ſaints in private pray. 

Religion, faireſt maid on earth, 

As meek as good, who drew her birth 

From that bleſt union, when in heaven 

Pleaſure was bride to virtue given 

Religion, ever pleas'd to pray, 

Poſſeſs d the precious gift one day; 

Hypocriſy, of Cunning born, 

Crept in and ſtole it ere the morn, 

Wh—te—9, that greateſt of all ſaints, 

Who always prays and never faints, 

Whom She to her own brothers bore, 

Rapine and Luſt, on Severn's ſhore, 

Receiv'd it from the ſquinting dame; 

From 4im to Plauſible it came, 

Who, with unuſual care oppreſt, 

Now trembling, pulled it from his breaſt. 

Doubts in his boding heart ariſe, 

And fancied eden blaſt his eyes. 

Devotion ſprings from abject fear, 

And ſtamps his pray rs for once ſincere. 
Pompoſo (inſolent and loud, 

Vain idol of 2 feribbling crowd, 

Whoſe very name inſpires an awe, 

Whoſe ev'ry word is ſenſe and law, 

For what his greatneſs hath decreed, 

Like laws of Perfia and of Mede, 

Sacred through all the realm of Mit, 

Muſt never of repeal admit 

Who, curſing flattery, is the tool 

Of ev'ry fawning, flatt'ring fool; 

Who wit with jealous eye ſurveys, 

And fickens at another's praiſe ; 

Who proudly ſeiz d of Learning's throne, 

Now damns all learning but his on; 

bn ſcorns thoſe common — in, 

oning, Convincing and Per, . 

— 1 — each ſentence current — 

With Puppy, Coxcomb, 2 Als ; 

For 'tis with him a certain rule 

The folly's prov'd when he calls fool ; 

Who, to increaſe his native ſtrength, 

Draws words fix ſyllables in length, 

With which, aſſiſted with a frown - 

By way of club, he knocks us down ; 

Who *bove the vulgar dares to riſe, 

And ſenſe of decency defies ; 

For this ſame decency is made 

Only for bunglers in the trade, 

— 12 the cobeveb laws, is ſtill 


when will 
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Supported and confirm” 
His comrades” terrors to Loom 
Grian'd horribly a ghaſtly ſmile : 
Features ſo horrid, were it light, 
Would put the Devil himſelf to flight. 

Such were the three in name and worth, 
Whom Zeal 4 ſingled forth 
To try the ſprite on Reaſon's plan, 

5 2 God or Man 2 

Dark was the night, it was that hour 
When Terror reigns in fulleſt pow'r, 
When, as the Learn'd of old ſaid, 
The yawning grave gives up her dead. 
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When Murder, Rapine by her fide, _ 
Stalks o'er the earth with giant ſtride; 
Our Quixotes (for that knight of old 
Was not in truth by half ſo bold, 

Tho' Reaſon at the ſame time cries, 
Our Quixetes are not half ſo toiſe, 
Since they, with other follies, boaſt 
An expedition gainſt a Ghe?) 

Thro' the dull deep ſurrounding gloom, 
In cloſe array, tow'rds FAN Ns tomb 
Adventur'd forth.-Caution before, 
With heedful ſtep, the /anthorn bore, 
Pointing at graves ; and in the rear, 
Trembling, and talking loud, went Fear. 
The church- yard teem Ach unſettled ground, 
As in an ague, ſhook around 

While in ſome dreary vault 4. OY 
Or riding on the hollow wind, 

Horror, which turns the heart to ſtone, 
In dreadful ſounds was heard to groan. 
All ſtaring, wild, and out of breath, 
At length they reach the place of death. 

A Vault ir was, long time apply d 
To hold the laſt remains of pride : 

No beggar there, of humble race, 

And humble fortunes, finds a place ; 

To reſt in pomp as well as ea eaſe, 

The only way's to pay the fees. 

Fools, Rogues, and Whores, if rick and great, 
Proud eien in death, Here rot in fate. 

No thieves diſrobe the <vel/-dreft dead, 

No plumbers ſteal the ſacred lead; 

Quiet and ſafe the bodies lie, 

No ſextons ſell, no ſurgeons buy 

Thrice each the pond ' rous — apply d, 

And thrice to turn it vainly try'd, 
Till taught by prudence to unite, 
And ftraining with collected might, 
The ſtubborn wards reſiſt no more, 

But open flies the growling door. 

Three paces back they fell amaz'd, 
Like flatues ſtood, like madmen gaz d; 
The frighted blood forſakes the face, 
And ſeeks the heart with quicker pace :. 
The throbbing heart its fears declares, 
And upright ſtand the briftled hairs ; 
The head in wild diſtraction ſwims ; 

Cold ſweats bedew the trembling limbs ; 
Nature, whilſt fears her boſom chill, 
Suſpends her pow'rs, and Life ſtands till. 

Thus had they ſtood till now, but Shame 
(An uſeful, tho negleted dame, 

By Heav'n defign'd the friend of Man, 
Tho' we degrade her all we can, 

And ftrive, as our firſt proof of wit, 

Her name and nature to forget) 

Came to their aid in happy hour, 

And with a wand of mighty pow'r, 
Struck on their hearts; vain fears ſubſide, 
And baffled, leave the field to Pride. 

Shall They, (forbid it Fan) ſhall They 
The dictates of vile fear obey ? 

Shall —_ the idols of the Town, 
To s F. d bow down? 
Stoll Fr, a —— real expreſt, 
And undertook for all the reſt, 

Whoſe matchleſs courage all admire, 


 Inglorious from the taſk retire ? 
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How would the wicked ones rejoice, 

And Infide/s exalt their voice, 

If M—e and Plauſible were found, 

By /hadows aw d to quit their ground? 
How would ft laugh, ſhould it appear 
Pompoſo was the ſlave of fear? 
«© Periſh the thought! Tho? to our eyes 
In all its terrors 4e/{ſhould riſe, 

„% Tho? thouſand Ghoſts, in dread-array, 
« With glaring eye-balls, croſs our way, 
« Tho? Caution, trembling, ſtands aloof, 
« Still we will on, and dare the proof. 
They ſaid, and without farther halt, 
Dauntleſs march'd onward to the vault. 

What mortal men, who e'er drew breath, 
Shall break into the houſe of Death, 
With foot unkhallow'd, and from thence 
The myſt' ries of that tate diſpenſe, 

Unleſs they, with due rites, prepare 
Their weaker ſenſe ſuch fights to bear, 

And gain permiſſion from the Hate, 

On earth their journal to relate ? 

Poets themſelves, without a crime, 
Cannot attempt it e'en in rime, 

But always, on ſuch grand occaſion, 
Prepare a ſo/emn invocation, 

A poſy for grim Pluto weave, 

And in ſmooth numbers aſk his leave. 

But why this caution? Why prepare 
Rites, needleſs now ? for thrice inair 
The ſpirit of the Night hath ſneez'd, 


Deſcend then, Truth, and guard thy fide, 
My Muſe, my Patroneſs, and Guide 
Let others at invention aim, 
And ſeek by falſities for fame; 
Our ſtory wants not at this time, 
Flounces and furbelows in rime : 
Relate plain facts; be brief and bold; 
And let the Poets, fam'd of old, 
Seek, whilſt our artleſs tale we tell, 
In vainto find a Parallel : f 


END OF THE SECOND BOOK. 
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1 was Tux Hou, when kuſwife Morn 
With pear/ and /inen hangs each thorn, 
When happy Bards, wha can regale 
Their Muſe with country air and ale 
Ramble afield, to brooks and bow'rs, 
To pick up ſentiments and flow'rs 3 
When dogs and Squires from kennel fly, 
| And hogs and farmers quit their ty ; 
When my Lord riſes to the chace, 
And brawny Chaplain takes his place. 
Theſe images, or bad or good, 
If they are rightly underſtood, 
acious readers muſt allow, 
Proclaim us in the country now; 


And thrice hath clapp'd his wings well-pleas'd. 


SiIEENT ALL THREE WENT IN, ABOUT + 
ALL Tuzxzx TURN'D SILENT, ANDCaMEg Our. 


| We let the ſubſtance out of view. 


For obſervations moſtly riſe 

From objects juſt before our eyes, 

And ev'ry Lord in Critic Wit 

Can tell you where the piece was writ, 
Can point out, as he goes along, 

(And who ſhall dare to ſay he's wrong ?) 
Whether the warmth (for Bards we know 
At preſent, never more than glow) 

Was in the town or country caught, - 
By the peculiar turn of thought. 

Ir was THE Hour—tho' Critics frown, 
We now declare ourſelves in town, 


Nor will a moment's pauſe allow 


For finding when we came, or how. > 
The man who deals in humble proſe, 
Tied down by rule and method, goes ? 
But they who court the vig'rous Muſe, 
Their carriage have a right to chuſe. 
Free as the air, and unconfin'd, 
Swift as the motions of the mind, 

The Poet darts from place to place, 

And inſtant bounds o'er time and ſpace 
Nature (whilſt blended fire and {kill 
Inflame our paſſions to his will) 

Smiles at her violated laws, 

And crowns his daring with applauſe. 
Should there be ſtill ſome rigid few, 
Who keep propriety in view, 

Whoſe heads turn round, and cannot bear 
This whirling paſſage thro! the air, 

Free leave have ſuch at home to ſit, 
And write a regimen for wit; 

To clip our pinions let them try, 

Not having heart themſelves to fly. 

IT was TAE Hou, when devotees 
Breathe pious curſes on their knees, 
When they with pray*'rs the day begin 
To ſanctify a night of fin ; 

When rogues of modeſty, who roam 
Under the veil of night, ſneak home, 
That free from all reſtraint and awe, 
Juſt to the windward of the law, 

Leſs modeſt rogues their tricks may play, 


And plunderin the face of day. 


But hold—whilſt thus we play the fool, 
In bold centempt of ey'ry rule, X. 
Things of no conſequence exprefling, 


Deſcribing now, and now digreſſing, 


To the diſcredit of our ſkill, 

The main concern is ſtanding ſtill. 
In Plays indeed, when ſtorms of rage 
Tempeſtuous in the ſoul engage, 

Or when the ſpirits, weak and low, 

Are ſunk in deep diftreſs and woe, 

With ſtrict propriety we hear 
Deſcription ſtealing on the ear, 

And put off feeling half an hour, 

To thatch a cot, or paint a flow'r ; 

But in theſe ſerious works, defign'd 

To mend the morals of mankind, 
We muſt for ever be diſgrac'd 
With all the nicer ſons of Taſte, 
If once, the ſhadow to purſue, 


Our means muſt uniformly tend 
In due proportion to their end, 
And ev'ry paſſage aptly join 


To bring about the one — 
2 
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Our friends themſelves cannot admit 
This rambling, wild, digreſſive Wit, 
No. not thoſe very friends, who found 
Their credit on the ſelf-ſame ground. 
Peace, my good grumbling Sir—for once, 
Sunk in the ſolemn, formal dunce, 
This Coxcomb ſhall your fears beguile—— 
We will be dull, that you may ſmile. 
Come Method, come in all thy pride, 
Dullneſs and- Whitehead by thy fide, 
Dullneſs and Method till are one, 
And Whitehead is theirdarling ſon. 
Not He * whoſe pen, above controul, 
Struck terror to.the guilty ſoul, 
Made Folly tremble thro' her ſtate, 
And villains bluſh at being great, 
— Whilſt he himſelf with ſteady face, 
Diſdaining modeſty and grace, 
Could blunder on thro* thick and thin, 
Thro' ev*ry mean and ſervile fin, | 
Yet ſwear by Philip and by Paul, 
He nobly ſcorn'd to bluſh at all ; 
But He, who in the Laureat Chair, 
By Grace not Merit planted there, 
In aukward pomp 1s ſeen to fit, 
And by his patent proves his wit  _ 
For favours of the Great, we know, 
Can wit as well as rank beſtow, : 
And they who without one pretenfion, 
Can get for fools a place or penſion, 
Muſt able be ſuppos'd of courſe ! 
(If reaſon is allow'd due force) 
To give ſuch qualities and grace 
As may equip them for the place. 
But He—who meaſures as he goes, 
A mongrel kind of tinkling proſe, 
And is too frugal to diſpenſe 
At once both Poetry and Senſe ; 
Who, from amidſt his fumb'ring guards, 
Deals out a Charge to ſubje# Bards, 
Where couplets after couplets creep 
Propitious to the reign of ſleep, : 
Yet ev'ry word imprints an awe, 
And all his dictates paſs for law 
With Beaux who ſimper all around, 
And Belles, who die at ev'ry ſound. 
For in all things of this relation, 
Men moſtly judge from fituation, 
Nor in a thouſand find we one | 
Who really weighs what's faid or done. 
They deal out cenſure, or give credit, 
Merely from him who did or ſaid it. 
But He—-who, happily ſerene, 
Means nothing, yet would ſeem to mean; 
Who rules and cautions can diſpenſe 
With all that humble inſolence, 
Which Impudence in vain would teach, 
And none but modeſt mencan teach; 
Who adds to Sentiments the grace 
Of always being out of place, 
And drawls out Morals with an air 
A gentleman would bluſh to wear; 
Who, on the chafeft, fimpief plan, 
As chaſte, as fimple as the man, 
Without or charaFer, or plot, 
Nature unknown, and Art forgot, 


# Paul Whitehead. 


Can, with much racking of the brains, 
And years conſum'd in letter'd pains, 
A heap of words together lay, 
And, ſmirking, call the thing a Play 
Who champion ſworn in Virtue's cauſe, 
Gainſt Vice his tiny bodkin draws, 
But to no part of prudence ſtranger, 
Firſt blunts the point for fear of danger. 
So nurſes ſage, as caution works, 
When children firſt uſe knives and forks, 
For fear of miſchief, it is known, 
To others fingers, or their own, 
To take the edge off wiſely chuſe, 
Tho? the ſame ſtroke takes off the uſe. 
Thee, Whitehead, Thee I now invoke, 
Sworn foe to Satirg's gen'rous ſtroke, 
Which makes unwilling Conſcience feel, 
And wounds, but only wounds to heal. 
Good-natur'd, eaſy creature, mild, 
And gentle as a new-born child, 
Thy heart would never once admit 
E'en wholeſome rigour to thy wit 3 
Thy head, if Conſcience ſhould comply, 
Its kind aſſiſtance would deny, 
And lend thee neither force, nor art, 
To drive it onward to the heart. 
O may thy ſacred pow r controul 
Each fiercer working of my ſoul, 
Damp every ſpark of genuine fire, 
And langours like thine own inſpire ; 
Trite be each thought, and ev'ry line 
As moral, and as dull as Thine. 
Pois'd in mid-air—(it matters not 
To aſcertain the very ſpot, 
Nor yet to give you a relation, 
How it eluded gravitation——) 
Hung a Watch-Tower—by Vulcan plann'd 
With ſuch rare ſkill, by Jove's command, 
Thatev'ry word, which Hiper d here 
Scarce vibrates to the neig ear, 
On the ſtill boſom of the 
Is borne, and heard diftin&ly there, 
The palace of an ancient dame, 
Whom men as well as gods call Fame. 
A prattling goſſip, on whoſe tongue 
of perpetual motion hung; 
Whoſe lungs in ſtrength all lungs ſurpaſs, 
Like her own trumpet made of braſs; 
Who with an hundred pair of eyes 
The vain attack of ſleep defies ; 
Who with an hundred pair of wings 
News from the fartheſt quartors brings; 
Sees, hears, and tells, untold before, 
All that ſhe knows, and ten times more. 
Not all the virtues which we find 
Concenter'd in a Hunter's mind, 
Can make her ſpare the ranc'rous tale, 
If in one point ſhe chance to fail; 
Or if, once in a thouſand years, 


A perfect character appears, 


Such as of late with joy and pride 
My ſoul poſſeſs d, ere Arrow died; 
Or ſuch as, Envy muſt allow, 

The world enjoys in H now z 
This hag, who aims at all alike, 
At virtues e'en like theirs will ſtrike, 
And make faults, in the way of trade, 


| When ſhe can't find them ready made. 
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All things ſhe takes in, ſmall and great, 


Talks of a toy-/hop and a flatez _ 
Of wits and fools, of Ju and kings, 
Of garters, ſtars, an leading rings; 
Of old lords fumbling for a clap, 

And young ones full of pray'r and pap 3 
Of courts, of morals, and tye-Tvigs, 

Of bears and ſerjeants dancing jigs 3 
Of grave pro 72 at the bar 

Learning to {4rum on the guittar, 

Whilſt laws are flubber d v'er in haſte, 
And Judgment lacrific'd to Taſte ; 

Of tvhited ſepulchres, lawn ſleeves, 

And God's houſe made a den of thieves ; 
Of fun'ral pomps, where clamours hung, 
And fix'd diſgrace on ev'ry tongue, 
Whilſt Senſe and Order bluſh'd to ſee 
Nobles without Humanity; 

Of coronations, where each heart, 

With honeſt raptures, bore a part ; 

Of City feaſts, where Elegance 

Was proud her colours to advance, 

And Gluttony, uncommon caſe, 

Cou'd only get the ſecond place; 

Of new-rais'd pillars in the ſtate, 
Who muſt be good as being great; 

Of /loulders, on which Honours fit 
Almoſt as clumfily as Wit; 

Of doughty-hnights, whom titles pleaſe, 
But not the payment of the fees ; 

Of lectures, whither ev'ry fool 

In ſecond childhood goes to ſchool ; 

Of grey-beards deaf to Reaſon's call, 
From Inn of Court, or City Hall, 
Whom youthful appetites enſlave, 
With one foot fairly in the grave, 

By help of crutch a needful brother, 
Learning of Hart to dance with t'other ; 
Of doctors 'regular.y bred 

To fill the manſions of the dead; 

Of quacks (for quacks they muſt be ſtill 
Who ſave when forms require to ill) 
Who life, and health, and vigour give 
To Him, not one would wiſh to live 
Of artiſts who, with nobleſt view 
Diſintereſted plans purſue, 

For trembling worth the ladder raiſe, 
And mark out the aſcent to praiſe ; 

Of Arts and Sciences, where meet 
Sublime, profound, and all compleat, 

A Set (whom at ſome fitter time 

The Muſe ſhall conſecrate in rime) 

Who humble Artifts to out - do 

A far more ſib ral plan purſue, 

And let their vel/-judg*d Premiums fall 
On thoſe who have no worth at all ; 

Of gu- Exhibitions, rais'd 

For laughter more than to be prais'd 
(Tho' by the way we cannot ſee 

Why praiſe and /aughter may*nt agree) 
Where genuine Humours runs to waſte, 
And juſtly chides our want of taſte, 

Cenſur'd, like other things, tho' good, 
Becauſe they are not underſtood. 

To higher ſubjects now She ſoars, 
And talks of politics and whores 
(If to your nice and chaſter ears 
That term indelicate appears, 


- 


Scripture politely ſhall refine, 
And melt it into concubine) ; 
In the ſame breath ſpreads Bourbon's league, 
And publiſhes the grand intrigue ; 
In Bruſſels or our cxon Gazette 
Makes armies fight which never met, 
And circulates the pox or plague 
To London, by the way of Hague ; 
For all the lies which there appear 
Stamp'd with authority come here ; 
Borrows as freely from the gabble 
Of ſome rude leader of a rabble, 
Or from the quaint harangues of thoſe 
Who lead a nation by the noſe, 
As from thoſe forms which, void of art, 
Burſt from our Ane Patriot's heart, 
When Eloquence and Virtue (late 
Remark'd to live in mutual hate) ; 
Fond of each other's friendſhip grown, 
Claim ev'ry ſentence for their own ; 
And with an equal joy recites 
Parade amours, and half-pay fights, 
Perform d by heroes of fair <veather, 
Merely by dint of lace and feather, 
As thoſe rare acts which Honour taught 
Ourdaring ſons where Granby fought, 
Or thoſe which, with ſuperior ſkill, 
Sackville atchiev'd by fanding ſtill. 
This Hag (the curious if they pleaſe 
May ſearch from earlieſt times to theſe. 
And Poets they will always ſee, 
With gods and gaddeſſes make free, 
Treating them all, except the Muſe, 
As ſcarcely fit to wipe their ſhoes) 
Who had beheld, from firſt to laſt, 
How our Triumvirate had paſs'd 
Night's dreadful interval, and heard 
With ſtrict attention every word, 
Soon as ſhe ſaw return of light, 
On ſounding pinions took her flight. 
Swift thro' the regions of the ſky, 
Above the reach of human eye, 
Onward ſhe drove the furious blaſt, 
And rapid as a whirlwind paſt 
O'er countries, once the ſeats of Taſte, 
By Time and Ignorance laid waſte ; 
O'er lands, where former ages ſaw 
Reaſon and Truth the only law; 
Where Arts and Arms, and Public Love 
In gen'rous emulation ſtrove ; 
Where kings were proud of legal (way, 
And ſubjects happy to obey, 
Tho” now in ſlav ry ſunk, and broke 
To fuperſlition's galling yoke ; 
Of Arts, of Arms, no more they tell, 
Or Freedom, which with Science fell. 
By tyrants aw'd, who never find 
The paſſage to their people's mind, 
To whom the joy was never known 
Of planting in their heart the throne, 
Far from all proſpect of relief, 
Their hours in fruitleſs pray'rs and grief, 
For loſs of bleſſings they employ, 
Which We unthankfully enjoy. 
Now is the time (had we the will) 
T' amaze the reader with our ſkill, 
To pour out ſuch a flood of knowledge, 
As might ſuffice for a . ole College, 
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Whilſt with a true poetic force 

We trac'd the Goddeſs in her courſe, 

S$zweetly deſcribing, in our flight, 

Each common and uncommon ſight, 

Making our journal gay and pleaſant, 

With things long paſt, and things now preſent. 


1 Nymphs—(a transformation 
s mighty pretty in relation) 


From great authorities we know, 
Will matter for a tale beſtow. 
To make the obſervation clear, 
We give our friends an inſtance here. 
The Day (that never is forgot) 
Was ne, but hot ; 
The 82 Fr Yang Ar. rule) 
Enflam'd with heat, laid down to cool ; 
Her hair (we no exceptions find | 
Waw'd careleſs floating in the wvind ; 
Her leaving breaſts, like ſummer ſcas, 
Seem'd am'rous of the playful breeze z 
Should fond Deſcription tune our lays 
In choiceft accents to her praiſe, 
Deſcription we at laſt ſhould find, 
Baffled and weak, would halt behind. 
Nature had form'd her to inſpire 
In ev'ry boſom ſoft defire, 
Paſſions to raiſe ie could not feel, 
Would to inflit# e would not heal. 
A God (his name is no great matter, 
Perhaps a Jove, perhaps a Satyr) 
Raging with I, a godlike flame, 
By chance, as uſual, thither came; 
With gloting eyes the fair-one view'd, 
Deſir d her firſt, and then purſu'd. 
- She (for what other can ſhe do?) 
Muft fly—or how can He purſue ? 
The Muſe (fo cuſtom hath decreed) 
Now proves her ſpirit by her ſpeed, 
Nor muſt one limping line diſgrace 
The life and vigour of the race. 


nx uns, AnD HE RUNS, "till at length, 


Quite deſtitute of breath and ſtrength, 
To Hearn (for there we all apply 
For help, when there's no other nigh) 
She offers up her virgin pray'r, 
(Can wirgins pray unpitied there ? | 
And when the God thinks he has caught her, 
Slips thro* his hands, and runs to water, 
Becomes a fiream, in which the Poet, 
If he has any wit, may ſhew it. 

A city once for pow'r renown'd, 
Now levell'd even to the ground, 
Beyond all doubt is a direction 
To introduce ſome fine reflection. 

Ah, woeful me Ah, woeful man 
Ah, woeful all ! ds all we can! 
Who can on earthly things depend 
From one to t'other moment*s end? 
Honour, Wit, Genius, Wealth and Glory, 
Good lack ! lack ! are tranſitory ; 
Nothing is ſure and ſtable found, 
The very earth itſelf turns round. 
Monarchs, nay Miniſters muſt die, 
Muſt rot, muſt fink— Al me ! ah why ! 
Cities themſelves in time decay, bf 
If cities thus—= £4, well-a-day ! 
If brick and mortar have an end, 
On what can fe} and blood depend 


Ah, woeful me ! Ah, woeful man ! 

| Ah, woeful all ! db all we can ! 
England (for that's at laſt the ſcene, 

Tho? worlds on worlds ſhould riſe between, 

Whither we muſt our courſe purſue) 

England ſhould call into review 

Times long ſince paſt indeed, but not 

By Engliſhmen to be forgot, 

Tho” England, once fo dear to Fame, 

Sinks in Great Britain's dearer name. 
Here could we mention chiefs of old, 

In plain and rugged honour bold, h 

To Virtue kind, to Vice ſevere, 

Strangers to bribery and fear, 

Who kept no wretched c/ans in awe, 

Who never broke or warp'd the law; 

Patriots, whom, in her better days, 

Old Rom might have been proud to raiſe ; 

Who, fteady to their Country's claim, 

Boldly ſtood up in Freedom's name, 

E'en to the teeth of Tyrant Pride, 


There ( ftriking contraſt !) might we place 
A ſervile, mezn, degen'rate race, 
Hirelings, who valued nought but gold, 
By the beſt bidder bought and fold z3 
Truants from Honour's ſacred laws, 
Betrayers of their Country's cauſe ; 
The dupes of party, tools of pow'r, 
Slaves to the minion of an hour 3 
Lacquies, . who watch'd a faweurite's nod, 
And took a puppet for their Ged. 

Sincere and honeſt in our rimes, 
How might we praiſe theſe happier times ! 
How might the Muſe exalt her lays, 
And wanton in a Monarch's praiſe ! 
Tell of a Prince in England born, 
Whoſe virtue's England's crown adorn 
In youth a pattern unto age, 
So chaſte, ſo pious, and ſo ſage ; 
Who true to all thoſe ſacred bands 
Which private happineſs demands, 
Yet never lets them riſe above 
The ſtronger ties of public love. 

With conſcious pride ſee England ſtand, 
Our holy Charter in her hand, 
She waves it round, and o'er the iſle 
See Liberty and Courage ſmile. 
No more ſhe mourns her treaſures hurl'd 
In ſubfidies to all the world; 
No more by foreign threats diſmay'd, 
No more deceiv'd with foreign aid, 
She deals out ſums to petty States, 
Whom Honour ſcorns, and Reaſon hates ; 
But, wiſer by experience grown, 
Finds ſafety in herſelf alone. 


An honeſt, valiant, native band, 

A train'd Militia, brave and free, 
True to their King, and true to Me, 
No foreign hirelings ſhall be known, 
Nor need we hirelings of 'our own. 
Under a juſt and pious reign 

The Stateſman's ſophiſtry is vain ; 
Vain is each vile corrupt pretence, 
Theſe are my natural defence; 
Their Faith I know, and they ſhall 
The bulwark of the King they love. 


And when they could no more, THEY DIED. 


Whilſt thus, the cries, my children ſtand, 
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Theſe, and a thouſand thing: beſide, 
Did we conſult a Poet's pride, 
Some gay, ſome ſerious, might be ſaid, 
But ten to one they'd not be read; 
Or were they by ſome curious few, 
Not even thoſe would think them true. 
For, from the time that Jubal firſt 
Sweet ditties to the harp rehears'd, 
Poets have always been ſuſpected 
Of having truth in rime neglected, 
That Bard except, who from his youth 
Equally fam'd for faith and truth, 
By prudence taught, in courtly chime 
To courtly ears brought Truth in Rime. 
But tho' to Poets we allow, 
No matter when acquir'd or how, 
From Truth unbounded deviation, 
Which cuſtom calls Imagination, 
Yet can't they be ſuppos'd to lye 
One half fo faſt as Fame can fly. 
Therefore (to ſolve the Gordian knot, 
A point we had almoſt forgot) 
To courteous readers be it known, 
That fond of verſe and falſhood grown, 
Whilk we in ſweet digreſſion ſung, 
Fame check'd her flight, and held her tongue, 
And now purſues with double force 
And double ſpeed her deſtin'd courſe ; 
Nor ſtops, till ſhe the place arrives 
Where Genius ſtarves, and Dullneſs thyives ; 
Where riches virtue are efttem'd, 
And craft is trueſt wiſdom deem d; 
Where Commerce proudly rears her throne 
In ſtate to other lands unknown; 
Where to be cheated, and to cheat, rl 
Strangers from ev'ry quarter meet; 
Where Chriſtians, Tews, and Turks ſhake hands, 
United in commercial bands, 
All of one faith, and that, to own 
No God but Intereſt alone. 
When gods and goddeſſes come down 
To look about them here in town, 
For change of air is underſtood 
y ſons of Phyſic to be good, 
In due proportion now and then 
For theſe ſame gods as well as men) 
By cuſtom rul'd, and not a Poet 
So very dull, but he muſt know it, 
In order to remain inceg. 
They always travel in a fog. 
For if we Majeſty expoſe 
To vulgar eyes, too cheap it grows ; 
The force is loſt, and free from awe, 
We ſpy and cenſure ev ry flaw. 
But well preſerv'd from public view, 
It always breaks forth freſh and new; 
Fierce as the Sun in all his pride, 
It ſhines, and not a ſpot's deſcried. 
Was ſove to lay his thunder by, 
And with his brethren of the ſky 
Deſcegd to earth, and friſk about, 
Like chattering N***, from rout to rout, 
He would be found, withall his hoſt, 
A nine days wonder at the moſt. 
Would we in trim our honours wear, 
We muſt preſerve them from the air; 
What is familiar, men neglect, 
However worthy of reſpe&. 


. 


Did they not find a certain friend 
| In novelty to recommend, 

(Such we by ſad experience find 
The wretched folly of mankind) 
Venus might unattractive ſhine, 
And H“ fix no eyes but nine. 

But Fame, who never car'd a jot 

Whether ſhe was admir'd or not, 
And never bluſh'd to ſhew her face 
At any time in any place, 

In her own ſhape, without diſguiſe, 

And viſible to mortaſ eyes, 

On Change, exact at ſeven o'clock, 
Alighted on the wweather-cock, 

Which, planted there time out of mind, 
To note the changes of the wind, 
Might no improper emblem be 

Of her own mutability. 

Thrice did e ſound her Trump (the ſame 
Which from the firſt belong'd to Fame, 
An old l-fawour'd inſtrument 
With which the goddeſs was content, 
Tho? under a politer race, 

Bag: pipes might well ſupply its place) 
And thrice awaken'd by the ſound, 
A gen'ral din prevail'd around, 
Confuſion thro” the City paſt, 

And Fear beſtrode the dreadful blaſt. 

Thoſe fragrant currents, which we meet 
Diſtilling ſoft thro? ev'ry ſtreet, 
Affrighted from the uſual courſe, 

Ran murm'ring upwards to their ſource ; 
Satues wept tears of blood, as faſt 

As when a C:>far breath'd his laft ; 

Horſes, which always us d to go 

A foot-pace in my Lord Mayor's Sieto, 
Impetuous from their ſtable broke, 

And Aldermen and Oxen ſpoke. 

Halls felt the force, tow'rs ſhook around, 

And /teeples nodded to the ground, / 
St. Paul himſelf (range fight I) was ſeen 

To bow as humbly as the Dean. 

The Manfion- Houſe, for ever plac'd 

A ment of City Taſte, 

Trembfed, and ſeem'd aloud to groan 

Throꝰ all that hideous weight of ſtone. 

To ſtill the ſound, or ſtop her ears, 
Remove the cauſe or ſenſe of fears, 

Phyſic, in college ſeated high, 

Would any thing but med ' cine try. 

No more in Pewt'rers-Hall “ was heard 
The proper force of ev ry word 3; - 
Thoſe ſeats were deſolate become, 

A hapleſs Elocution dumb, 

Form, City-born, and City-bred, 

By ſtrict decorum ever led, 

Who threeſcore years had known the grace 
Of one, dull, fliff, unvaried pace, 
Terror prevailing over Pride, 

Was ſeen to take a larger ftride ; 

Worn tothe bone, and cloath'd in rags, 
See Ay'rice cloſer hug his bags; 
With her own weight unwieldy grown, 
See Credit totter on her throne 


* Where Mr. Sheridan, at this period, read Lec» 


tures on Elocution. 
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Virtue alone, had ſhe been there, 
The mighty ſound, unmov'd, could bear. 
Up from the gorgeous bed, where Fate 
Dooms annual fools to ſleep in fate, 
To ſleep fo ſound that not one gleam 
Of fancy can provoke a dream, 
Great Dullman ſtarted at the ſound, 
Gap'd, rubb'd his eyes, and-ſtar'd around. 
Much did he wiſh to know, much fear 
Whence ſounds ſo horrid ſtruck his ear, 
So much unlike thoſe peaceful notes, 
That equal harmony which floats 
On the dull wing of City air, 
Grave prelude to a feaſt or fair : 
Much did he inly ruminate 
Concerning the decrees of Fate, 
Revolving, tho' to litt lend, 
What this ſame trumpet Might portend. 
Could the French —no— hat could not be 
Under Bute's a#ive miniſtry, 
Too watchful to be ſo deceiv'd, 
Have ſtolen hither unperceiv'd ? 
To Newfoundland, indeed, we know, 
Fleets of war unobſerv'd may go; 
Or, if obſery'd, may be ſuppos'd, 
At intervals when Reaſon doz d, 
No other point in view to bear 
But pleaſure, health, and change of air. 
But Reaſon ne'er could fleep ſo ſound 
To'let an enemy be found ; 
In our Land's heart, ere it was known 
They had departed from their own. 
Or could his ſucceſſor (ambitivn 
Is ever haunted with ſuſpicion) © 
His daring ſucceſſor eletr, : 
All cuftoms, rules, and forms reject, 
And aim, regardleſs of the crime, 
To ſeize the chair before his time ? 
Or (deeming this the lucky hour, 
Seeing his countrymen in power, 
Thoſe countrymen, who, from the firſt, 
In tumults and rebellion nurs'd, 
How'er they wear the maſk of art, 
Still love a Stuart in their heart) 
Could Scottiſh Charles 


ThanR-ntat Ignis Fatuus, 


Led his poor brains a weary dance 

From France to England, hence to France, 
*Till Information (in the ſhape 

Of Chaplain learned, good Sir Crape, 

A lazy, lounging, pamper'd prieſt, 
Well known atev'ry City feaſt, 

For he was ſeen much oft*ner there 
Than in the Houſe of God at Pray'r ; 
Who always ready in his place, 

Ne'er let God's creatures wait for grace, 
Tho', as the beſt hiſtorians write, 

Leſs fam'd for Faith than Appetite, 

His diſpoſition to reveal, 

The grace was ſhort, and long the meal ; 
Who always would exceſs admit, 

If Haunch or Turtle came with it, 

And ne er engag d in the defence 

Of ſelf-denying abſtinence, 

When he could fortunately meet 

With any thing he lik's to eat; 


ConjeFure thus, 


Who knew that Wine, on Scripture plan, 
Was made to chear the heart of man; 
Knew too, by long experience taught, 
That chearfulneſs was kill'd by thought; 
And from thoſe premiſes collected, 
(Which few perhaps would have ſuſpected) 
That none, who with due ſhare of ſenſe 
Obſerv'd the ways of Providence, 
Could with ſafe conſcience leave off drinking, 
Till they had loſt the pow'r of thinking; 
With eyes half-clos'd came wwaddling in, 
And, having ſtrolc'd his double chin, 
(That chin, whoſe credit to mantain 
Againſt the ſcoffs of the profane, 
Had coft him more than ever State 
Paid for a poor Electorate, 
Which after all'the coſt and rout 
It had been better much without) 
Briefly, (for breakfaſt, you muſt know, 
Was waiting all the while below) 
Related, bowing to the ground, 
The cauſe of that uncommon ſound ; 
Related too, that at the door, 
Pompoſo, Plauſible, and Moore“, 
Begg'd that Fame might not be allow d 
Their ſhame topubliſh to the crowd; 
That ſome new laws he would provide, 
(1f old could not be mifapplied, 
With as much eaſe and ſafety there, 
As they are miſapplied elſewhere) 
By evhich it might be conſtrued treaſen 
— Man to exerciſe his reaſon ; 

zich might i ouſly - deviſe * 
One 2 and lies; 
And fairly prove, when they had done, 
That Truth and Falſhood were but one; 
ich Juries muſt indeed retain, 
But their effect ſhould render vain, 
Making all real pow'r to reſt 
In one corrupted rotten breaſt, 
By whoſe falſe gloſs the very Bible 
Might be interpreted a /ibe/. 
Moore, (who, his rev'rence to ſave, 
Pleaded the Fool to ſcreen the Knave, 
Tho' all, who witneſs'd on his part, 
Swore for his head againſt his beart) 
Had taken down, from firſt to laſt, 
A juſt account of all that paſt ; 
But, fince the gracious will ef Fate, 
Who mark'd the child for wealth and ſtate 
E'en inthe cradle, had decreed = 
The mighty Dullman ne'er ſhould read, 
That office of diſgrace to bear 
The fmooth-lipp'd Plauſible was there. 
From H*#**## een to Clerkenwell 
Who knows not ſmoork-lipp'd Plauſible ? 
A preacher deem of greateſt note, 
For preaching that which others wrote. 


Had Dullman now (and fools we ſee 
Seldom want curioſity) 
Conſented (but the ing Made G's 


Of Gaſcoyne F haſten'd to his aid, 
And in his hand, what could he more ? 
Triumphant Canning's picture bore) 


* Clergyman, who unluckily involved himſelf in 
the Cock-Lane Ohoſt impoſition. | 


A + Sir Criſp Gaſcoyne. 
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That our three heroes ſhould advance, 
And read their comical romance, 
How rich a feaſt, what royal fare 
We for our readers might prepare !. 
So rich, and yet ſo ſafe a feaſt, 
That no one foreign blatant beaſt, 
Within the purlieus of the /aw 
Shou'd dare thereon to lay his paw, 
And, growling, cry, with ſurly tons 
Keep off—this feaf is all my own. 
Bending to earth the downcaſt eye 
Or planting it againſt the ſky, 
As one immers'd in deepeſt thought, 
Or with ſorge holy viſion caught, 
His hands to aid the traitor*s art, 
Devoutly folded o'er his heart, 


Here Moore, in fraud well ſkill'd, ſhould go, 


All Saint, with ſolemn ſtep and ſlow. 

O that Religion's ſacred name, 

Meant to inſpire the pureſt flame, 

A proſtitute ſhould ever be 

To that arch fiend Hypocriſy, 

Where we find ev'ry other vice 

Crown'd with damm d ſneaking cowardice ! 

Bold fin reclaim'd is often ſeen 

Paſt hope that man, vho dares be mean. 
There full of fle, and full of grace, 

With that fine round unmeaning face 

Which Nature gives to ſons of earth 

Whom ſhe deſigns for eaſe and mirth, 

Should the prim Plauſible be ſeen, 

Obſerve his Riff affected mien; 


* *Gainſt Nature, arm'd by Gravity, 


His featurcs too in buckle ſee ; 

See with what ſanctity he reads, 

With what Devotion tells his beads ! 

Now Prophet, ſhew me, by thine art, 

What's the Religion of his heart ; 

Shew there, if truth thou can'ſ unfold, 

Religion center'd all in gold: 

Shew kim, nor fear correcticn's rod, 

As falſe to friend/lip, as to God. 
Horrid, umvieldy, <vithout form, 

Savage, as ocean in a ſtorm, 

of ſixe prodigious, in the rear, 

That pa of honcur, ſhould appear 

Pom 3 Fame around ſhould tell 

How he a ſlave to int'reſt fell ; 

How, for integrity renown'd, 

Which bookſellers have often found, 

He for ſubſcribers baits his hook, 

And takes their caſh but where's the book ? 

No matter where iſe fear, we know, 

Forbids the robbing of a foe ; 

But what, to ſerve our private ends, 

Forbids the cheating of our friends? 

No man alive, who would not ſwear 

— and therefore there. 

For ſpite of all the learned ſay, 

If we to truth attention pay, 

The word Diſtangſy is meant 

For nothing elſe but puni/hment. 

Fame too ſhould tell, nor heed the threat 

Of rogues, who brother rogues abet, 

Nor tremble at the terrors hung 

Aloft, to make her hold her tongue, 

How to all principles untrue, 

Not fix'd to old friends, nor to news 
VOL. VMI. | 


He damns the penſion which he takes, 
And loves the Stuart he forſakes. 
Nature (who juſtly regular 

Is very ſeldom known to err, 

But now and then in ſportive mood, 
As ſome rude wits have underſtood, 
Or through much <work required in taſtes 
Is with a random ſtroke diſgrac d) 
Pompoſo, form'd on doubtful plan, 
Not quite a bcaſt, nor quite a many 
Like - knows what—for never yet 
Could the moſt ſubtle human wit 

Find out a monſter, which might be 
The ſhadow of a fimile. 

Tuxsx Tun, THESE GrrAT, THESE 
Nor can the Poer's truth agree, [micuTY Tun, 
Howe'er report hath done him wrong, 
And warp'd the purpofe of his ſong, 

Amongſt the refuſe of their race, 
The ſons of infamy, to place 
That open, gen'rous, manly mind 
Which we with joy in Aldrich find. 
Theſe Three, who now are faintly thewn, 
Juſt ftretch*d, and ſcarcely to be 
If Dullman their requeſt had heard, 
In ſtronger colours had appear d 
And friends, tho* partial at firſt view, 
Shudd"ring, had own'd the picture true. 
But had their journal been diſplay'd, 
And the whole proceſs open laid, 
What a vaſt unex hauſted field 
For mirth muſt ſuch a Journal yield! 
In her own anger ſtrongly charm' d. 
Gainſt hope, *gainſt fear, by conſcience arm'd, 
Then had bold Satire made her way, 
Knights, Lords, and Dukes, her deſtin'd prey. 

But Prudence, ever ſacred name 
To thoſe who feel not Virtue's flame, 

Or only feel it at the beſt 

As the dull dupe of intereſt, 

Whiſper'd aloud (for this we find 

A cuſtom current with mankind, 

So loud to whiſper, that each word 

May all around be plainly heard, 

And Prudence ſure would never miſs 

A cuſtom ſo contriv'd as this 

Her candour to ſecure, yet aim 

Sure death againſt another's fame) 

K nights, Lords, and Dube mad wretch, forbear, 
Dangers unthought of ambuſh there ; 
Confine thy rage to weaker ſlaves, 

Laugh at 1 and laſſi ſmall knawes, 
But never, helpleſs, means and poor, 

Ruſh on, where laws cannot ſecure ; - 
Nor think thyſelf, miſtaken youth, b 
Secure in principles of truth. 

Truth Why, ſhall ev'ry wretch of letters 
Dare to ſpeak truth againit his berters ! 

Let ragged Virtue ſtand aloof, 

Nor mutter accents of reproof ; 

Let ragged Wit a mute become, 

When wealth and pow'r would have her dumb. 
For who the devil doth not know, ' 
That titles and eſtates beſtow 

An ample ſtock, where'er they fall, 

Of graces which we mental call ? 

Beggars, in OW and nation, 

Are rogues and -v ſituation ; 
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The rich and great are underſtood 
To be of courſe both wiſe and good. 
Conſult then int*reſt more than pride, 
Diſcreetly take the ſtronger ſide ; 
Deſert in time the fimple few, 
Who Virtue's barren path purſue ; 
Adopt my maxims—follow me 
To Baal bow the prudent knee ; 
Deny thy God, betray thy friend, 
At Baal's altars hourly bend; 
So ſhalt thou rich and great be ſeen ; 
To be great now, you muſt be mean. 
Hence, Tempter, to ſome weaker ſoul, 
Which fear and intereſt controul ; 
Vainly thy precepts are addreſs'd, 
Where Virtue ſteels the ſteady breaſt. 
Thro' meanneſs wade to boaſted pow'r, 
Throꝰ guilt repeated ev ry hour; 
What is thy gain, when all is done, 
What mighty laurels haſt thou won? 
Dull crowds, to whom the heart's unknown, 
Praiſe thee for virtues not thy on; 
But will, at once man's ſcourge and friend, 
Impartial Conſcience too commend ? 
From her reproaches can ſt thou fly? 
Can'ſt thou with worlds her ſilence buy 
Believe it not— her ſtings ſhall find 
A paſſage to thy coward mind. 
There ſhall ſhe fix her ſharpeſt dart, 
There ſhew thee truly, as thou art, 
Unknown to _ by wvhom thou'rt prix d; 
Known to thyſelf to be deſpis'd. 
The man who weds the ſacred Muſe, 
Diſdains all mercenary views, 
And he who Virtue's throne would rear, 
Laughs at the phantoms rais'd by fear. 
Tho" Folly, rob'd in purple, ſhines, 
Tho' Vice exhauſts Peruvian mines, 
Yet ſhall they tremble, and turn pale, 
When Satire wields her mighty flail ; 
Or ſhould they, of rebuke afraid, 
With Melcombe ſeek hell's deepeſt ſhade, 
Jatire, ſtill mindful of her aim, 
Shall bring the cowards back to ſhame. 
Hated by many, lov'd by few, 
Above each little private view, 
Honeſt, tho* poor, (and who ſhall dare 
'To diſappoint my boaſting there ?) 
and reſolute, tho' weak, 
The dictates of my heart to ſpeak, 
Willing I bend at Satire's throne ; 
What pow'r I have, be all her own. 
Nor ſhall yon” /awwyer”s ſpecious art, 
Conſcious of a corrupted heart, 
Create imaginary fear, 
To damp us in our bold career. 
Why ſhould we fear ? and what ? The laws ? 
They all are arm'd in Virtue's cauſe ; 
And aiming at the ſelf-ſame end, 
Satire is always Virtue's friend : 
Nor ſhall that Muſe, whoſe honeſt rage, 
In a corrupt degen'rate age, 
(When dead to ev'ry nicer ſenſe, 
Deep ſunk in vice and indolence, 
The ſpirit of old Rome was broke 
Beneath the tyrant fiddler's yoke) 
Baniſh'd the roſe Nero's cheek, 
Under a Brunſwick fear to ſpeak. 


Drawn by Conceit from Reaſon's plan, 
How vain is that poor creature, Man ! 
How pleas'd is ev'ry paltry elf 

To prate about that thing himſelf! 
After my promiſe made in rime, 

And meant in earneſt at that time, Z 
To jog, according to the modey 

In one dull pace, in one dull road, 
What but that curſe of heart and head 
To this digreſſion could have led, 
Where plung d, in vain I look about, 
And can't ſtay in, nor well get out. 

Could I, whilſt Humour held the quill 
Could I digreſs with half that ſkill, 
Could I with half that ſkill return, 
Which we ſo much admire in Sterne; 
Where each digreſſion ſeeming vain, 

And only fit to entertain, 

Is found on better recollection, 

To have a juſt and nice connection, 
To help the whole with wond'rous art 
Whence it ſeems idly to depart 3 
Then ſhould our readers ne er accuſe 
Theſe wild excurfions of the Muſe, 
Ne'er backward turn dull pages o'er 
To recolle& what went before; 
Deeply impreſs'd, and ever new, 
Each image paſt ſhould ſtart to view, 
And we to Dullman now come in, 
As if we ne'er had abſent been. 

Have you not ſeen, when danger's near, 
The coward cheek turn white with fear? 
Have you not ſeen, when danger's fled, 
The ſelf-ſame cheek with joy turn red f 
Theſe are /ow ſymptoms which we find 
Fit only for a vulgar mind, 

Where honeſt features, void of art, 

Betray the feelings of the heart: 

Our Dullman with a face was bleſs'd 

Where no one paſſion was expreſs'd ; 

His eye, in a fine ſtupor caught, 

Imply'd a plenteous lack of thought; 

Nor was one line that whole face ſeen in, 
Which could be july charg'd with meanings 

To Avarice by birth ally'd, 
Debauch'd by marriage into pride, 

In age grown fond of youthful ſports, 

Of pomps, of vanities, and courts, 

And by ſucceſs too mighty made 

To love his country as hts trade, 

StifF in opinion (no rare caſe 

With blockheads in or out of place) 

Too weak, and inſolent of ſoul, 

To ſufter Reaſonꝰs juſt controul, 

But bending, of his own accord, 

To that trim tranſient toy, My Lord 3 

The dupe of Scots (a fatal race, 

Whom God in r contriv'd to places 

To ſcourge our crimes, and gall our pridg 

A conſtant thorn in England's fide ; 

Whom firſt, our greatneſs to oppoſe, 

He in his vengeance mark'd for foes ; 

—_ mare to , wg his wra ends, 
mare to curſe us, marlc d far friends 

Deep in the State, if we give credit 

To kim, for no one elſe e er ſaid it; 

Sworn friends. of great ones not a fewg 


Tho' he their titles only knew 
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And thoſe {which envious of his breeding 
Book-2vorms have charg'd to want of reading) 
Merely to ſhew himſelf polite, 

He never would pronounce aright ; 
An Orator with whom a hoſt 
Of thoſe which Rome and Athens boaſt, 
In all their pride might not contend ; 
Who, with no pow'rs to recommend, 
Whilſt Jackey Hume, and Billy Whitehead, 
And Dickey Glover ſat delighted, 
Could ſpeak whole days in Nature's ſpite, 
uſt as thoſe able Verſe-men write, 
Great Dullman from his bed aroſe— 
Thrice did he (pit—thrice wip'd his noſe— 
Thrice ſtrove to ſmile—thrice ſtrove to frown— 
And thrice look'd up—and thrice look'd down— 
Then ſilence broke—Crape, who am I? 
Crape bow'd, and ſmil'd an arch reply. 
Am I not, Crape—lI am, you know, 
Above all thoſe who are below. 
Have I not knowledge? and for uit, 
Money will always purchaſe it; 
Nor, if it needful ſhould be found, 
Will I grudge ten, or twenty pound, 
For which the whole ſtock may be dought 
Of ſcoundrel wits not worth a groat. 
But left I ſhould proceed too far, 
I'll feel my friend the Mimifter, 
(Great men, Crape, muſt not be neglected) 
How he in this point is affected; 
For, as I ſtand a magiſtrate, 
Toſerve him firſt, and next the State. 
Perhaps he may not think ir fit 
To let kis magiſtrates have wit. 
Boaſt I not, at this very hour, 
Thoſe large effects which troop with pow'r ? 
Am I not mighty in the land ? 
Do not I fit, whilſt others ſtand ? 
Am 1 not with rich garments grac'd, 
In ſeat of honour always plac'd ? 
And do not Cits of chief degree, 
Tho' proud to others, bend to me ? 
Have I not, as a Juſtice ought, 
The laws ſuch wholeſome rigour taught, 
That Fornication, in diſgrace, 
Is now afraid to ſhew her face, 
And notone whore theſe walls approaches, 
Unleſs they ride in our own coaches ? 
And ſhall this Fame, an old poor ſtrumpet, 
Without our licence ſound her trumpet, 
And, envious of our City's quiet, 
In broad day-light blow up a riot ? 
If inſalence like this we bear, 
Where is our ſtate? our office where ? 
Farewell all honours of our reign, 
Farewell the neck-ermobling Chain, 
Freedom's knozon badge o'er all the globe, 
Farewell the ſolemn-(preading Robe, 
Farewell the Sword—farewell the Mace, 
Farexwell all Title, Pomp, and Place. 
Remov'd from men of high degree, 
(A loſs to them, Crape, not to me) 
Baniſh'd to Chippenham, or to Frame, 
Dullman once more ſhall ply the Loom. 
Crape, lifting up his hands and eyes, 
Dullman—the Lem at Chippenham—criss, 
If there be Pow'rs which greatneſs love, 
Which rule below, but duell above, 


ö 
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Thoſe Pow'rs united all ſhall join 
To contradict the raſh deſign. 

Sooner ſhall tubborn Will lay down 
His oppoſition with his govon, 
Sooner ſhall 3 leave the road 
Which leads to Virtue's mean abode, 
Sooner ſhall Scots this country quit, 
And England's foes be friends to Pitt, 
Than Dullman from his grandeur thrown, 
Shall wander out-caft, and unknown, 
Sure as that cane (a cane there ſtood 
Near to a table, made of wwoed, 
Of dry fine wood a table made, 
By ſome rare artiſt in the trade, 
Who had enjoy'd immortal praiſe 
If he had liv'd in Homer's days) 
Sure as that cane, which once was ſeen, 
In pride of life all freſh and green, 
The banks of Indus to adorn ; 
Then, of its leafy honours ſhorn, 
According to exatteſt rule, 
Was faſhion'd by the workman's tool, 
And which at preſent we behold 
Curiouſly poliſh'd, crown'd with gold, 
Wich gold <ve/l-wwrought ; ſure as that aun 
Shall never on its native plain 
Strike root afreſh, ſhall never more 
Flouriſh in tawny India's ſhore, 
So Sure ſhall Dullman and his race 
To lateſt times this ſtation grace. 

Dullman, who all this while had kept 
His eye-lide clos'd as if he ſlept, 


As at ſome God in human ſhape— 
Crape, I proteſt, you ſeem to me 
To have diſcharged a prophecy ; 
Yes—from the firſt it doth appear, 
Planted by Fate, the Dullmans here 
Have always held a quiet reign, 
And here ſhall to the laſt remain. 
Crape, they're all wrong about this GC 
_-_ on the wrong fide of the poſt 
Bloc heads, to take it in their head 
To be a meſſage from the dead, 
For that by miſſion they deſign, 
Crape—here it is ſtart not one doubt 
A plot.—a re found it out. 
O God !—cries Crape, how bleſt the nation, 
Where one ſon boaſts ſuch penetration ! 
Crape, I've not time to tell you now 
When I diſcover'd this, or how 3 
To Stentor go—if he's not there, 
His place let Bully Norton bear 
Our Citizens to council call 
Let all meet—'tis the cauſe of all, 
Let the three witneſſes attend 
With allegations to befriend, 
To ſwear juſt ſo much, and no more, 
As we inſtru them in before. 
Stay—Crape—come back—what, don't you fte 
Th effects of this diſcovery ? 
Dullman all care and toil endures 
The profit, Crape, will all be yours. 
A Mitre (for, this arduous taſk | 
Perform'd, they'll grant what'er I aſk) 
A Mitre (and perhaps the beſt) 


Shall thro' my _— make thee ble, 
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Now looking ſtedfaſtly on Crape, : 
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And at this time, when gracious Fate 
Dooms to the St the reins of State, 
Who is more fit (and for your uſe 
We could ſome inttances produce) 
Of England's Church to be the Head, 
Than you, a Preſbyterian bred ? 
But when thus mighty you are made, 
Unlike the brethren of thy trade, 
Be grateful, Crape, and let me not, 
Like cd Newcaſtle, be b 
But an affair, Crape, of this ſize 
Will aſk from Conduct vaſt ſupplies ; 
It muſt not, as the vulgar ſay, 
Ee done in /uggcr-mugger way. 
Traitors indeed (and S's diſcreet) 
Who hatch the plot, in private meet 
They ſhould in public go, no doubt, 
Whoſe buſineſs is to find it out. 
To-morrow—if the day appear 
Likely to turn out fair and clear 
Proclaim a grand Proceſſionade— 
Pe all the City pomp diſplay d, 
Let the Train-bandi—Crape ſhook his head 
They heard the trumpet and were fled 
Well—cries the Knight—if that's the caſe, 
My ſervants ſhall ſupply their place 
My ſervants—m:ne alone——no more 
Than what my ſervants did before 
Doſt not remember, Crape, that day, 
When, Dullman's grandeur to diſplay, 
As all too ſimple, and too low, 
Our City friends were thruſt below, 
Whilſt, as more worthy of our love, 
Courtiers were entertain'd above ? 
'Tell me, who waited then ? and how ? 
My ſervants—mine—and why not now ? 
In haſte then, Crape, to Stentor go 
But ſend up Hart, who waits below 
With him, till you return again, 
(Reach me my ſpefacles and cane) 
J'll make a proof how I advance in 
My new accompliſhment of dancing. 
Not quite ſo 25 as lightning flies, 
Wing' d with red anger, thro' the ſkies 3 
Not quite ſo faſt as, ſent by Jove, 
Iris deſcends on wings of Love; 
Not quite ſo faſt as Terror rides, 
When he the chafing winds beſtrides ; 
Crape hobbled—but his mind was good 
Cou'd he go faſter than he cou'd ? 
Near to that Tow'r, which, as we're told, 
The . Julius rais'd of old, 
Where to the block by Juſtice led, 
The rebel Scot hath often bled, 
arms are kept ſo clean, ſo bright, 
*Twere fin they ſhould be ſoil'd in fight, 
Where brutes of foreign race are ſhewn 
By brutes much greater of our on ; 
Faſt by the crowded Thames, is found 
An ample ſquare of ſacred ground. 
Where artleſs Elaguence preſides, 
And Nature ev'ry ſentence guides. 
Here Female Parliaments debate 
About Religion, Trade, and State; 
Here ev'ry Naiad's patriot's ſoul, 
Diſdaining foreign baſe controul, 
Deſpiſing French, deſpiſing Erſe, 
Pours forth the plain ad Engliſi curſe, 
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) And bears aloft, with terrors hung, 

The honours of the vulgar tongue. 

Here Stentor, always heard with awe, 
In thund' ring accents deals out law. 
Twelve furlongs off each dreadful word 
Was plainly and diſtinly heard, 

And ev'ry neighbour hill around 
Return'd and ſwell'd the mighty found. 
The loudeſt Virgin of the ſtream, ' 
Compar'd with kim, would filent ſeem ; 
Thames, (who enrag'd to find his courſe 
| Oppos'd, rolls down with double force, 
Againſt the Bridge indignant roars, 

And laſhes the reſounding ſhores) 
Compar'd with kim, at loweſt tide, 

In ſofteſt whiſpers ſeems to glide. 

Hither directed by the noiſe, 

Swell'd with the hope of future joys, 
Thro' too much zeal and haſte made lama, 
| The rev rend ſlave of Dullman came. 
Stentor—with ſuch a ſerious air, 

With ſuch a face of ſo/emn care, 

As might import him to contain 

A nation's welfare in his brain 
Stentor—crics Crape—1'm hither ſent 
On buſineſs of moſt high intent, 

Great Dullman's orders to convey 3 

Y 

Dullman commands, and I obey. 

Big with thoſe throes which patriots feel, 
And lab' ring for the common weal, 
Some ſecret which forbids him reſt, 
Tumbles and toſſes in his breaſt, 

Tumbles and toſſes to get free; 

And thus the chief commands by me. 
To-morrow, if the day appear 
Likely to turn out fair and clear 
Proclaim a grand Proceſſionade— 

Be all the City pomp diſplay d 
Our Citizens to council call 

Let all meet tis the cauſe of all. 


END OF THE THIRD BOOK. 
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OXCOMBS, who vainly make 
To ſomething of exalted ſenſe 
Bove other men, and, gravely wiſe, 
Affect thoſe pleaſures to deſpiſe, 
Which, merely to the eye cunfin'd, 
Bring no improvement to the mind, 
| Rail at all pomp: They would not go 
For millions to a ſhow, 
Nor can forgive the mighty crime 
Of countenancing pantomime 3 
No, not at Covent-Garden, where, 
Without a head for play or play'r. 
Or, could a head be found moſt fit, 
Without one play'r to ſecond it, 
They muſt, obeying Folly's call, 
- { Thrive by mere ſhow, or not at all. 


| Moſt cruel to themſelves, take pains 


| With theſe grave fops, who (bleſs their brains) 
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For wratchedneſs, and would be thought 
Mach wiſer than a wiſe man ought 

For his own happineſs to be; 

Who, what they hear, and what they ſee, 
And what they ſmell, and taſte, and feel, 
Diſtruſt, till Reaſon, ſets her ſeal, 

And, by long trains of conſequences 
Enſur d, gives ſanction to the Senſes ; 

Who would not, Heay'n forbid it ! waſte 
One hour in What the world calls Taſte, 
Nor fondly deign to laugh or cry, 

Unleſs they know ſome reaſon why; 

Wich theſe grave fops, whoſe ſyſtem ſeems 
To give up certainty for dreams, 

The Eye of Man is underſtood 

As for no other purpoſe good 

Than as a door, thro* which of courſe 
Their paſſage crouding objects force, 

A downright uſher, to admit 

New-comers to the court of Mit, 

(Good Gravity, forbear thy ſpleen, 

When 1 ſay Wit, I Wiſdom mean) 

Where (ſuch the praftice of the Court, 
Which legal precedents ſupport) 

Not one idea is allow'd 

Topaſs unqueſtion'd in the crowd, 

But ere it can obtain the grace 

Of holding in the brain a place, 

Before the Chief in congregation 

Muſt ſtand a ftri&? examination. 

Not ſuch as thofe, who Phyſic twirl, 
Full fraught with death, from ev'ry curl; 
Who prove, with all becoming ſtate, 
Their voice to be the voice of Fate; 
Prepar d with Eſſence, Drop, and Pill, 
To be another Ward, Or Hill, 

Before they can obtain their ends, 

To fign death - warrants for their friends, 

And talents vaſt as their's employ, 

Secundem artem to deſtroy, 

Muſt paſs (or laws their rage reſtrain) 

Before the Chiefs of Warwick-Lane. 

Thrice happy Lane, where uncontroul'd, 

In pow'r and ler grown old, 

Moſt fit to take, in this bleſt land, 

The reins which fell from Wyndham's hand, 

Her lawful throne great Dullneſs rears, 

Still more herſelf as more in years; 

Where the (and who ſhall dare deny 

Her right, when Reeves and Chauncy's by) 
to mind, in ancient time, 

One Garth who err'd in wit and rime, 

Ordains from henceforth to admit 

None of the rebel Sons of Wit, 

And makes it her peculiar care 

That Schomberg never ſhall be there. 

Not ſuch as theſe, whom Folly trains 
To letters, tho" unbleſs'd with brains; 
— — pow'r and will 

o learn, are kept to learning till ; 
Whoſe heads, when other methods fail, 
Receive inſtruction from the tail, 

Becauſe their fires, a common caſe 
Which brings the children to diſgrace, 
Imagine it a certain rule, 

They never could beget a fool, 

Muſt paſs, or muſt compound for, ere 
The Chaplain, full of beef and pray r, 


** 


Will give his reverend permit, 
Announcing them for Orders fit, 

So that the Prelate (what's a name ? 
All Prelates now are much the ſame) 
May with a conſcience ſafe and quiet, 
With holy hands lay on that far, 
Which doth all faculties diſpenſe, 
All ſanity, all faith, all ſenſe, 
Makes Madan quite a ſaint appear, 
And makes an oracle of Cheere. 

Not ſuch as in that ſolemn ſeat, 
Where the Nine Ladies hold retreat, 
The Ladies Nine, who, as we're told, 
Scorning thoſe haunts they lov'd of old, 
The banks of Ifis now prefer, 

Nor will one hour from Oxford ſtir, 
Are held for form ; which Balaam's aſs 
As well as Balaam's ſelf might paſs, 
And with his maſter take degrees, 
Could he contrive to pay the fees. 

Men of ſound parts, who, deeply read, 
O'erload the ſtorehouſe of the head 
With furniture they ne'er can uſe, 
Cannot forgive our rambling Muſe 
This wild excurſion ; cannot ſee 
Why Phyſic and Divinity, 

To the — of all beholders, 
Are lugg'd in by the head and ſhoulders ; 
Or how, in any point of view, 
Oxford hath any thing to do; 

But men of nice and ſubtle learning, 
Remarkable for quick diſcerning, 
Throꝰ ſpectacles of critic mould, 
Without inſtruction, will behold 
That we a method here have got, 

To ſhew whar is, by what is not, 
And that our drift (parentheſis 

For once apart) is briefly this. 

Within the Brain's moſt ſecret cells 
A certain Lord Chief Juſtice dwells 
Of ſov'reign pow'r, whom one and all, 
With common voice, we Reaſon call ; 
Tho for the purpoſe of ſatire, 

A name in truth is no great matter, 

—— or Mansfield, which you will, 
t means a Lord Chief Fuftice ſtill. 

Here, ſo our great proj ſay, 

The Senſes all muſt komage pay; 

Hither they all muſt tribute bring, 

And proſtrate fall before their King. 

Whatever unto them is brought, 

Is carry*d on the wings of Thought 

Before his throne, where, in full ſtate, 

He on their merits holds debate, 

Examines, croſs-examines, weighs 

Their right to cenſure or to praiſe ; 

Nor doth his equal voice depend 


On narrow views of foe and friend ; 
Nor can or flattery or force 


Divert him from his ſteady courſe z 
The channel of enquiry's clear, 


| No /ham examination's here. 


He, upright Juſticer, no doubt, 
Ad libitum puts in and out, 
Adjuſts and ſettles in a trice 
What virtue is, and what is vice, 
What is perfection, what defect, 
What we muſt chuſe, and what reject.; 
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He takes upon him to explain 
What pleaſure is, and what is pain; 
Whilſt we, obedient to the whim, 


And reſting all our faith on him, 


True members of the Stoic weal, 

Muſt learn to think, and ceaſe to feel. 
This glorious ſyſtem form'd, for Man 

To practiſe when and how he can, 

If the five Senſes in alliance 

To Reaſon hurl a proud defiance, 

And, tho' oft conquer'd, yet unbroke, 

Endeavour to throw off that yoke, 

Which they a greater ſlav'ry hold, 

Than Jewiſh bondage was of old ; | 

Or if they, ſomething touch'd with ſhame, 

Allow him to retain the name 

Of Royalty, and, as in ſport, 

To hold a mimic formal eourt ; 

Permitted, no uncommon thing, 

To be a kind of Puppet King, 

And ſuffer'd by the way of toy, 


To hold the globe, but not employ ; 


Our þz/tem-mongers, ſtruck with fear, 

Prognoſticate deſtruction near; 

All things to anarchy muſt run; 

The little world of Man's undone. 
Nay ſhould the Eye, that niceſt Senſe, 

Neglect to ſend intelligence 

Unto the Brain, diſtinct and clear, 

Of all that paſſes in her ſphere ; 

Should ſhe preſumptuous joy receive, 

Without the Underſtanding's leave, 

They deem it rank and daring treaſon 

Againſt the monarchy of Reaſon, 

Not thinking, tho* they're 2vond*rous wiſe, 

That few have Reaſon, moſt have Eyes ; 

So that the pleaſures of the Mind 

To a ſmall circle are confin'd, 

Whilſt thoſe which to the Senſes fall, 

Become the property of all. 

Beſides (and this is ſure a caſe 

Not much at preſent out of place) 

Where Nature Reaſon doth deny, ' 

No art can that defect ſupply ; 

But if (for itis our intent 

Fairly to ſtate the argument) 

A Man ſhould want an eye or two, 

The remedy is ſure, tho* new; 

The cure's at hand — no need of fear 

For proof —behold the Chevalier 

As well prepar'd, beyond all doubt, 

To put eyes in, as put them out. 
But, argument apart, which tends 

T*embitter foes and ſep'rate friends, 

(Nor, turn'd apoſtate for the Nine, 

Would I, the * bred up adivine, 

And foe of courſe to Reaſon's weal, 

Widen that breach I cannot heal) 

By his own ſenſe and feelings taught, 

In ſpeech as lib'ral as in thought, 

Let ev'ry Man enjoy his whim ; 

What's He to Me, or I to Him? 

Might I, tho' never rob'd in ermine, 

A matter of this weight determine, . 

No penalties ſhould ſettled be 

To force men to hypocriſy, | 

To make them ape an pukward zeal, 


And, feeling not; to feel. 


I would not have, might ſentence reſt 

Finally fix'd within my breaſt, 

E'en Annet cenſur'd and confin'd, 

Becauſe we're of a diff rent mind. 
Nature, who in her act moſt free, 

Herſelf delights in Liberty, 

Profuſe in love, and, without bound, 

Pours joy on ev'ry creature round; 

Whom yet, was ev'ry bounty ſhed 

In double portions on our head, 

We could not truly bounteous call, 

If Freedom did not crown them all. 
By Providence forbid to ſtray, 

Brutes never can miſtake their way; 

Determin'd till, they plod along 

By inſtinct, neither right nor wrong 3 

But Man, had he the heart to uſe 

His freedom, hath a right to chuſe; 

Whether he acts or well or ill, 

Depends entirely on his will : 

To her laſt work, her fav'rite Man, 

Is giv'n on Nature's better plan 

A privilege in pow'r to err. 

Nor let this phraſe reſentment ſtir 

Amongſt the grave ones, ſince indeed, 

The little merit Man can plead 

In doing well, dependeth ſtill 

Upon his pow'r of doing ill. 
Opinions ſhould be free as air ; 

No man, what'er his rank, whate'er 

His qualities, a claim can found 

That my opinion muſt be bound, 

And ſquare with his; ſuch laviſh chains 

From foes the lib'ral ſoul diſdains, 

Nor can, tho' true to friendſhip, bend 

To wear them even from a friend. 

Let thoſe, who rigid Judgment own, 

Submiſſive bow at Judgment*s throne ; 

And if they of no value hold 

Pleaſure, till pleaſure is grown cold, 

Pall'd and inſipid, forc'd to wait 

For Judgment's regular debate 

To give it warrant, let them find 

Dull ſubjects ſuited to their mind; 

Their's be flow wiſdom: Be my plan 

To live as merry as I can, 

Regardleſs as the faſhions go, 

Whether there's reaſon for t, or no; 

Be my employment here on earth 

To give a lib'ral ſcope to mirth, 


Life's barren vale with flow'rs t' adorn, 


And pluck a roſe from ev'ry thorn. 
But if, by Error led aſtray, 

I chance to wander from my way, 
Let no blind guide obſerve, in ſpite, 
I'm wrong, who cannot ſet me right. 
That Doctor could I ne'er endure, 
Who found diſeaſe, and not a cure; 
Nor can I hold that man a friend, 
Whoſe zeal a helping hand ſhall lend 


To open happy Folly's eyes, 


For next, a truth which can't admit 
Reproof from Wiſdom or from Wit, 
To being happy here below, 
Is to believe that we are ſo. 

Some few in knowledge find relief, 
I plare my comfort in belief. 


And, making wretched, make me wiſe; 
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Some for Reality may call, 

Fancy to me isall in all. 

Imagination, thro' the trick 

Of Doctors, often makes us fick ; 
And why, let any Sophiſt tell, 

May it not likewiſe make us well ? 
This am I ſure, whate'er our view, 
Whatever ſhadows we purſue, 

For our purſuits, be what they will, 
Are little more than ſhadows ſtill, 

Too ſwift they fly, too ſwift and ſtrong, 
For man to catch, or hold them long. 
But joys which in the Fancy live, 

Each moment to each man may give. 
True to himſelf, and true to eaſe, 

He ſoftens Fate's ſevere decrees, 

And (can a mortal wiſh for more?) 
Creates, and makes himſelf new o'er, 
Mocks boaſted vain Reality, 

And Is, whate'er he wants to Be. 

Hail, Fancy—to thy pow'r I owe 
Deliv'rance from the gripe of Woe 
Tothee I owe a mighty debt, 

Which Gratitude ſhall ne'er forget, 
Whilſt Mem'ry can her force employ, 
A large encreaſe of ev'ry joy. 
When at my doors, too ſtrongly barr'd, 
Aathority had plac'd a guard, 
A kravi/h guard, ordain'd by Law 
To keep poor Honeſty in awe 3 
Authority, ſevere and ſtern, 
To intercept my wiſh'd return; 
Foes proud, and Friends grew cool, 
And laughter ſeiz'd each ſober fool ; 
When Candour ſtarted in amaze, 
And, meaning cenſure, hinted praiſe ; 
When Prudence, lifting up her eyes 
And hands, thank'd Heav'n, that ſhe was wiſe : 
When all around me, with an air 
Of hopeleſs ſorrow, look'd deſpair ; 
When they or ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay, 
There is but one, one only 
Better, and be advis'd by us, 
Not be at all, than to be thus; 
When Virtue ſhunn'd the ſhock, and Pride 
Diſabled, lay by Virtue's fide, 
Too weak my ruffled ſoul to chear, 
Which could not hope, yet would not fear ; 
Health in her motion, the wild grace 
Of Pleaſure ſpeaking in her face, 
Dull Regularity thrown by, 
And Comfort beaming from her eye; 
Fancy, in richeſt robes array'd, 
Came ſmiling forth, and brought me aid, 
Came ſmiling o'er that dreadful time, 
And, more to bleſs me, came in rime. 

Nor is her pow'r to Me confin'd, 

It ſpreads, it comprehends Mankind. 

When (to the ſpirit-ſtirring ſound 
Of trumpets breathing courage round, 
And fifes, well mingled to reſtrain, 
And bring that courage down again, 

Or to the melancholy knell 

Of the dull, deep, and doleful bell, 
Such as of late the good Saint Bride 
Muffled, to mortify the pride 

Of thoſe, who, England quite forgot, 
Paid their vile homage to the Scot, 


| Whence mutual firm 


Where Aſgill held the foremoft place, 
Whilſt my Lord figur'd at a race) 
Preceſſions (tis not worth debate 
Whether they are of Stage or State) 
Move on, ſo very very flow, 

"Tis doubtful if they move or no; 
When the Performers all the while 
Mechanically frown or ſmile, , 

Or, with a dull and ſtupid ſtare, 

A vacancy of ſenſe declare, 

Or, with down-bending eye, ſeem wrought 
Into a labyrinth of thought, 

Where Reaſon wanders ſtill in doubt, 
And, once got in, cannot get out; 
What cauſe ſufficient can we find 

To ſatisfy a thinking mind, 

Why, dup'd by ſuch vain farces, Man 
Deſcends to act on ſuch a plan? 

Why they, who hold themſelves divine, 
Can in ſuch wretched follies join, 
Strutting like peacocks, or like crows, 
Themſelves and Nature to expoſe ? 

What cauſe, but that (you'll underſtand 
We have our remedy at hand, 

That if perchance we ſtart a doubg, 

Ere it is fix'd, we wipe it out, 

As ſurgeons, when they lop a limb, 


Whether for profit, fame, or whim, 


Or mere experiment to try, 
Muſt always have a fyptic by) 
Fancy ſteps in, and ſtamps 
Which, ipſo facto, is ideal. 

Can none remember, yes, I know, 
All muſt remember that rare ſhow, 
When to the country Senſe went down, 
And Fools came flocking up to town, . 
When Knights (a work. which all admit 
To be for Knighthood much unfit) 
Built booths for hire; when Parſons play d, 
In robes canonical array d, 
And, fiddling, join'd the Smithfield dance, 
The price of tickets to advance; 


Or, unto tapſters turn'd, dealt out, 


Running from booth to booth about, 
To ev'ry ſcoundrel, by retail, 

True pennyworths of beef and ale, 
Then firſt prepar'd, by bringing beer in, 
For preſent grand Ele&ioneering 3 

When Heralds, running all about 

To bring in Order, turn'd it out; 
When, by the prudent Mar/hal”s care, 
Left the rude populace ſhould ſtare, 
And with unhallow'd eyes profane 

Gay puppets of patrician ſtrain 
The whole proceſſion, as in ſpite, 
Unheard, unſeen, ftole off by night; 
When our lov'd Monarch, nothing loth, 
Solemnly took that ſacred oath, 
agreements ſpring 
Betwixt the Subject and the King, 

By which, in uſual manner crown'd, 
His head, his heart, his hands he bound, 
Againſt kimſe/f, ſhould paſſion ſtir 

The leaſt propenſity to err, 

Againſt all faves, who might prepare 
Or open force, or hidden ſnare, 

That glorious Charter to maintain, 

By which We ſerve, and He muſt reign ; 
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Then Fancy, with unbounded ſway, 
Revell'd ſole miſtreſs of the day, 
And wrought ſuch wonders, as might make 
ptian ſorcerers forſake 
Their baffled mockeries, and own 
The palm of magic her's alone. 
A Knight (who in the filken lap 
Of lazy Peace had liv'd on pap, 
Who never yet had dar'd to roam 
*Bove ten or twenty miles from home, 
Nor even that, unleſs a guide 
Was plac'd to amble by Nis fide, 
And troops of ſlaves were ſpread around 
To keep his Honour ſafe and found ; 
Who could not ſuffer fer his life 
A point to ſword, or edge to knife, 
And always fainted at the fight 
Of blood, tho? *twas not ſhed in fight, 
Who diſinherited one ſon 
For firing off an e/der gun, 
And whipt another, fix years old, 
Becauſe the boy, preſumptuous, bold 
To madneſs, likely to become ; 
A very Swiſs, had beat a drum, 
Tho? it appear'd an inſtrument 
Moſt peaceable and innocent, : 
Having from firſt been in the hands 
And ſervice of the City Bands) 
Grac'd with thoſe enſigns which were meant 
To further Honour's dread intent, 
The minds of warriors to inflame, 
And ſpur them on to deeds of fame, 
With little ſword, large ſpurs, high feather, 
Fearful of ev'ry thing but weather, 
(And all muſt own, who pay regard 
To charity, it had been hard 
That in his very firſt campaign 
His honours. ſhould be ſoil'd with rain) 
A hero all at once became, 
And (ſeeing others much the ſame 
Jn point of valour as himſelf, 
Who leave their courage on a ſhelf 
From year to year, till ſome ſuch rout 


In proper ſeaſon calls it out) 


Strutted, look'd big, and ſwagger'd more 
Than ever hero did before; 

Look'd up, look'd down, look'd all around, 
Like Mavors, grimly fmiPd and frown'd ; 
Seem'd Heav'n, and Earth, and Hell to call 
To fight, that he might rout them all} ; 

And perſonated Valour's ſtile 

So long, ſpectators to beguile, 

That paſſing ſtrange, and wond'rous true, 
Himſelf at laſt believ's it too, 

Nor for a time could he diſcern, 

Till Truth and Darkneſs took their turn, 

So well did Fancy play her part, 

That Coward ſtill was at the heart. 

Whiffle (who knows not Whiffle's name, 

By the impartial voice of Fame | 
Recorded firſt, thro” all this land, 

In Vanity's tluſtrious band ?) 

Who, by all-bounteous Nature meant 


For offices of hardiment, 

A modern Hercules at leaſt, 

To rid the world of each wild beaſt, 
Of each wild beaſt which came in view, 


Whether on four legy or on two, 


Degenerate, delights to prove, 
His force on the parade of Love, 
Diſclaims the joys which _ , 
And for the diſtaff quits the ſword 3 
Who fond of women would appear 
To public eye, and public ear, 
But, when in private, lets them know 
How little they can truſt to ſhow 3 
Who ſports a woman as of courſe, 
Juſt as a jockey ſhews a horſe, 
And then returns her to the ſtable, 
Or vainly plants her at his table, 
Where he would rather Venus find, 
(So pall'd, and ſo deprav'd his mind) 
Than, by ſome great occafion led, 
To ſeize her panting in her bed, 
Burning with more than mortal fires, 
And melting in her own defires ; 
Who, ripe in years, is yet a child, 
Thro' faſhion, not thro' feeling wild; 
Whate'er in others, who proceed 
As Senſe and Nature have decreed, 
From real paſſion flows, in him 
Is mere effect of mode and whim 3 
Who laughs, a very common way, 
Becauſe he nothing has to ſay, 
As your c/vice Spirits oaths diſpenſe 
To fill up vacancies of ſenſe ; 
Who having ſome ſmall ſenſe, defies it, 
Or, uſing, always miſapplies it; 
Who now and then brings ſomething forth, 
Which ſcems indeed of ſterling worth, 
Something, by ſudden ſtart and fit, 
Which ata diftance looks like wit, 
But, on examination near, 
To his confuſion will 
By Truth's fair glaſs, to be at beſt 
A threadbare jeſter's threadbare jeſt : 
Who friſks and dances thro' the ſtreet, 
Sings without voice, rides without ſeat, 
Plays o'er his tricks, like /Efop's aſs, 
4 gratis fool to all who paſs ; 
Who riots, tho' he loves not waſte, 
Whores without luſt, drinks without taſte, 
Acts without ſenſe, talks without thought, 
Does ev'ry thing but what he ought 3 
Who led by forms, without the pow'r 
Of vice, is vicious; who one hour, 
Proud without pride, the next will be 
Humble without humility ; 
Whoſe vanity we all diſcern, 
The ſpring on which his actions turn; 
Whoſe aim in erring, is to err, 
So that he may be ſingular, 
And all his utmoſt wiſhes mean, | 
Is, tho' he's laugh'd at, to be ſeen ; 
Suck (for when Flattery's ſoothing ftrain 
Had robb'd the Muſe of her diſdain, 
And found a method to perſuade 
Her art to ſoften ev'ry ſhade, 

uſtice enrag'd, the pencil ſnatch'd 

rom her degen'rate hand, and ſerateh d 
Out ev'ry trace; then, quick as thought, 
From life this ſtriking likeneſs caught) 
In mind, in manners, and in mien, 
In the World's eye; but (ſtrange to tell !) 


| Miſted by Fancy's magic ſpell, 
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Deceiv'd, not dreaming of deceit, 
Cheated, but happy in the cheat, 
Was more than human in his own, 
O bow, bow all at Fancy's throne, 
Whoſe pow'r could make fo vile an elf 
With patience bear that thing, himſelf. 
But, miſtreſs of each art to pleaſe, 
Creative Fancy, what are theſe, 
Theſe pageant's of a trifler's pen, 
To what thy power effected then? 
Familiar with the human gaind, 
As ſwift and ſubtle as the wind, 
Which we all find Syet no one knows 
Or whence it comes, or whence it goes, 
Fancy at once in ev ry part 
Poſſeſs d the eye, the head, the heart, 
And in a thouſand forms array d, 
A thouſand various gambols play d. 
Here, in a face which well might aſk 
The privilege tv wear a maſk _ 
In ſpite of law, and Juſtice teach 
Forpublic good t* excuſe the breach, 
Within the furrow of a wrinkle 
Twixt eyes, which could not ſhine but twinkle, 
Like centinels i* th* ſtarry way, 
Who wait for the return of day, 
Almoſt burnt out, and ſeem to keep 
Their watch, like ſoldiers, in their ſleep, 
Or like thoſe lamps which, by the pow'r 
Of law, muſt burn frotn hour to hour, 
(Elſe they, without redemption, fall 
Under the terrors of that Hall, 
Which, once notorious for a dp, 
Is now become a Faſtice-/tep) 
Which are ſo manag'd, to go out 
Juſt when the time comes round about, 
Which yet thro emulation ſtrive 


To keep their dying light alive, af 


And (not uncommon, as we find, 1 
Amongſt the childzen of mankind) 
As they grow weaker, would ſeem ſtronger, 
And burn a little, little longer; 
Fancy, betwixt ſuch eyes enſhrin'd, 
No bruſh to daub, no mill to grind, 
Thrice way'd her wand around, whoſe force 
Chang'd in an inſtant Nature's courſe. 
And, hardly credible in rime, 
Not only ſtopp'd, but call'd back Time. 
wo face —_ 2 wrinkle clear d, 

mooth as oating ſtream appear d, 
Down the neck ringlets ſpread their flame, 
The neck admiring whence they came 
On the arch'd brow the Graces play d 3 
On the full boſom Cupid laid 
Surs, from their proper orbits ſent, 
Became for eyes a ſupplement ; 
Teeth, white as teeth were ever ſeen 
Deliver'd from the hand of Green*, 
Started, in regular array, 
Like Train bands on a grand field - day, 
Into the gums, which would have fled, 
But, wondꝰ ring, turn d from white to red, 
Quite alter'd was the whole machine, 
8 made lord — 

ere e lordly temples tiſe 

Before the pious Daſhwood's eyes, 


Dentiſt at this period. 
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| Temples which built aloft in air, 

May ſerve for ſhow, if not for pray'r ; 

In ſolemn form herſelf, before, 

Array'd like Faith, the Bible bore, 

There, over Melcomb's feather d head, 

Who, quite a man of gingerbread, 

Savour d in talk, in dreſs, and phyz, 

More of another world than this, 

To a dwarf Muſe a Giant Page, 

The laſt grave fop of the laſt age, 

In a ſuperb and feather'd hearſe, _ 

2 and hetagę d with verſe, 
ich, to beholders afar, 

Appear'd like a triumphal car, 

She rode, in a caft rainbow clad ; 

There, throwing off the halloww'd plaid, 

Naked, as when (in thoſe drear cells 

Where, /elf-bleſs'd, ſelf-curs'd Madneſs dwells) 

Pleaſure, on whom, in Laug/ter's ſhape, 

Frenzy had a rape, 

Firſt brought her forth, before her time, 

Wild witneſs of her ſhame and crime, 

Driving before an idol band | 

Of driv'ling Stuarts, hand in hand, 

Some, who to curſe mankind, had wore 

A crown they ne'er muſt think of more, 

Others, whoſe baby brows were grac'd 

With paper crowns, and toys of paſte, - k 

She jigg'd, and playing on the flute 

Spread raptures o'er the ſoul of Bute. 

Big with vaſt hopes, ſome mighty plan, 
Which wrought the buſy ſoul of man 
To her full bent, the Civil Law, 

Fit code to keep a world in awe, 

Bound o'er his brows, fair to behold, 

As Fewiſh ſrontlets were of old, 
The famous Charter of our land, 
Defac'd, and mangled in his hand ; 

As one whom deepeſt thoughts employ, 
But deepeſt thoughts of trueſt joy, 
Serious and ſlow he ſtrode, he ſtalk d, 
Before him troops of heroes walk d, 
Whom beſt he loy'd, of heroes crown'd, 
By Tories guarded all around, 


Dull ſolemn pleaſure in his face, 


He ſaw the honours of his race, 
He ſaw their lineal glories riſe, 
And touch'd, or ſeem'd to touch the ſkies. 
Not the moſt diſtant mark of fear, 
No figh of axe, or ſcaffold near, 
Not one curs'd thought, to croſs his will, 
Of ſuch a place as Towwer-Hill. 

Curſe on this Muſe, a flippant jade, 
A ſhrew, like ev'ry other maid 
Who turns the corner of nineteen, 
Devour'd with peeviſhneſs and ſpleen. 
Her tongue, (for as when bound for life, 
The huſband ſuffers for the wife, 
So if in any works of rime | 
Perchance there blunders out a crime, 
culprit bards muſt always rue it, 
tho? it is plain the Muſes do it) 
neror later cannot fail : 
nd me headlong to a jail. 
'r my theme (our themes we chuſe 
rn days without a uſe, 


y Ju father will provide 
K as father will provi 


0 5 a bride, 
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As if, tho* they muſt be the play'rs, 
The game was wholly is, not theirs) 
Whate'er my theme, the Muſe, who till 
Owns no direction but her will, 
Flies off, and, ere I could expc , 
By ways oblique and indirect, 
At once quite over head and ears, 
In fatal politics appears. 
Time Was; and, if 1 aught diſcern 
Of fate, that time ſhall ſoon return, 
When decent and demure at leaſt, - 
As grave and dull as any prieſt, 
I could ſee Vice in robes array d, 
Could ſee the game of Folly play'd 
Succeſsfully in Fortune's ſchool, 
Without exclaiming rogue or fool; 
Time was, when nothing loth or proud, 
I lacquied, with the fawning crowd, 
Scoundrels in office, and would bow 
To cyphers great in place; but now 
Upright I ſtand, as if wiſe Fate, 
To compliment a ſhatter'd ſtate, _ 
Had me, like Atlas, hither ſent 
To ſhoulder up the firmament, 
And if I ſtoop'd, with gen'ral crack 
The Heavens would tumble from my back; 
Time was, when rank and ſituation 
Secur'd the great ones of the nation 
From all controul; Satire and Law 
Kept only little knaves in awe ; 
But now, decorum loſt, I ſtand 
Bemus'd, a pencil in my hand, 
And, dead to ev'ry ſenſe of ſhame, 
Careleſs of ſafety and of fame, 
The names of ſcoundrels minute down, 
And libel more than half the Town. 
How can a Stateſman be ſeture 
In all his villainies, if poor 
And dirty anthors thus ſhall dare 
To lay his rotten boſom bare? 
Muſes ſhould paſs away their time 
In dreſſing out the poet's rime 
With bills and ribbands, and array 
Each line in harmleſs taſte, tho gay. 
When the hot burning fit is on, 
They ſhould regale their reſtleſs ſon 
With ſomething to allay his rage, 
Some cool Caſtalian beverage, 
Or ſome ſuch draught (tho they, tis plain, 
- Taking the Muſes name in vain, 
Know nothing of their real court, 
And only fable from report) 
As makes a Whitehead's Ode go down, 
Or flakes the feverette of Brown : 
But who would in his ſenſes think 
Of Muſes giving gall to drink, 
Or that their folly ſhould afford 
To raving poets gun or ſword ? 
Poets were ne er defign'd by fate 
To meddle with affairs of State, 
Nor ſhould (if we may ſpeak our thought 
Truly as men of honour ought) 
Sound policy their rage admit, 
To launch the thunderbolts of wit 
About thoſe heads, which, when they're hot, 
Can't tell if *twas by wit, or not. 
Theſe things well known, what Devil in ſpite 


En have ſeduc'd me thus to write 
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Out of that road, which muſt have led 
To riches, without heart or head, 

Into that road, which, had 1 more 
Thai ever poet had before, 

Of Wit and Virtue, in diſgrace 
Would keep me till, and out of place, 
Which, if ſome Fudge (you'll underſtand 
One famous, famous thro' the land 
For making law) ſhould ſtand my friend, 
At laſt may in a pill'ry end, 

And all this, I myſelf Amit, 

Without one cauſe to lead to it,—— 


Methinks I hear ſome Critic Poſt k 
Remark moſt gravely—** The firſt word 
«© Which we about the Gros r have heard.” 
Peace my good Sir—not quite fo faſt— 
What is the firſt, may be the laſt, 
Which is a point, all muſt agree, 
Cannot depend on n 
FaN N, no Ghoſt of common mould, 
Is not by forms to be controul'd ; 
To keep her ſtate, and ſhew her ſkill, 
She never comes but when ſhe will. 
1 wrote and wrote (perhaps you doubt, 
And ſhrewdly, what I wrote about, 
Believe me, much to my diſgrace, 
I too am in the ſelf-ſame caſe) 
But till I wrote, till FAN & V came 
Impatient, nor could any ſhame 
On me with equal juſtice fall, 
If ſhe had never come at all. 
An underling, I could not ſtir 
Without the cue thrown out by her, 
Nor from the ſubject aid receive 
Until ſhe came, and gave me leave. 
So that (ye Sons of Erudition 
Mark, this is but a ſuppoſition, 
Nor would I to ſo wiſe a nation 
Suggeſt it as a revelation) 
If henceforth dully turning o'er 
Page after page, ye read no more 
Of FAN NV, who, in ſea or air, 
May be departed God knows where, 
Rail at jilt Fortune, but agree 
No cenfure can be laid on me, 
For ſure (the cauſe let Mansfield try) 
FANNY is in the fault, not I. 
But to return—and this I hold, 
A ſecret worth its weight in gold 
To thoſe who write, as I write now, 
Not to mind where they go, or how, 
Thro' ditch, thro'ꝰ bog, o'er hedge and ftite ; 
Make it but worth the reader's while, 
And keep a paſſage fair and plain 
Always to bring him back again. 
Thro' dirt, who ſcruples to approach, 
At Pleaſure's call, to take a coach? 
But we ſhould think the man a clown 
Who in the dirt ſhould ſet us down ? 
But to return if Wit, who ne'er 
The ſhackles of reſtraint could bear, 
In wayward humour ſhould refufe 
Her timely ſuccour to the Muſe, 
And to no rules and orders tied, 
Roughly deny to be her guide, 
She muſt renounce decorum's plan, 


And get back when, and how ſhe can 


For inſtance now—this boo the GnosT— 
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As Parſons, who, without pretext, 
As ſoon as mentioned, quit their text, 
And, to promote ſleep's genial pow'r, 
Grope in the dark for half an hour, 
Give no more reaſon (for we know 
Reaſon is vulgar, mean and low) 
Why they come back (ſhould it befal 
That ever they come back at-all) 
Into the road, to end the rout, 
Than they can give why they went out. 
But to retu is book the Guo T 

A mere amuſement at the moſt, 
A trifle, fit to wear away 
The horrors of a rainy day, 
A light ſhot filk, for ſummer wear, 
Juf as our modern ſtateſmen are, 

f rigid honeſty permit 
That I for 6nce purloin the wit 
Of him, who, were we all to ſteal, 
Is much too rich the theft to feel. 
Vet in this book, where Eaſe ſhould join 
With Mirth to ſugar ev'ry line, 
Where it ſhould all be mere chit-chat, 
Lively, good-humour'd, and all that, 
Where honeſt Satire, in diſgrace, 
Should not ſo much as ſhew her face, 
The ſhrew, o'erleaping all due bounds, 
Breaks into Laughter's ſacred grounds, 
„in contempt, plays o'er her tricks 
n Science, Trade, and Politics. 

But why ſhould the diſtemper'd ſcold - 
Attempt to blacken men enroll'd 
In Power's dread book, whoſe mighty ſkill 
Can twiſt an empire to their will ; 
Whoſe voice is Fate, and on their tongue 
Law, Libe ry, and Li e are hung; 
Whom, on enquiry, — ſhall find 
With Stuarts /ink'd, time out of mind 
Superior to their Country's laws, 
Defenders of a tyrant's cauſe ; 
Men, who the ſame damn'd maxims hold 
Darkly, which they avow'd of old; 
Who, tho' by diff rent means, purſue 
The end which they had firſt in view, 
And, force found vain, now play their part 
With much leſs honour, much more art ? 
Why, at the corners of the ſtreets, 
To ev'ry patriot drudge ſhe meets, 
Known or unknown, with furious cry 
Should ſhe wild clamours vent; or why, 
The minds of mgs to inflame, 
A Dafhwood, Bute, — Wyndham name ? 
Why, having not to our ſurprize 
The fear of death before her eyes, 
Bearing, and that but now and then, 
No other weapon but her pen, 
Should ſhe an argument afford, 
For blood, to men who wear a ſeoord 3 
Men, who can nicely trim and pare 
A point of honour to a hair 
(Honour—a word of nice import, 
A pretty trinket in a court, | 
Which my Lord quite in rapture feels 
Dangling and rattling with his Seals— 
Honour—a word which all the Nine 
Would be much puzzled to define— 
Honour—a word which torture mocks, 
And might confound a thouſand Lockes 
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Which (for I leave to wiſer heads, 

| Who fields of death prefer to beds 
Of down, to find out, if they Can, 
What Honour is, on their wild plan) 


Hs not, to take jt in their way, 


And this we ſure may dare to ſay 
Without incurring an offence, 

Courage, Law, Honeſty, or Senſe); 
Men, who all ſpirit, life and foul, 
Neat butchers of a button-fole, 

Having more ſkill, believe it true 

That they muſt have more courage too; 
Men, who without a place or name, 
Their | ſpeechleſs as their fame, 
Would by the ſword new fortunes carve, 
And rather die in fight than ſtarve ? 

At Coronations, a vaſt field 

Which food of ev'ry kind might yield, 
Of good ſound food, at once. moſt fit 


For purpoſes of health and wit, 


Could not ambitious Satire reſt, 
Content with what ſhe might digeſt ? 
Could ſhe not feaſt on things of courſe, 
A Champion, or a Champion's horſe ? 
A Champion's korſe—No, better ſay, 
Tho' better figur'd on that day 

A horſe, which might appear to us, 
Who deal in rime, a Pegaſus ; 

A rider, who, when once got on, 
Might paſs for a Bellerophon, 

Dropt on a ſudden from the fkies, 

To catch ard fix our wond' ring eyes, 
To witch, with wand inſtead of whip, 
The world with noble horfemanſhip, 

To twiſt and twine, both horſc and man, 
On ſuch a well-concerted plan, 

That Centaur-like, when all was done, 
We ſcarce could think they were not one? 
Could ſhe not to our itching ears 

Bring the new-names of new-coin'd peers, 
Who walk'd, 7 forgot, 

With ſhoulders fitter for a knot 

Than robes of honour; for whoſe ſake 
Heralds in form were forc'd to make, 
To make, becauſe they could not find, 
Great predeceſſors to their mind? 

Cou'd ſhe not (tho' tis doubtful ſince 
Whether he Plumber is, or Prince) 
Tell of a ſimple Knight's advance 

To be a doughty Peer of France; 

Tell how he did a Dukedom gain, 

And Robinſon was Aquitain * ; 

Tell how her City-Chiefs diſgrac'd, 
Were at an empty table plac'd ? 


They can't forget, and won't forgive ; 
A groſs negle& of all thoſe rights 
Which march with City appetites ; 
Of all thoſe canons, which we find 
By gluttony, time out of mind, 
Eftabliſh'd ; which they ever hold 
Dearer thanany thing but gold : 
Thanks to my ftars—l now ſee ſhore 
Of Courtiers, and of Courts no more 


A groſs neglect, which, whilſt they live, | 
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At the Coronation Sir Thomas Robinſon walk 
as the repreſentative of the Puke of Aquitain. 
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Thus ſtumbling on my City friends, |, 

Blind Chance my guide, my purpoſe bends - 

In line direct, and ſhall purſue 

The point which I had firſt in view, 

Nor more ſhall with the reader ſport, - 

Till I have ſeen him ſafe in port. 

Huſh'd be each fear. no more I bear 

Thro' the wide regions of the air 

'The reader terrified, no more 

Wild Ocean's horrid paths explore. 

Be the plain track from henceforth mine 

Croſs-roads to Allen I refign 

Allen, the honour of this nation, 

Allen, himſelf a corporaticn, 

Allen, of late notorious grown 

For writings none, or. all his own, 

Allen, the firſt of lette“d men, 

Since the goad Biſhop holds his pen, 

And at his elbow takes his ſtand 

To mend his head, and guide his hand. 

But hold—once more Digreſſion hence— 

Let us return to Common Senſe 3 

The car of Phebus I diſcharge, * x 

My carriage now a Lord Mayor's barge. 
Suppoſe we now—we may ſuppoſe  / 

In verſe, what would be fin in proſe— 

The ky with darkneſs overſpread, - 

And ev'ry ſtar retir'd to bed; | 

The gew-gaw robes of Pomp and Pride 

In ſome dark corner thrown afide ; 

Great Lords and Ladies giving way «+ 

To what they ſeem to ſcorn by day, 

The real feelings of the heart, | 

And Nature taking place of Art ; 

Deſire triumphant thro? the night, 

And Beauty panting with delight ; 

Chaſtity, Woman's faireſt crown, _ 

Till 2 return of morn laid down, 

Then to be worn again as bright 

As if not ſullied in the night 3 

Dull Ceremony, buſineſs o er, 

Dreaming in form at Cottrell's door; 

Precaution trudging all about 

To ſee the candles ſafely out, 

Bearing a mighty maſter-key, 

Habited like Oeconomy, 

Stamping each lock with triple ſeals, 

Mean Av'rice creeping at her heels. 
Suppoſe we too, like theep in pen, 

The Mayer and Court of Aldermen 

Within their barge, which thro! the deep, 

The rowers more than half aſleep, 

Mov'd ſlow, as over-charg'd with ſtate ; 

Thames groan'd beneath the mighty weight, 

And felt that batvble heavier far, 

Than a whole fleet of men of war. * 

Sleep o'er each well-known faithful head 

With lib'ral hand his poppies ſhed, | 

Each head, by Dullneſs render'd fit 

Sleep and his empire to admit. 

'Thro' the whole paſſage not a word, 

Not one faint, weak, half ſound was heard 

Sleep had prevail'd to oyerwhelm 

The ſteerſman nodding o'er the helm; 


Ralph Allen, Eſq; of Prior Park, near Bath, 
the correſpondent of Pope, of whom Allworthy in 
Tom Jones js ſaid to have been the repreſentative. 


The rowers, without force or ſkill 
Left the dull barge to drive at will ; 
The ſluggiſh oars ſuſpended hung 
And even Beardmore ÞF held his rongue 
Commerce, regardful of a 
On which depended half her Hate, 
Stepp'd to the helm, with-ready hand 
She ſafely clear'd that bank of ſand, 
Where, ſtranded, our Weſt-country fleet 
Delay and danger often meet; ; 
Till Neptune, anxious for the trade, 
Comes in full tides, and brings them aid. 
Next (for the Muſes can ſurvey 
Objects by night as well as day, 
Nothing prevents their taking aim, 
Darkneſs and light to them the ſame) 
They paſt that building, which of old 
Rueen-Mcthers was defign'd to hold; 
Ar preſent a mere /odging-per, 
A palace turn'd into a den, 
To barracks turn'd, and foldiers tread 
Where Dawagers have laid their head. 
Why ſhould we mention Surrey-Strert, 
Where ev'ry week grave judges meet, 
In proper form to drawl out law, 
To ſee all cauſes duly tried 
"Twixt knaves who drive, and fools who ride 
Why at the Temple ſhould we ſtay ? 
What of the Temple dare we ſay ? 
A dangerous ground we tread on there, 
And words s may actions bear, 
Where, as the brethren of the ſeas 
For fares, the lawyers ply for fees. | 
What of that Bridge, moſt wiſely made 
To ſerve the purpoſes of trade, |, 
In the great mart of all this nation, - 
By 2 21 8 navigation, 
ank adding weight, 
Which is already 


much too great ?— 
What of that „which, void of ſenſe, 
But well ſupplied with impudence, 
Engliſhmen, not the Guild, 
Thought they might have a claim to build, 
Till Paterſon, as white as milk, 
As ſmooth as oil, as ſoft as filk, 
In ſolemn manner had decreed, 
That on the other fide the Tweed, 
Art, born and bred, and fully grown, 
Was with one Mylne 1, a man unknown, 
But grace, preferment, and renown 
Deſerving, juſt arriv'd in town ; j 
| One Mylne, an artiſt perfect quite, 
Both in his own and country's right, 
As fit to make a bridge, as he, 
With glorious Patavinity, 
To build inſcriptions worthy found 
Tolie for ever under ground. 

Much more, worth obſervation too, 

Was this a ſeaſon to purſue 
The theme, our Muſe might tell in rime : 
The wiſh the hath, but not the time; 


+ An Attorney, and ——_— Council-Man, ſup- 
poſed to have afforded ſome aſſiſtance at times to 
«© The Monitor.“ 


I] The Architect of Blackfriars Bridge. 
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For, ſwift as ſhaft from Indian bow, 

(And when a Goddeſs comes, weknow, 
Surpaſſing Nature acts prevail, 

And boats want neither oar nor ſail) 

The veſſel paſt, and reach'd the ſhore 

So quick, that Thought was ſcarce before. 

Suppoſe we now our City-Court 
Safely deliver'd at the port, 

And, of their ſtate regardleſs quite, 
Landed, like ſmuggled goods, by night ; 
The ſolemn Magiſtrate laid down, 
The dignity of robe and gown 

With ev'ry other enfign gone, 
Suppoſe the woollen night-cap on : 
The floſ-bruſi us d with decent ftate 
To make the ſpirits circulate, 

The liq'riſh Chaplain uſes too, 

'Tho', ſomething to prove the plan, 
He takes the Maid inſtead of Man) 
Swath'd, and with flannel cover d o'er 
To ſhew the vigour of threeſcore, 
The vigour of threeſcore and ten 
Above the proof of younger men, 
Suppoſe the mighty Dullman led 
Betwixt two,{laves, and put to bed; 
Suppoſe the moment he lies down, 
No miracle in this great town, 

The drone as faſt aſleep as he 

Muſt in the courſe of Nature be, 
Who, truth for our foundation take, 
When up, is never half awake. 

There let him fleep, whilſt we ſurvey 
The preparations for the day, 

That day, on which was to be ſhewn 
Court- pride by City-pride outdone. 

The jealous ſends away, 
As only fit for childiſm play, 

Shoots up too forward by her ſide. 

The wretch, of God and Man accurs'd, 
Of all Hell's inſtruments the worſt, 
Draws forth his patons, and for the day 
Struts in ſome ſpendthrift's vain array ; 
Around his auk ward doxy ſhine 
22 of Golconda's mine; 

neighbour, with a jealous glare, 
Beholds her folly publiſh'd — 

Garments, well-fav'd (an anecdote 
Which we can prove, or would not quote) 
Garments well-ſav'd, which firſt were made, 
When taylors, to promote their trade, 
Againſt the Pi#s in arms aroſe, 

And drove them out, or made them cloaths ; 
Garments, immortal, without end, 

Like names, and titles, which deſcend 
Succeſſively from fire to ſon ; - 

Garments, unleſs ſome work is done 

Of note, not ſuffer'd to appear 

Bove once at moſt in ev'ry year, 

Were now, in ſolemn form, laid bare 

To take the benefit of air, 

And, ere they came to be employ'd 


On this ſolemnity, to vold 

That ſcent, which Ruſſia's leather gave 

From vile and impious moth to ſaye. . 
Each head was buſy, and each hear, 

In preparation bore a part. 


| 


5 


Running together all about, 

The ſervants put each other out, 

Till the grave maſter had decreed, 
The more haſte, ever the worſt ſpeed + 
Miſs, with her little eyes half-clos'd, 


| Over a ſmuggled toilet dos'd ; 


The Waiting-maid, whom ſtory notes 
A very Scrub in petticoats, 
Hir'd for one work, but doing all, 
In ſlumbers lean' d againſt the wall: 
Milliners, ſummon'd from afar, 
Arriv'd in ſhoals at Temple-bar, - 
Strictly commanded to import - 
Cart-loads of foppery from Court ; 
With labour'd viſible defign 
Art ſtrove to be faperbyy fine; 
Nature, more pleaſing, tho' more wild, 
Taught otherwiſe her darling child, 
And cried, with ſpirited diſdain, 
Be H elegant and plain. 

Lo! from the chambers of the Eat, 
A welcome prelude to the feaſt, 
In ſaffron-colour'd robe array d, 


High in a car by Vulcan mad, 


Who work'd for ſove himſelf, each ſtecd 
High mettled, of celeſtial breed, 
Pawing and pacing all the way, 

Aurora brought the wiſh'd-for day, 

And held her empire, till out- run 

By that brave jolly groom the Sun. 

The trumpet—hark |—It ſpeaks—It fwel!s 
The loud full harmony—lt tells 
The time at hand, when Dullman, led 
By form, his Citizens muſt head, 

And march thoſe troops, which at his call 
Were now aſſembled, to Guild- Hall, 

On matters of importance great 

To Court and City, Church and State. 

From end to end the ſound makes way, 
All hear the fignal and obey ; 

But Dullman, who, his charge forgot, 
By Morpheus fetter'd, heard it not; 
Nor could, ſo ſound he ſlept and faſt, 
Hear any trumpet, but the laſt. 

Crape, ever true and truſty known, 
Stole from the maid's bed to his own, 
Then in the ſpirituals of pride, 

Planted himſelf at Dullman's fide. 

Thrice did the ever-faithful ſlave, 

With voice which might have reach'd the grave, 
And broke death's adamantine chain, 

On Dullman call, but call'd in vain; 

Thrice with an arm, which might have made 
The Theban boxer curſe his trade, 

The drone he ſhook, who rear'd the head, 
And thrice fell backward' on his bed. 

What could be done? Where force hath fail'd, 
Policy often hath prevail'd ; 

And what, an inference moſt plain, 

Had been, Crape thought might be again. 

Under his pillow (fill in mind 
The proverb kept, Faſt bind, faft find) 
Each bleſſed night the keys were laid, 
Which Crape to draw away aſſay d. 

What not the pow'r of voice or arm 
Could do, this did, and broke the charm 4 
ick ſtarted he with ſtupid tare, 


| For all his little ſoul was there. 
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Behold him, taken up, rubb'd down, 
In elbow chair, and morning- gown ; 
Behold him, in his latter bloom, 
Stripp'd, waſh'd, and ſprinkled with 
Behold him bending with the weight 
Of robes and trumpery of ſtate ; 
Behold him (for the maxim's true, 
Whate'er we by another do, 

We do ourſelves ; and Chaplain paid, 
Like ſlaves, in ev'ry other trade, 

Had mutter'd over God knows what, 
Something which he by heart had got) 
Having, as uſu, ſaid his pray'rs,- 
Go fitter totter to the ſtairs 3 5 

Behold him for deſcent prepare, 

With one foot trembling in the air ; 
He farts, he pu_ on the brink, 

„ hard toc it, ſeems to t int; 
Thro* his whole train (the Chaplain gave 
The proper cue to ev*ry ſlave) 

At once, as with infection caught, 
Each ſtarted, paus'd, and aim d at thought; 
He turns, and they turn; big with care, 
He waddles to his elbow-chair, 

ats down, and, filent for a ſeaſon, 
At laſt with Crape begins to reaſon : 
But firſt of all he made a fign 
That ev'ry ſoul, but the Divine, 
Should quit the room; in him, he knows, 
He may all confidence repoſe. 

Crape—tho* I'm yet not quite awake— 

Before this awful ſtep I take, 

On which my future all depends, 

I ought to know my foes and friends. 
By foes and friends, obſerve me ſtill, 
I mean not thoſe who well or ill 
Perhaps may wiſh me, but thoſe who 
Have it in their power to do it too. 
Now if, attentive to the State, 

In too much hurry to be great, 

Or thro' much zeal, a motive, Crape, 
Deſerving praiſe, into a ſcrape 

I, like a fool, am got, no doubt, 

I, like a wiſe man, ſhould get out. 
Not that, remark without replies, 

I ſay that to get out is wiſe, 

Or, by the very ſelf-ſame rule 
That to get in was like a fool : 

The marrow of this argument 

Muſt wholly reſt on the event; 

And therefore, which is really hard, 
Againſt events too I muſt guard. 

Should things continue as they ſtand, 
And Bute prevail thro? all the 


Without a rival, by his aid, 


My fortunes in a trice are made; 
Nay, honours on my zeal may ſmile, 
And ſtamp me Earl of ſome great iſle : 
But if, a matter of much doubt, 

The preſent Miniſter goes out, - 
Fain would I know on what pretext 

J can ſtand fairly with the next? 


For as my aim at ev'ry hour 


Is to be well with thoſe in pow'r, 
And my material point of view, 


Whoever's in, to be in too, 


I ſhould not, like a blockhead, chule 
To gain theſe fo as theſeto loſe: 


a 


"Tis good in ev'ry caſe, you know, 
To have two ſtrings unto our bow. 

As one in wonder loſt, Crape view'd 
His Lord, who thus his fpeech purſu'd. 


And as the times are out of joint, 

The greater caution is requir'd 

To bring about the point defir'd. 
What! — wiſh to bring about, 
Cannot admit a moment's doubt, 

The matter in diſpute, you know, 

Is what we call the 

That be thy taſk. The rev rend ſlave, 
Becoming in a moment grave, 


| Fix'd to the ground and rooted ſtood, 


Juſt like a man cut out of wood; 

Such as we ſee (without the leaft 

Reflection glancing on the Prieſt) 

One or more, planted up and down, 

Almoſt in ev'ry church in town: 

He ſtood ſome minutes; then like one 

Who wiſh'd the matter might be done, 

But could not do it, ſhook his head, 

And thus the Man of Sorrow ſaid: 
Hard is this taſk, too hard I ſwear, 

By much too hard for me to bear ; 

Beyond expreſſion hard my part, 

Could mighty Dullman ſee my heart, 

When he, alas ! makes known a will, 

Which Crape's not able to fulfil. * 

Was ever my obedience barr'd 

By any trifling nice regard 

To Senſe and Honour ? Could I reach - 

Thy meaning without help of ſpeech, 

At the firſt motion of thy eye 

Did not thy faithful creature fly ? 

Have I not ſaid, not what I ought, 

But what by earthly maſter taught ? 

Did I e'er weigh, thro* duty ſtrong, 

In thy great biddings, right and wrong ? 

Did ever int'reſt, to whom thou 

Can'ſt not with more devotion bow, 

Warp my ſound faith, or will of mine 

In contradiction run to thine ? 

Have I not, at thy table plac'd, 

When buſineſs call'd aloud for haſte, 

Torn myſelf thence, yet never heard 

To utter one complaining word, 

And had, till thy great work was done, 

All appetites as having none ? 

Hard is it, this great plan purſu'd 

Of voluntary ſervitude ; 

Purſu'd without or ſhame or fear, 


| Thro' the great circle of the year; 


Now to receive, in this grand hour, 
Commands which lie beyond my pow'r ; 
Commands which baffle all my ſkill, 
And leave me nothing but my will : 
Be that accepted; let my Lord 
Indulgence to his 'Nlave afford ; x 
This taſk, for my poor ſtrength unfit, 
Will yield to none but Dullman's wit. 
With ſuch groſs incenſe gratified, 
And turning up the lip of pride, 


Of judgment weak, of ſenſe confin'd, 


| For things of lower note deſign'd, 


This, my good Crape, ap grad point, 


Poor Crape—and ſhook. his empty head— 
Poor puzzled Crape, wiſe Dullman ſaid, - 
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For things within the vulgar reach, 

To run of errands, and to preach, 

Well haſt thou judg d, that heads like mine 
Cannot want help from heads like thine ; 
Well haſt thou judg'd thyſelf unmeet 

Of ſuch high argument to treat ; 

"Twas but to try thee that I ſpoke, 

And all I ſaid was but a joke. 

Nor think a joke, Crape, a diſgrace 

Or to my perſon, or my place; 

The wiſeſt of the ſons of men 

Have deign'd to uſe them now and then: 
The only caution, do you ſee, 

Demanded by our dignity, 
From common uſe and men exempt, 

Is, that they may not breed contempt. - 
Great uſe they have, when in the hands 
Of one, like me, who underſtands ; 
Who underſtands the time and place, 
The perſons, manner, and the grace, 
Which fools negle& ; ſo that we find, 

If all the requiſites are join'd, 

From whence a perfect joke muſt ſpring, 
A joke's a very ſerious thing. 

But to our bufineſs—My defign, 

Which gave ſo rough a ſhock to thine, 

To my capacity is made 

As ready as a fraud in trade, 

Which like broad-cloth, Jean, with eaſe, 
Cut out in any ſhape I pleaſe. 

Some, in my circumſtance, ſome few, 
Aye, and thoſe men of genius too, 

Cod men, who, without love or hate, 
Whether they early riſe or late, 
With names uncrack'd, and credit ſound, 
Riſe worth a hundred thouſand pound, 
By threadbare ways and means would try 

To bear their point; ſo will not J. 
New methods ſhall my wiſdom fing 
To ſuit theſe matters to my mind, : 
So that the infidels at court, 

Who make our City Wits their ſport, 

Shall hail the honours of my reign, 

And own that Dullman bears a brain. 

Some, in my place, to gain their ends, 
Would give relations up, and friends; 
Would lend a wife, who they might ſwear 
Safely, was none the worſe for wear; 
Would fee a daughter, yet a maid, 

Into a Stateſman's arms betray'd ; 
Nay, ſhould the girl prove coy, nor know 
What daughters to a father owe, 
Sooner than ſchemes ſo nobly plann'd 
Should fail, themſelves would lend a hand ; 
Would vgte on one fide, whilt a brother, 
Properly taught, would vote on t'other ; 
Would ev'ry petty band forget; 
The public eye be with one ſet, 
In private with a ſecond herd, 
And be by proxy with a third ; 
Would (like a Queer, of whom I read 
The other day name is fled 
In a book (where, together bound, 
Whittington and his Cat I found, 
A tale moſt true, and free from art, 
Which all Lord-Mayors ſhould have by heart) 
A Queen (O might thoſe days begin 

when Queens would learn to ſpin) 


Who wrought, and wrought, but for ſame plot, 
The cauſe of which I've now forgot, 
During the abſence of the ſun 
Undid what ſhe by day had done) 
Whilſt they a double viſage wear, 
What's ſworn by day, by night unſwear. 
Such be their arts, and ſuch perchance 
May happily their ends advance : 
From a new ſyſtem mine ſhall ſpring, 
A Leocum-Tenens is the thing. 
That's your true plan.—To obligate 
The preſent Miniſters of State, 
My /4adoww ſhall our Court approach, 
And bear my pow'r, and have my coach ; 
My fine ſtate coach, ſuperb to view, 
A fine ſtate coach, and paid for too; 
To curry favour, and the grace 
Obtain, of thoſe who're out of place: 
In the mean time /—that's to ſay— 
I proper, I myſelf—here ſtay. 
Fr hold — perhaps unto the nation, 
ho hate the Scot's adminiſtration, 
To lend my coach may ſeem to be 
Declaring for the Miniſtry ; 
For where the City- coach is, there 
Is the true eſſence of the Mayor: 
Therefore ( for wiſe men are intent 
Evils at diſtance to prevent, 
Whilit fools the evils firſt endure, 
And then are plagu'd to ſeek a cure) 
No coach—a horſe—and free from fear 
To make our Deputy appear, 
Faſt on his back ſhall he be tied, 
With two grooms marching by his fide : 
Then for a horſe—thro? all the land. 
To head our folemn City-band, 
Can any one ſo fit be found, 
As he, who in Arti/ry-ground, - 
Without a rider, noble fight, 
Led on our braveſt, troops to fight. 
But firſt, Crape, for my honour's ſake, 
A tender point, enquiry make 
About that horſe, if the diſpute 
Is ended, or is till in ſuit. 
For whilſt a cauſe (obſerve this plan 
Of juſtice) whether 4crſe or man 
The parties be, remains in doubt, 
Till 'tis determin'd out and out, 
That pow'r muſt tyranny appear, 
And weak faint judges over-awe 
To bias the free courſe of law. 
You have my wilk—now quickly run, 
And take care that my will be done. 
In public, Crape, you muſt appear, 
Whilſt I in privacy fit here; 
Here ſhall great Dullman ſit alone, 
Making this elbow- chair my throne, 
And you, performing what I bid, 
Do all s As if I nothing did. 
Crape heard, and ſpeeded on his way; 
With him to hear was to obey. 
Not without trouble, be aſſur d, 
A xy was procur d 
— (ch infamous intent, 
And ſuch a Lord to repreſent ; 
Nor could one have been found at aH 


W t' other fide of London-wall, 


— 
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The trumpet ſounds ——folergn and flow 
Behold the grand proceſſion go, 
All moving on, cat after kind. 

As if for motion ne er deſign d. 

Conſtables, whom the laws admit 
To keep the peace by breaking it; 
Beadles, who hold the ſecond place 
By virtue of a filver mace, 

Which ev'ry Saturday is drawn, 
For uſe of Sunday, out of pawn ; 
Treaſurers, who with empty key 
Secure an empty Treaſury ; 

, Churchwwardens, who their courſe purſue 
In the ſame Rate, as to their pew 
Churcheoardens of Saint Marg'ret go, 
Since Peirſon taught them pride and ſhow, 
Who in ſhort tranſient pomp appear, 
Like Almanacks chang'd ev'ry year, 
Behind whom, with unbroken Jocks, 
Charity carries the Poor's Box, 

Not knowing that with private keys 
They ope and ſhut it when they pleaſe ; 
Owerjeers, who by frauds enſure 

The heavy curſes of the poor; 

Unclean came flocking, Bulls and Bears, 
Like beaſts into the ark, by pairs. 

Portentous flaming in the van 

$talk's the Profeſſor Sheridan: 
A man of wire, a mere Pantine, 
A downright animal machine. 

He knows alone in proper mode 

. How to take vengeance on an Ode, 

And how to butcher Ammon's ſon 
And poor Jact Dryden both in one. 
On all occaſions next the Chair 

He ſtands for ſervice of the Mayor, 
And to inſtru him how to uſe 
His a's and 6's, and p's and g's. 
O'er /etters, into tatters worn, 

O'er ſpl/abler, defac'd and torn, 
Oer <vords disjointed, and o'er ſenſe 
Left deſtitute of all defence, 

He ftrides, and all the way he goes, 


Wades, deep in blood, o'er Criſs-Croſs-Roxvs. 


Before him, ev'ry Conſonant 
In agonies is ſeen to pant; 
Behind, in forms not to be known, 
"The ghoſts of tortur'd Vel groan. 
Next Hart and Duke, well worthy grace 
And City favour, came in place. 
No children can their toils engage, 
Their toils are turn'd to rev*rend age. 
When a Couurt-Dame, to grace his brows 
Reſoly d, is wed to City ſpouſe, 
Their aid with Madam's aid mutt join 
The aukward dotard to refine, 
And teach, whence trueſt glory flowe, 
Grave Sixty to turn out his toes. 
Each bore in hand a kit, and each 
To ſhew how fit he was to teach 
A Cit, an Alderman, a Mayor, 
Led in a ſtring a dancing bear. 
Since the revival of Fingal, 

Cuſtom, and Cuſtom's all in all, 
Commands that we ſhould have regard. 

On all high ſeaſons, to the Bard. 
Great acts like theſe, by vulgar tongue 
Profan'd, ſhould not be faid, but fung. 


This place to fill, renown'd in fame, 

The high and mighty Lockman * came; 

And, ne'er forgot in Dullman's reign, 

With proper order to maintain 

The wunifermity of pride, 

Brought brother Whitehead by his fide. 
On horfe, who proudly paw'd the ground, 

And caft his fiery eye-balls round, 

Snorting, and champing the rude bit, 

As if, for warlike purpoſe fit, 

His high and gen'rous blood diſdain's 

To be for ſports and paſtimes rein d, 

Great Dymock, in his glorious ſtation, 

Paraded at the Coronation. 

Not fo our City Dymock came, 

Heavy, diſpirited, and tame; 

No mark of ſenſe, his eyes half-clos'd. 

He on a mighty dray-hor/e doz'd. 

Fate never could a horſe provide 

So fit for ſuch a man to ride ; 

Nor find a man, with ſtricteſt care, 

So fit for ſuch a horſe-to bear. : 

Hung round with inſtruments of death 

The fight of him would ſtop the breath. 

Of braggart Cowardice, and make 

The very Court Dr. quake. 

Wich dirks, which, in the hands of ſpite, 

Do their damn'd buſineſs in the night, 

From Scotland ſent, but here diſplay'd 

Only to fill up the parade; 

With zoords, unfleſh d, of maiden hue, 

Which rage or valour never drew; 

With blunderbufſes, taught to ride, 

Like pocket piſtols, by his fide, 

In girdle ſtuck, he ſeem's to be 

A little moving armory. 

One thing much wanting to complete 

The ſight, and make a pertect treat, 

Was, that the horſe (a courteſy 

In horſes found of high degree) 

Inſtead of going forward on, 

All the way backward ſhould have gone. 

Horſes, unleſs they breeding lack, 

Some ſcruple make to turn their back, 

Tho' riders, which plain truth declares,. 

No ſcruple make of turning theirs. 
Far, far apart from all the reſt, 

Fit only for a ſtanding jeſt, 

The independent (can you get 

A better ſuited epithet) 

The independent Amyand came, 

All burning with the ſacred flame 

Of Liberty, which well he knows 

On the great ſtock. of Slav'ry, grows. 

Like Sparrow, who, depriv'd of mate 

Snatch'd by the cruel hand of Fate, 

From ſpray to ſpray no more will hop, 

But fits alone on the houſe-top, . 

Or like himſelf, when all alone 

At Croydon, he was heard to groan, 

L'fcing both hands in the defence 

Of Intereſt and Common-Senſe ; * 

Both hands, for as no other man 

Adopted and purſu'd his plan, 


* John Lockman, Secretary to the Britiſh Herrin; 
Fiſher), Author of Many Poems, and 


Tranſlator of ſeveral works from the French. 


r PHERRSRIAISGSSCTOCSCGCCS CAT é . ⁰Ü W — 


298 


— 


* 


CHURCHILL'S POEM 8: 57 


The left- hand had been loneſome quite, 
If he had not held up the righr. 
Apart he came, and fix d us eyes 


With rapture on a diſtant prize, 


On which in letters worthy note, 
There “ Twenty Thouſand Pounds“ was wrote: 
Falſe trap, for credit ſapp'd is found 


By getting twenty thouſand pound. 


Nay, look not thus on me, and ſtare, 
Doubting the certainty.—To ſwear 
In ſuch a caſe I ſhould be loth— 
But Perry Cuſt “ may take his oath. 
In plain and decent garb array'd, 

With the prim quaker Fraud came Trade 
Connivance to improve the plan, 
Habited like a Jury-man, 

udging as in prevails, : 

ame next with meaſures, weights, and ſcales j 
Extortion next, of helliſh race, 
A cub moſt darnn'd, to ſhew his face 
Forbid by fear, but not by ſhame, - 
Turn'd to a Few, like came; 
Corruption, Midas-like, behold 
Turning whate'er ſhe touch'd to gold; 
Impotence led by Luſt, and Pride 
Strutting with Ponton by her fide z . 
Hypocriſy, demure and ſad, 
In garments of the Prieſthood clad, 
So well diſguis'd, that you might ſwear, 
Deceiv'd, a very Prieſt was there 
Bankruptcy, full of eaſe and health, 
And wallowing in wvel/-ſav'd wealth, 
Came ſneering thro' a ruin'd band, 
And bringing B in her hand; 
Victory hanging down her head, 
Waz by a Highland Rallion led ; 
Peace, cloth d in fables, with a face 
Which witneſs'd ſenſe of huge diſgrace, 
Which ſpake a deep and rooted ſhame 
Both of herſelf and of her name, 
Mourning creeps on, and bluſhing feels 
War, grim War treading on her heels ; 
Pale Credit, ſhaken by the arts : 
Of men with bad heads and worſe hearts, 
Taking no notice of a band 
Which near her were ordain'd to ſtand, 
Well nigh deftroy'd by ſickly fit, 
Look'd wiſtful all around for Pitt; 
Freedom—at that moſt hallow'd name 
My ſpirits mount into a flame, 
Each pulſe beats high, and each nerve trains 
Een to the cracking; thro' my veins 
The tides of life more rapid run, 
And tell me I am Freedom's ſon 
Freedom came next, but ſcarce was ſeen, 
When the ſky, which appear'd ſerene 
And gay before, was overcaſt ; 
Horror beſtrode a foreign blaſt, 
And from the priſon of the North, 
To Freedom deadly, ſtorms burſt forth. 

A car like thoſe, in which, we're told, 

Our wild forefathers warr'd of old, 
Loaded with death, fix horſes bear 
Throꝰ the blank region of the air. 
Too fierce for time or art to tame, 
They pour d forth mingled ſmoke and flame 


* See North Briton, Vol. III. 
VOL. Vis. | 


From their wide noſtrils; ev'ry ſteed 
Was of that ancient ſavage breed 
Which fell Geryon nurs'd ; their food 
TheAleſh of man, their drink his blood. 
On the firſt horſes, ill-match'd pair, 
This fat and ſleek, that lean and bare, 
Came ill-match'd riders fide by fide, 
And Poverty was yok'd with Pride. 
Union moſt ſtrange it muſt appear, 
Till other unions make it clear. 
Next, in the gall of bitterneſs, 
Wich rage which words can Ill expreſs, 
With unforgiving rage, which ſprings 
From a falſe zeal for holy things, 
Wearing ſuch robes as prophets weary 
Falſe prophet's placed in Peter's chair; 
On which, in characters of fire, 
Shapes antic, horrible and dire, 
Inwoven flam'd ; where to the view, 7 
In groups appear'd a rabble crew | 
Of ſainted devils where all round 
Vile reliques of vile men were found, 
Who, worſe than devils, from the birth 
Perform'd the work of hell on earth, 
Jugglers, Inquiſitors, and Popes, 
Pointing at axes, wheels, and ropes, 
And engines, fram'd on horrid plan, 
Which none but the deftroyer Man * 
Could, to promote his ſelfiſh views, 
Have heads to make, or hearts to uſe 3 
Bearing, to conſecrate her tricks, 
In her left-hand a Crucifix, 
Remembrance of our dying Lord, 
And in her right a twvo-edg'd frvord ; 
Having her brows, in impious ſports 
Adorn'd with words of high import, 
On earth Peace among ſt men, Good-will, 
Love bearing, and forbearing ſtill, 
All wrote in the heart*s-blocd of thoſe 
Who rather death than falſehood choſe ; 
On her breaſt (where in days of yore, 
When God lov'd Fewws, the High-prieſt wore 
Thoſe oracles which were decreed 
T' inſtruct and guide the choſen ſeed) 
Having with glory clad and ſtrength, 
The Virgin pictur'd at full /ength, 
Whilſt at her feet, in ſmall pourtray'd, 
As ſcarce worth notice, Chriſt was laid; 
Came Superſtition fierce and fell, 
An imp deteſted, e'en in hell; 


Her eye inflam'd, her face all o'er 


Foully beſmear'd with human gore, 

O'er heaps of mangled Saints ſhe rode ; 
Faſt at her heels Death proudly ſtrode, 
And grimly ſmil'd, well-pleas'd to ſee 
Such havock of mortality. . 

Cloſe by her fide, on miſchief bent, N 
And urging on each bad intent 
To its full bearing, ſavage, wild, 

The mother fit of ſuch a child, 
Striving the empire to advance 
Of fin and death, came Ignorance. 

With looks, where dread command was plac'd, 
And ſov'reign pow'r by pride diſgrac'd, 
Where loudly, witneſſing a mind 
Of ſavage more than human kind, 

Not chuſing to be lov'd, but fear d, 


Mocking at right, Miſrule appear'd. 
I 
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With eyeballs glaring fiery red 
Enough to ſtrike beholders dead, 
Gnaſhing his teeth, and in a flood 
Pouring corruption forth and blood 
From his chaf*d jaws ; without remorſe 
Whipping, and ſpurring on his horſe, 
Whoſe fides, in their own blood embay'd, 
E'en tothe bone were open laid, 

Came Tyranny ; diſdaining awe, 

And trampling over Senſe and Lav. 
One thing and only one he knew, 

One object only would purſue, 

Tho? leſs (fo low doth paſſion bring) 
'Than man, he would be more than King, 

With ev'ry argument and art 

Which might corrupt the head and heart, 
Soothing the frenzy of his mind, 
Companion meet, was Flatt'ry join'd. 
Winning his carriage, ev'ry look 
Fmploy'd, whilſt it conceal'd a hook ; 
When ſimple moſt, moſt to be fear'd ; 
Moſt crafty when no craft appear d; 
His tales no man like him could tell, 
His words, which melted as they fell, 
Might e'en a hypocrite deceive, 

And make an infidel believe, 
Wantonly cheating o'er and o'er 

Thoſe who had cheated been before : 
Such Flatt'ry came in evil hour, 

Pois' ning the royal ear of pow'r, 

And, grown by preſtitution great, 
Would be firſt Miniſter of State. 

Wichin the chariot, all alone, 

High ſeated on a kind of throne, 
With pebbles grac'd, a figure came, 


Whom Juſtice would, but dare not, name. 


Hard times when huſtice, without fear, 
Dare not bring forth to public ear 

The names of thoſe, who dare offend, 
*Gainſt Juſtice, and pervert her end: 
But, if the Muſe afford me grace, 
Deſcription ſhall ſupply the place. 

In foreign garments he was clad : 

| Sage ermine o'er the gloſly plaid 

Caſt rev'rend honour ; on his heart, 
Wrought by the curious hand of art, 
In filver wrought, and brighter far 
Than heav*nly or than earthly ftar, 
Shone a White Reſe, the emblem dear 
Of him he ever muſt revere ; 

Of that dread Lord, who with his hoſt 
Of faithful native rebels loſt, 

Like thoſe black ſpirits doom'd to hell, 
At once from pow'r and virtue fell; 
Around his clouded brows was plac'd 
A bonnet, moſt ſuperbly grac'd 

With mighty t4ifes, nor forgot 

The ſacred motto, Touch me not. 

In the right hand a ſword he bore 
Harder than adamant, and more 
Fatal than winds, which from the mouth 
Of the rough North invade the South: 
The reeking blade to view preſents - 
The blobd of helpleſs innocents ; 

And on the hilt, as meek become 
As lambs before the ſhearers dumb, 
With downcaſt eye, and ſolemn ſhow 
Of deep unutterable woe, 
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Mourning the time when Freedom reign'd, 
Faſt to a rock was Juſtice chain'd. 

In his left-hand, in wax impreſt, 

With bells and gewgaws idly dreſt, 

An image, caſt in baby mould, 


He held, and ſeem'd overjoy'd to hold. 


On this he fix'd his eyes, to this 

Bowing he gave the loyal kiſs, 

And, for rebellion fully ripe, 

Seem'd to deſire the Antitype. 

What if to that Pretender's foes 

His greatneſs, nay, his life he owes, 

Shall common obligations bind, 

And ſhake his conſtancy of mind ? 

Scorning ſuch weak and petty chains, 

Faithful to James he ſtill remains, 

Tho' he the friend of George appear: 

Difſmulation's Virtue here. 

8 and mean, he with a frown 
ould awe, and keep all merit down, 

Nor would to Truth and Juſtice bend, 

Unleſs out-bullied by his friend: 

Brave with the coward, with the brave 

He is himſelf” a coward ſlave ; 

Aw'd by his fears, he has no heart 

To take a great and open part; 

Mines in a ſubtle train he ſprings, 

And, ſecret, ſaps the ears of kings; 

But not e'en there continues firm 

Gainſt the reſiſtance of a worm: 

Born in a country, here the will 

Of one is law to all, he ſtill 

Retain'd th* infection, with full aim 

To ſpread it whereſoe'er he came 

Freedom he hated, Lav defied, 

The proſtitute of pow'r and pride: 

Law he with eaſe explains away, 

And leads bewilder'd Senſe aftray 

Much to the credit of his brain 

Puzzles the cauſe he can't maintain, 

Proceeds on moſt familiar grounds, 
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Talents of rareſt ſtamp and ſize, 

To Nature falſe, he miſapplies, 

And turns to poiſun what was ſent 

For purpoſes of nouriſhment. 

Paleneſs, not ſuch as on his wings 

The meſſenger of ſickneſs brings, 

But ſuch as takes its coward riſe 

From conſcious baſeneſs, conſcious vice, 


. | O'erſpread his cheeks; Diſdain and Pride, 


To upſtart fortunes ever tied, 

Scowl'd on his brow ; within his eye, 
Infidious, lurking like a ſpy 

To Caution principled by Fear, 

Not daring open to appear, 

Lodg'd covert Miſchief 3 Paſſion hung 
On his lip quiv'ring ; on his tongue 
Fraud dwelt at large; within his breaſt 
All that makes Villain found a neft, 


All that, on hell's compleateſt — 
man. 


E'er join'd to damn the heart o 
Soon as the car reach'd land, he roſe, 
And with a look which might have froze 


Had hearts been made of ſterner ſtuff 
In cities than elſewhere, to make 
The very ſtouteſt quail and quake, 


And, where he can't convince, confounds ; 


The heart's beſt blood, which was enough, - 
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He caſt his baleful eyes around, 
Fix'd without motion to the ground, 
Fear waiting on ſurprize, all ſtood, 
And horror chill'd their curdled blood : 
No more they thought of pomps no more 
(For they had ſeen his face before) 
Of Law they thought ; the cauſe forgot, 
Whether it was or Ghoſt, or Plot, 
Which drew them there. They all ſtood more, 
Like ſtatues than they were before. 

What could be done? Could art, could force, 
Or both direct a proper courſe 
To make this ſavage monſter tame, 
Or ſend him back the way he came ? 
What neitherart, nor force, nor both 
Could do, a Lord of foreign growth, 
A Lord to that baſe wretch allied © 
In country, not in vice and pride, 
Effected: from the ſelf-ſame land, 
(Bad news for our blaſpheming band 
Of ſcribblers, but deſerving note) 
The poiſgn came, and antidote. 
Abaſh'd the monſter hung his head; 
And like an empty viſion fled ; 
His train, like virgin ſnows which run, 
Kiſs'd by the burning bawdy ſun, 
To loveſick ſtreams, difloly'd in air; 
Joy, who from abſence ſeem'd more fair, 
Came ſmiling, freed from laviſh awe ; 
Loyalty, Liberty, and Law, 
Impatient of the galling chain, 
And yoke of pow'r, reſum'd their reign 3 
And burning with the glorious flame 
Of public virtue, Mansfield came. 


* 


END OF THE GHOST. 


THE 


CONFERENCE. 
RACE ſaid in form, which Sceptics muſt 


agree, 
When they are told that grace was ſaid by, me; 
The ſervants gone, to break the ſcurvy jeſt 
On the proud landlord, and his threadbare gueſt ; 
The King gone round, my Lady too withdrawn, 
My Lord, in uſual taſte, began to yawn, 
And lolling backward in his elbow-chair, 
With an inſipid kind of ſtupid ſtare, 
Picking his teeth, twirling his ſeals about 
Churchill, you have a poem coming out. 
You've my beſt wiſhes ; but I really fear 
Your Muſe in general is too ſevere ; 
Her ſpirit ſeems her int'reſt to oppoſe, 
And where the one friend, makes twenty 


foes. 
C. OT fears are juſt, I feel their 
e 
But only foel it as a thing of courſe. 


The man whoſe hardy ſpirit ſhall engage 
To laſh the vices of a guilty age, 
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At his fir& ſetting forward ought to know, 
That ev'ry rogue he meets muſt be his foe 3 
That the rude breath of ſatire will provoke* 
Many who feel, and more who fear the ſtroke. 
But ſhall the partial rage of ſelfiſh men 
From ſtubborn juſtice wrench the righteous pen, 
Or ſhall I not my ſettled courſe purſue, 
Becauſe my foes are foes to Virtue too ? 
L. What is this boaſted Virtue, taught in Schools, 
And idly drawn from antiquated rules ? | 


What is her uſe ? Point out one wholeſome end: 


Will ſhe hurt foes, or can ſhe make a friend ? 
When from long faſts fierce appetites ariſe, . 
Can this ſame Virtue ſtifle Nature's cries ? 

Can ſhe the pittance of a meal afford, 

Or bid thee welcome to one great man's board ? 
When northern winds the rough December arm 
With froſt and ſnow, can Virtue keep thee warm 
Can'ſt thou diſmiſs the hard unfeeling dun 
Barely by ſaying, Thou art Virtue's fon ? 

Or by baſe blund'ring ſtateſmen ſent to jail, 
Will Mansfield take this Virtue for thy bail ? 
Believe it not, the name is in diſgrace, 

Virtue and Temple now are out of place. 

Quit then this meteor, whole deluſive ray 
From wealth and honour leads thee far aſtray. 
True Virtue means, let Reaſon uſe her eyes, 
Nothing with fools, and int'reft with the wiſe. 
Would'| thou be great, her patronage diſclaim, 
Nor madly triumph in ſo mean a name: 

Let nobler wreaths thy happy brows adorn, 

And leave to Virtue poverty and ſcorn. 
Let Prudence be thy guide; who doth not know 
How ſeldom Prudence can with Virtue go ? 

To be ſucceſsful try thy utmoſt force, 

And Virtue follows as a thing of courſe. 

Hirco, who knows not Hirco ? ſtains the bed 
Of that kind maſter who firſt gave him bread, 
Scatters the ſeeds of diſcord thro the land, 
Breaks ev'ry public, ev'ry private band, 

Beholds with joy a truſting friend undone, 
Betrays a brother, and would cheat a ſon : 
What mortal in his ſenſes can endure 
The name of Hirco for the wretch is poor ! 
Let him hang, drown, ſtarve, on a dunghill rot, 
c By all deteſted live, and die forgot; 
Let him, a poor return, in ev'ry breath 
% Feel all death's pains, yet be whole years in 
death. 
Is now the gen ral cry we all purſue : 
Let Fortune change, and Prudence changes too; 
Supple and pliant a new ſyſtem feels, 
Throws up her cap, and ſpaniels at his heels; 
Long live great Hirco, cries, by int'reſt taught, 
And let his foes, tho' I prove one, be nought. 
C. Peace to ſuch men, if ſuch men can have 


peace, 
Let their poſſeſſions, let their ſtate increaſe 
Let their baſe ſervices in Courts ſtrike root, 
And in the ſeaſon bring forth golden fruit ; 
I envy not : let thoſe who have the will, 
And, with ſo little ſpirit, ſo much ſkill, 
With ſuch vile inſtruments their fortunes carve 
Rogues may grow fat, an honeſt man dares ſtarve. 
L. Theſe ftale conceits thrown off, let us ad- 
vance | 
For once to real life, and quit romance, 
12 


Nett one, who dares to act on ſuch a plan. 


Which nor proſperity nor time can heal, 
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Starve ! pretty talking! but 1 fain would view 
That man, that honeſt man, would do it too. 
Hence to yon mountain which outbraves the ſky, 
And dart from pole to pole thy ſtrengthen'd eye, 
Thro' all that ſpace you ſhall not view one man, 


Cowards in calms will ſay, what in a ſtorm 
The brave will tremble at, and not perform. 
Thine be the proof, and, ſpite of all you've faid, 
You'd give your honour for a cruſt of bread. 
C. 3 proof might do what hunger might ef- 
& 


= » 
What famiſh'd Nature, looking with neglect 
On all ſhe once held dear, what fear, at ttrife 
With fainting Virtue for the means of life, 
Might make this coward fleſh, in love with breath, 
Shudd* ring at pain, and ſhrinking back from death 
In treaſon to my ſoul, deſcend to bear, 
Truſting to Fate, I neither know nor care. 

Once, at this hour thoſe wounds afreſh I feel, 


Thoſe wounds, which Fate ſeverely hath decreed, 
Mention'd or thought of, muſt for ever bleed, 
Thoſe wounds, which humbled all that pride of 


man, 

Which brings ſuch mighty aid to Virtue's plan; 
Once, awd by Fortune's moſt oppreſſive frown, 

By legal rapine to the earth bow'd down, 

My credit at laſt gaſp, my tate undone, 
Trembling to meet the ſhock I could not ſhun, 
Virtue gave ground, and black deſpair prevail'd ; 
Sinking beneath the ſtorm, my ſpirits fail'd, 
Like Peter's faith ; *till one, a friend indeed, 
May all diſtreſs find ſuch in time of need, 
One kind good man, in act, in word, in thought, 
By Virtue guided, and by Wiſdom taught, 
Image of him whom Chriſtians ſhould adore, 
8 forth his hand, and brought me ſafe to 

e. 

Since, by good fortune into notice rais'd, 
And for ſome little merit largely prais'd, 
Indulg'd in ſwerving from prudential rules, 
Hated by rogues, and not belov'd by fools, 
Plac'd above want, ſhall abject thirſt of wealth 
So fierccly war gainſt my ſoul's deareſt health, 
'That, as a boon, I ſhould baſe ſhackles crave, 
And, born to freedom, make myſelf a ſlave ; 
That I ſhould in the train of thoſe appear, 
Whom Honour cannot love, nor Manhood fear ? 

That I no longer ſkulk from ſtreet to ſtreet, 
Afraid leſt duns aſſail, and bailiffs meet; 
That I from place to place this carcaſe bear, 
Walk forth at large, and wander free as air; 
That I no longer dread the aukward friend, 
Whoſe very obligations muſt offend, 
Nor, all too forward, with impatience burn, 
At ſuff ring fayours which I can't return; 
That, from dependence and from pride ſecure, 
I am not plac'd fo high to ſcorn the poor, 
Not yet ſo low, that I my Lord ſhould fear, 
Or heſitate to give him ſneer for;faeer ; 
That, whilſt ſage Prudence my purſuits confirms, 
I can enjoy the world on equal terms ; 


From the indulgence of the Public riſe ; 

All private patronage my ſoul defies. 

By candour more inclin'd to ſave, than damn, 
A gen'rous PuBL1c made me what I am. 

All that I have, they gave; juſt Mem'ry bears 
The grateful ſtamp, and what I am is theirs. 
L. To feign a red-hot zeal for Freedom's cauſe, 
To mouth aloud for liberties and laws, 

For public good to bellow all abroad, 

Serves well the purpoſes of private fraud. 
Prudence by public good intends her own 

If you mean otherwiſe, you ſtand alone. 
What do we mean by Country and by Court ? 
What is it to Oppoſe, what to Support ? 

Mere words of courſe, and what is more abſurd 
Than to pay homage to an empty word ? 
Majors and Minors differ but in name, 


Patriots and Miniſters are much the ſame ; 


The only diff rence, after all their rout, 

Is, that theone is in, the other out. 

Explore the dark receſſes of the mind, 

In the ſoul's honeſt volume read mankind, 
And own, in wiſe and ſimple, great and ſmall, 
The fame grand leading principle in all. is 
Whate'er we talk of wiſdom to the wiſe, 

Of goodneſs to the good, of public ties 

Which to our country link, of private bands 
Which claim moſt dear attention at our hands, 
For parent and for child, for wife and friend, 
Our firſt great Mover, and our laſt great End, 
Is one, and, by whatever name we call 

The ruling tyrant, Self is all in all. N 
This, which unwilling, Faction ſhall admit, 
Guided in diff rent ways a Bute and Pitt, 
Made Tyrants break, made Kings obſerve the law, 
And gave the world a Stuart and Naſſau. 

Hath Nature (range and wild conceit of pride) 
Diſtinguiſh'd thee from all her ſons beſide ? 
Doth virtue in thy boſom brighter glow, 

Or from a ſpring more pure doth action flow? 
Is not thy foul bound with thoſe very chains 
Which ſhackle us ; or is that Self, which reigns 
O'er kings and beggars, which in all we ſee 


| Moſt ſtrong and ſov'reign, only weak in thee ? 


Fond man, believe it not; experience tells 

Tis not thy virtue, but thy pride rebels. 

Think (and for once lay by thy lawleſs pen) 
Think, and confeſs thyſelf like other men ; 
Think but,one hour, and to thy conſcience led 

By Reaſon's hand, bow down and hang thy head; 
Think on thy private life, recal thy youth, 

View thyſelf now, and own with ſtricteſt truth, 
That Self hath drawn thee from fair Virtue" 


way 

Farther than Folly would have dar'd to tray, 

And that the talents lib'ral Nature gave F 

To make thee free, have made thee more a ſlave. 
Quit then, in prudence quit, that idle train 

Of toys, which have fo long abus'd thy brain, 

And captive led thy pow'rs ; with boundleſs will 

Let Self maintain her ſtate and empire till, 

But let her, with more worthy objects caught, 

Strain all the faculties and force of thought 


That, kind toothers, to myſelf moſt true, "% To things of higher daring ; let her range 


Feeling no want, I comfort thoſe who do, 
And with the will have power to aid diſtreſs: 
Theſe, and what other bleſſings I poſſeſs, 


Thro' better paſtures, and learn how to change; 


Let her, no longer to weak faction tied, 
Wiſely revolt, and join our ſtronger ſide. 


\ 
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C. Ah! what, my Lord, hath private life to do | 
With things of public nature? Why to view 
Would you thus cruelly thoſe ſcenes unfold, 
Which, without pain and horror to behold, 

Muſt ſpeak me ſomething more or leſs than man; 
Which friends may pardon, but I never can ? 
Look back ! a thought which borders on deſpair, 
Which human nature muſt, yet cannot bear. 

"Tis not the babbling of a buſy world, 

Where praiſe and cenſure are at random hurl'd, 
Which can the meaneſt of my thoughts controul, 
Or ſhake one ſettled purpole of my ſoul. 

Free and at large might their wild curſes roam, 

If all, if all, alas ! were well at home. 

No tis the tale which angry Conſcience tells, 
When ſhe with more than tragic horror ſwells 

Each circumſtance of guilt ; when ſtern but true, 
She brings bad actions forth into review; 

And, like the dread hand-writing on the wall, 
Bids late Remorſe awake at Reaſon's call ; 
Arm'd at all points bids ſcorpion Vengeance paſs, 
And to the mind holds up Reflection glaſs ; 
The mind, which ſtarting, heaves the heartzfelt 


groan, 

And hates that form ſhe knows to be her own. 

Enough of this. let private ſorrows reſt— 
As to the Public I dare ſtand the teſt ; 
Dare — boaſt, I feel no wiſh above 
The good of England, and my Country's love. 
Stranger to party -rage, by Reaſon's voice, 
Unerring guide, direQed in my choice, 
Not all the tyrant pow'rs of earth combin'd, 
No, nor of hell, ſhall make me change my mind. 
What! herd with men my honeſt ſoul diſdains, 
Men who, with ſervile zeal, are forging chains 
For Freedom's neck, and lend a helping hand, 
To ſpread deſtruction o'er my native land. 
What! ſhall J not, e'en to my lateſt breath, 
In the full face of danger and of death, 
Exert that little ſtrength which Nature gave, 
And boldly ſtem, or periſh in the wave? 

L. When I look backward for ſome fifty years, 
Acid ſee protefling Patriots turn to Peers; 
Hear men moſt looſe, for decency declaim, 
And talk of character without a name; 
See infidels affert the cauſe of God, 
And meek divines wield perſecution's rod ; 
See men transform'd to brutes, and brutes to men, 
See Whitehead“ take a place, Ralph change his 


pen, 

J mock the zeal, and deem the men in ſport, 
Who rail at Miniſters, and curſe a Court. 
Thee, haughty as thou art, and proud in rime, 

1 ſome preferment, offer'd at a time 
When Virtue ſleeps, ſome ſacrifice to ride, 
Or ſome fair victim, move to change thy fide. 
Thee ſhall theſe eyes behold, to health reſtor'd, 
Uſing, as Prudence bids, bold Satire's ſword, 
Galling thy preſent friends, and praifing thoſe, 
Whom now thy frenzy holds thy greateſt foes. 
C. May I (can worſe diſgrace on manhood fall ?) 
born a Whitehead, and baptiz'd a Paul; 
Ts I (tho? to his ſervice deeply tied 
By ſacred oaths, and now by will allied) 


* Paul Whitehead. 
T James Ralph. See Lord Melcombe's ( Diary.” 
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Wich falſe feign'd zeal an injur'd God defend, 

And uſe his name for ſome baſe private end; 

May I (that thought bids double horrors roll 

O'er my ſick ſpirits, and unmans my foul) 

Ruin the virtue which I held moſt dear, 

And till muſt hold; may I, thro' abje& fear, 

Betray my friend ; may to ſucceeding times, 

Engrav'd on plates of adamant, my crimes 

Stand blazing forth, whilſt mark'd with envious blot, 

Each little act of virtue is forgot; | 

Of all thoſe evils which, to ſtamp men curs'd, 

Hell keeps in tore for vengeance, may the worſt 

Light on my head, andin my day of woe, 

To make the cup of bitterneſs o'erflow, 

May I be ſcorn'd by ev'ry man of worth, 

Wander, like Cain, a vagabond on earth, 

Bearing about a hell in my own mind, 

Or be to Scotland for my life conſin d, 

If I am one among the many known, - 

Whom Shelburne fled, and Calcraft bluſh'd to own. 
L. Do you reflect what men you make your foes ? 
C. I do, and that's the reaſon I oppoſe. 

Friends I have made, whom Envy muſt commend, 

But not one foe, whom I would wiſh a friend. 

What if ten thouſand Butes and Hollands bawl, 

One Wilkes hath made a large amends for all. 

Tis not the title, whether handed down 

From age to age, or flowing from the crown 

In copious ſtreams on recent men, who came 

From ſtems unknown, and fires without a name? 

"Tis not the far, which our great Edward gave 

To mark the virtuous, and reward the brave, 

Blazing without, whilſt a baſe heart within 

Is rotten to the core with filth and fin ; 

Tis not the tinſel grandeur, taught to wait, 

At cuſtom's call, to mark a fool of ſtate 

From fools of leſſer note, that ſoul can awe 

Whoſe Pride is Reaſon, whoſe defence is Law. 

L. Suppoſe (a thing ſcarce poſſible in art, 


Were it thy cue to play a common part 3) 


Suppoſe thy writings ſo well fenc'd in law, 

That Norton I cannot find, nor make a flaw, 

Haſt thou not heard, that mongſt our ancient tribes, 
By party warpt, or lull'd aſleep by bribes, | 

Or trembling at the ruffian hand of Force, 

Law hath ſuſpended ſtood, or chang'd its courſe ? 
Art thou aſſur d, that, for deſtruction ripe, 

Thou may ſt not ſmart beneath the ſelf-ſame gripe ? 
What ſanction haſt thou, frantic in thy rimes, 

Thy life, thy freedom to ſecure ? 


C. The times. 
"Tis not on law, a ſyſtem great and good. 
By wiſdom penn'd, and bought by nobleſt blood, 
My faith relies : by wicked men and vain, 
Law, once abus'd, may be abus'd again.— 
No, on our great Law-giver I depend, 
Who knows and guides her to her proper end ; 
Whoſe royalty of nature blazes out 
So fierce twere fin to entertain a doubt. 
Did tyrant Stuarts now the laws diſpenſe, 
(Bleſt be the hour and hand which ſent them 
hence) 
For ſomething, or for nothing, for a word, 
Or thought, I might be doom'd to death, wnkeard. 


| Sir Fletcher Norton, Attorney-Genaral, 
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Life we might all reſign to lawleſs pow'r, 
Nor think it worth the purchaſe of an hour: 
But Envy ne'er ſhall fix ſo foul a Rain 
On the fair annals of a Brunſwick's reign. 

If, ſlave to party, to revenge, or pride, 
If, by frail human error drawn aſide, 
I break the Law, ſtrict rigour let her wear; 
"Tis her's to puniſh, and tis mine to bear; 
Nor by the voice of Juſtice doom'd to death, 
Would I aſk mercy with my lateſt breath. 
But, anxious only for my Country's good, 
In which my King's, of courſe, is underſtood ; 
Form'd on a plan with ſome few patriot friends, 
Whilſt by juſt means I aim at nobleſt ends, 
My ſpirits cannot fink ; tho from the tomb 
Stern Jeffries ſhould be plac'd in Mansfield's room; 
Tho' he ſhould bring, his baſe deſigns to aid, 
Some black Attorney, for his purpoſe made, 
And ſhove, whilſt Decency and Law retreat, 
The modeſt Norton from his maiden ſeat ; 
Tho? both, in ill confed'rates, ſhould agree, 
In damned league, to torture law and me, 
Whilſt George is King, I cannot fear endure ; 
Not to be guilty, is to be ſecure. 

But when, in after-times, (be far remov'd 
'That day) our monarch, glorious and belov'd, 
Sleeps with his fathers, ſhould imperious Fate, 

In vengeance, with freſh Stuarts curſe our ſtate 3 

Should they, o'erleaping ev'ry fence of law, 

Butcher the brave to keep tame fools in awe 

Should they, by brutal and oppreſſive force, 

Divert ſweet Juſtice from her even courſe ; 

Should they, of ev'ry other means bereft, 

Make my right-hand a witneſs gainſt my left ; 

Should they, abroad by Inquiſitions taught, 

Search out my ſoul, and damn me for a thought ; 

Still would 1 keep my courſe, fill ſpeak, ſtill 
write, 

Till death had plung'd me in the ſhades of night. 

Thou God of Truth, thou great, all-ſearching 

eye, 
To i our thoughts, our ſpirits open lie, 
Grant me thy ſtrength, and in that needful hour, 
(Should it e'er come) when Law ſubmits to Pow'r, 
With firm reſolve my ſteady boſom ſteel, 
Bravely to ſuffer, tho? I deeply feel. 
Let me, as hitherto, ſtill draw my breath, 
In love with life, but not in fear of death ; 
And, if Oppreſſion brings me to the grave, 
And marks me dead, ſhe ne'er ſhall mark a ſlave. 
Let no unworthy marks of grief be heard, 
No wild laments, not one unſeemly word; 
Let ſober triumphs wait upon my bier, 
J won't forgive that friend whogrops one tear, 
Whether he's raviſh'd in life's early morn, 
Or, in old age, drops like an ear of corn, 
Full ripe he falls, on Nature's nobleſt plan, 
Who lives to Reaſon, and who dies a Man. 


END OF THE CONFERENCE, 


' 


THE 


AMMO TEMSED KK 


A the man, whom Fate ordains in 
pite, 

And cruel parents teach, to Read and Write ! 
What need of letters ? Wherefore ſhould we ſpell ? 
Why write our names ? A mark will do as well, 
Much are the precious hours of youth miſ-ſpent, 
In climbing Learning's rugged ſteep aſcent ; 
When to the top the bold adventurer's got, 

He reigns, vain monarch, o'er a barren ſpot, 
Whilſt in the wale of Ignorance below, 

Folly and Vice to rank luxuriance grow; 
Honours and wealth pour in on ev'ry fide, 

And proud Preferment rolls her golden tide. 

O'er crabbed authors life's gay prime to waſte, 
To cramp wild genius inthe chains of taſte, 

To bear the ſlaviſh drudgery of ſchools, 

And tamely ſtoop to ev'ry pedant's rules, 

For ſeven long years debarr'd of lib'ral eaſe, 

To plod in college trammels to degrees, 

Beneath the weight of ſolemn toys to groan, 

Sleep over books, and leave mankind unknown ; 
To praiſe each ſenior blockhead's thread-bare tale, 
And laugh till reaſon bluſh, and ſpirits fail, 
Manhood with vile ſubmiſſion to diſgrace, 

And cap the fool, whoſe merit is his place; 
Vice-Chancellors, whoſe knowledge is but ſmall, 
And Chancellors, who nothing know at all: 
I1l-brook'd the gen'rous ſpirit in thoſe days 
When learning was the certain road to praiſe, 
When nobles, with a love of ſcience bleſs'd, 
Approv'd in others what themſelves poſſeſs d. 

But now, when Dullneſs rears aloft her throne, 
When Lordly vaſſals her wide empire own, 
When Wit, ſeduc'd by Envy, ſtarts afide, 


| And baſely leagues with Ignorance and Pride, 


hat nv ſhould tempt us, by falſe hopes miſled, 
Learning's unfaſhionable paths to tread ; 

To bear thoſe labours, which our fathers bore, 
That crown with-held, which they in triumph wore? 
When with much pains this boaſted learning's got, 
"Tis an affront to thoſe who have it not. 

In ſome it cauſes hate, in others fear, 

Inſtructs our foes to rail, our friends to ſneer. 
With prudent haſte the worldly-minded fool 
Forgets the little which he learn'd at ſchool ; 

The elder brother, to vaſt fortunes born, 

Looks on all ſcience with an eye of ſcorn ; 
Dependent brethren the ſame features wear, 

And younger ſons are ſtupid as the heir, 

In Senates, at the Bar, in Church and State, 
Genius is vile, and Learning out of date. 

Is this—O death to think ! is this the land 
Where Merit and Reward went hand in hand, 
Where heroes, parent-like, the Poet view'd, 
By whom they ſaw their glorious deeds renew'd ; 
Where Poets, true to honaur, tun'd their lays, 
And by their patron ſanctify'd their praiſe ? 

Is this the land, where, on our Spenſer's tongue, 
Enamour'd of his voice, deſcription hung; 
Where Jonſon rigid gravity beguil'd, 

Whilſt Reaſon thro? her critic fences ſmil'd ; 
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Where Nature liſt'ning ſtood, whit, Shakeſpeare | 


play. d, 

And wonder d at the work herſelf had made? 
Is this the land, where, mindful of her charge 
And office high, fair Freedom walk'd at large; 


Where, finding in our laws a ſure defence, 


She mock d at all reſtraints, but thoſe of ſenſeg 


Where Health and Honour trooping by her ſidey___ * 
ſpread her ſacred empire far and wide 12 
Pointed the way Affliction to beguile, * 
And bade the face of Sorrow wear a ſmile; 
Bade thoſe, who dare obey the gen rous call, 
Enjoy her bleſſings, which God meant for all? 
Is this the land, where in ſome tyrant's reign, 
When a <veak, wicked, miniſterial train, 
The tools of pow'r, the ſlaves of int'reſt, plann'd 
Their Country's ruin, and with bribes unmann'd 
Thoſe wretches, who, ordain'd jn Freedom's cauſe, 
Gave up their liberties, and fold our laws ; 
When Pow'r was taught by Meanneſs where to go, 
Nor dar'd to love the virtue of a foe ; 
When, like a lep'rous plague, from the foul head 
To the foul heart her ſores Corruption ſpread, 
Her iron arm when ſtern Oppreſſion rear'd, 
And Virtue, from her broad baſe ſhaken, fear'd 
The ſcourge of Vice; when, impotent and vain, 
Poor Freedom bow'd the neck to Slavery's chain 
Is this the land, where in thoſe worſt of times, 
The hardy Poet rais'd his honeſt rimes 
To dread rebuke, and bade controulment ſpeak 
In guilty bluſhes on the villain's cheek, 
Bade pow'r turn pale, kept mighty rogues in awe, 
And made them fear the Muſe, who fear'd not Law ? 
How do I laugh, when men of narrow ſouls, 
Whom folly guides, and prejudice controuls ; 
Who, one dull drowſy track of buſineſs trod, 
Worſhip their Mammon and negle& their God; 
Who, breathing by one muſty ſet of rules, 
Dote from the birth, and are by ſyſtem fools ; 
Who, form'd to dullneſs from their very youth, 
Lies of the day prefer to Goſpel truth, 
Pick up their little knowledge from Reviews, 
And lay out all their ſtock of faith in news: 
How do I laugh, when creatures, form'd like theſe, 
Whom Reaſon ſcorns, and I ſhould bluſh to pleaſe, 
Rail at all lib'ral arts, deem verſe a crime, 
And hold not truth as truth, if told in rime ? 
How do I laugh, when Publius, hoary groan 
In zeal for Scotland's welfare and his own, 
By ſlow degrees, and courſe of office, drawn 
In mood and figure at the helm to yawn, 
Too mean (the worſt of curſes Heav'n can ſend) 
To have a foe, too proud to have a friend, 
Erring by form, which blockheads ſacred hold, 
Ne'er making new faults, and ne'er mending old, 
Rebukes my ſpirit, bids the daring Muſe 
Subjects more equal to her weakneſs chuſe ; 
Bids her frequent the haunts of humble ſwains, 
Nor dare to traffick in ambitious ſtraine; 
Bids her, indulging the poetic whim 
In quaint-wrought Ode, or Sonnet pertly trim, 
Along the church-way path complain with Gray, 
Or dance with Maſon on the firſt of May ? 
All ſacred is the name and pow'r of Kings, 
All States and Stateſmen are thoſe mighty things 
* Which, howſoe'er they out of courſe may roll, 
Were never made for Poets to controul. 


Peace, peace, thou dotard, nor thus vilely deem 
Of ſacred numbers, and their pow'r blaſpheme : 
I tell thee, wretch, ſearch all creation round, 
In earth, in heav*n, no ſubject can be found 
(Our God alone except) above whoſe weight 
The Poet cannot riſe, and hold his tate. 
The bleſſed Saints above in numbers ſpeak 
The praiſe of God, tho” there all praiſe is weak; 
In numbers here below the Bard ſhall teach 
Virtue to ſoar beyond the villains reach ; 


— Shall tear his lab'ring lungs, ſtrain his hoarſe throat, 


And raiſe his voice beyond the trumpet's note, 
Should an affiifted Country, aw'd by men 
Of laviſh principles, demand his pen. 

This is a great, a glorious point of view, 
Fit for an Engliſh Poet to purſue, 

Undaunted to purſue, tho' in return, 

His writings by the common hangman burn. 

How do I laugh, when men, by fortune plac'd 
Above their betters, and by rank difgrac'd, 

Who found their pride on titles which they tain, 

And, mean themſelves, are of their fathers vain; 

Who would a bill of privilege prefer, 

And treat a Poet like a creditor, 

The gen'rous ardour of the Muſe condemn, 

And curſe the ftorm they know muſt break on them. 

«« What, ſhall a reptile Bard, a wretch unknown, 

«© Without one badge of merit, but his own, 

6 Great Nobles laſh, and Lords, like common 
men, * , 

«© Smart from the vengeance oFa ſcribbler's pen? 

What's in this name of Lord, that I ſhould fear 

To bring their vices to the public ear? 

Flows not the honeſt blood of humble ſwains 

Quick as the tide which ſwells a monarch's veins ? 

Monarchs, who wealth and titles can beftow, 

Cannot make virtues in ſucceſſion flow. 

Would'ſ thou, proud man, be ſately plac'd above 

The cenſure of the Muſe, deſerve her love, 

AR as thy birth demands, as nobles ought ; 

Look back, and by thy worthy father taught, 

Who earn d thoſe honours, thou wert born to wear, 

Follow his ſteps, and be his Virtues' heir. 

But if, regardleſs of the road to fame, _ 

You ſtart aſide, and tread the paths of ſhame; 

If ſuch thy life, that ſhould thy fire ariſe, 

The fight of ſuch a ſon would blaſt his eyes, 

Would make him curſe the hour which gave thee 
birth, 

Would —_ him, ſhudd'ring, from the face of 
eartn. 

Once more, with ſhame and forrow, mongſt the dead 

In endleſs night to hide his rev rend head; 

If ſuch thy life, tho* Kings had made thee more 

Than ever King a ſcoundrel made before; 

Nay, to allow thy pride a deeper ſpring, 

Tho” God in vengeance had made thee a King, 

Taking on Virtue's wing her daring flight, 

The Muſe ſhould drag thee trembling to the light, 

Probe thy foul wounds, and lay thy boſom bare 

To the keen queſtion of the ſearching air. 

Gods! with what pride I ſee the titled ſlave, 
Who ſmarts beneath the ſtroke which Satire g we, 
Aiming at eaſe, and with diſhoneft art, 

Striving to hide the feelings of his heart ! 
How do I laugh, when with affected air, 
(Scarce able thro? deſpite to keep his chair, 
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Wh lſt on his trembling lip pale anger ſpeaks, 

And the chaf'd blood flies mounting to his cheeks) 
He talks of conſcience, which good men ſecures 
From all thoſe evil moments guilt endures, 

And ſeems to laugh at thoſe, who pay regard 

To the wild ravings of a frantic bard. 

4“ Satire, whilſt envy and ill- humour ſway 

«© The mind of man, muit alwzzs make her way; 
Nor to a boſom, with difcrec® fraught, 

ls all her malice worth a ſingle thought. 

«© The Wiſe have not the will, nor Fools the pow'r 
«© To ſtop her headftrong courſe ; within the hour, 


Left to herſelf, ſhe dies; oppoſing ſtrife 


Gives her freſh vigaur, and prolongs her life. 
« All things her prey, and ev'ry man her aim, 


I can no patent for exemption claim, 


© Nor would I with to ſtop that harmleſs dart 
«© Which plays around, but eannot wound my heart; 
«© Tho' pointed at myſelf, be Satire free; 

«© To her 'tis pleaſure, and no pain to me. 

Diſſembling wretch ! hence to the Stoic ſchool, 
And there among thy brethren play the fool; 
There, unrebuk d, theſe wild, vain doctrines preach z 
Lives there a man, whom Satire cannot reach? 
Lives there a man, who calmly can ſtand by, 

And ſee his conſcience ripp'd with Ready eye ? 
When Satire flies abroad on Falſhood's wing, 
Short is herlife, and impotent her ſting ; 

But, when to Truth allied, the wound ſhe gives 
Sinks deep, and to remoteſt ages lives. 

When in the tomb thy pamper'd fleſh ſhall rot, 
And e'en by friends thy mem'ry be forgot, 

Still ſhalt thou live, recorded for thy crimes, 
Live in her page, and ſtink to after-times. | 

Haſt thou no feeling yet? Come throw off pride, 
And own thoſe paſſions which thou ſhalt not hide. 
S, who from the moment of his birth, 

Made human nature a reproach on earth ; 

Who never dar d, nor wiſh'd behind to ſtay, 

When Folly, Vice, and Meanneſs led the way, 
Would bluſh, ſhould he be told, by Truth and Wit, 
Thoſe actions which he bluſh'd not to commit; 

Men the moſt infamous are fond of fame, 

And thoſe who fear not guilt, yer ſtart at ſhame. 

But whither runs my zeal, whoſe rapid force, 
Turning the brain, bears Reaſon from her courſe ; 
Carries me back to times, when Poets, bleſs'd 
With courage, grac'd the ſcience they profeſs d; 


When they, in honour rooted, firmly ſtood 


The bad to puniſh, and reward the good; 
When, to a flame by public Virtue wreught, 
The foes of Freedom they to juſtice brought, 
And dar'd expoſe thoſe ſlaves who dar d. ſupport 
A tyrant plan, and call'd themſelves a Court ? 
Ah! what are Poets ? As laviſh thoſe 
Who deal in verſe, as thoſe who deal in proſe. 
1s there an Author, ſearch the kingdom round, 
In whom true worth and real ſpirit's found? 
The ſlaves of bookſellers, or (doom'd by Fate 
To baſer chains) vile penſioners of State; 
Some, dead to ſhame, and of thoſe ſhackles proud 
Which Honour ſcarns, for ſlav' ry roar aloud ; 
Others half-paified only, mutes become, 
And what makes Smollet write, makes Johnſon 
dumb. 
Why turns yon villain pale ? Why bends his eye 
Inw:2zd, abaſh'd, when Murphy paſſes by? 


Doſt thou 2 for a blockhead take, 
Who wages Mr with Vice for Virtue's fake ? |, 
No, no--like other wworldlirig:, you will find 
He ſhifts his ſails, and catches ev'ry wind. 
His ſoul the ſhock of int'reſt can't endure : 
Give him a penſion then, and ſin ſecure. 
* laurell'd wreaths the flatt'rer's brows adorn, 
Bid irtue crouch, bid Vice exalt her horn, 
3 2 thrive, put Honeſty to flight, 
N chall prove, or try to prove it right. 
Try, thou State- Juggler, ev'ry paltry art, 
Ranſack the inmoſt cloſet of my heart, | 
Swear thou'rt my friend; by that baſe oath make 


way 
Into my breaſt, and flatter to betray : 
Or, if thoſe tricks are vain, if wholeſome doubt 


Detects the fraud, and points the villainout, 


Bribe thoſe whodaily at my board are fed, 
And make them take my life who eat my bread z 
On authors for defence, for praiſe depend ; 
Pay him but well, and Murphy is thy friend. 
He, he ſhall ready ſtand with venal rimes, 
To varniſh guilt, and conſecrate thy crimes ; 
To make Corruptfon in falſe colours ſhine, 
And damn his own good name, to reſcue thine. 
But if thy nizgard hands their gifts with-hold, 
And Vice no longer rains down ſhow'rs of gold, 
Expect no mercy ; facts, well grounded, teach, 
Murphy, if not rewarded, will impeach. 
What tho* each man of nice and juſter thought, 
Shunning his ſteps, decrees, by Honour taught, 
He ne'er can be a friend, who ſtoops ſo low 
'To be the baſe betrayer of a foe ; 
What tho', with thine together link'd, his name 
Muſt be with thine tranſmitted down to ſhame, 
To ev'ry manly feeling callous grown, 
Rather than not blaſt thine, he'll blaſt his own. 
To ope the fountain whence ſedition ſprings, 
To ſlander Government, and libel Kings, 
With Freedom's name to ſerve a preſent hour, 
Thoꝰ born and bred to arbitrary pow'r, 
To talk of William with inſidious art, 
Whilſt a vile Stuart's lurking in his heart, 
And, .whilſt mean Envy rears her loathſome head, 
F:_tt'ring the living, to abuſe the dead, 
Where is Shebbeare ? O, let not foul reproach, 
Travelling thither in a City coach, 
The pill'ry dare to fame ; the whole intent 
Of that parade was Fame, not Puniſhment, 
And that old ſtaunch Whig Beardmore ſtanding by 
Can in full Court give that report the lye. 
With rude unnat”ral jargon to ſupport, 
Half Storch, half Engli/i, a decl:ning Court ; 
To make moſt glaring contraries unite, 
And prove, beyond diſpute, that black is white; 
To make firm Honour tamely league with Shame, 
Make Vice and Virtue differ but in name ; 
To prove that Chains and Freedom are but one, 
That to be ſav d muſt mean to be undone, 
Is there not Guthrie ? Who, like him can call 
All oppoſites to proof, and conquer all ? 
He calls forth living waters from the rock ; 
He calls forth children from the barren ſtock ; 
He, far beyond the ſprings of Nature led, 
Makes women bring forth after they are dead; 
He, on a curious, new, and happy plan, 
In ved/-c?*s ſacred bands joins man to man 
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And, to complete the whole, moſt ſtrange, but true, 


By ſome rare magic, makes them fruitful too, 

Whilſt from their loins, in the due courſe of years, 

Flows the rich blood of Guthrie's Engl; Peers, 
Doft thou contrive ſome blacker deed of ſhame, 

Something which Nature ſhudders but to name; 

Something which makes the ſoul of man retreat, 

And the life-blood run backward to her ſeat ? 

Doſt thou contrive for ſome baſe private end, 

Some ſelfiſh view, to hang a truſting friend, 

To lure him on, e'en, to his parting breath, 

And promiſe life, to work him ſurer death) 

Grown old in villainy, and dead to grace, 

Hell in his heart, and Tyburn in his face ; 


* Behold, a Parſon at thy elþow ſtands, 


Low'ring damnation, and with open hands 
Ripe to betray his Saviour for reyard ; 
The Atheiſt Chaplain of an Atheiſt Lord. 

Bred to the Church, for the gown decreed, 
Ere it was known that d learn to read; 
Tho? that was nothing, for my friends, ho knew 
What mighty Dullneſs of itfelf could do, 

Never deſign d me for a working Exieſt, 

But hop'd, I ſhould have been a Dean at leaſt ; 
Condemn'd (like many more, and worthier men, 
To whom I pledge the ſervice of my pen), 
Condemn'd (Witt proud and pamper d ſons of lawn, 
Cramm'd to the throat, in lazy plenty yawn) 

In pomp of rev*rerd,beggary th appear, 

To pray, and ſtarve on forty pounds a year j 

My fr ends, who never felt the galling load, 
Lament that 1 forſook the packhorſe road, 
Whilſt Virtue to my conduct witneſs bears 

In throwing off that gown which Francis wears. 

What creature's that, ſo very pert and prim ; 

So very full of foppery, and whim ; 

So gentle, yet ſo briſk ; ſo wond'rous ſweet, 

$0 fit to prattle at a lady's feet, 

Who looks, as he the Lord's rich vineyard trod, 
And by his garb appears a man of God ? 

Truſt not to looks, nor credit outward ſhow ; 
The villain lurks beneath the caſſoct'd beau; 
That's an informer ; what avails the name? 
Suffice it that the wretch from Sodom came. 

His tongue is deadly—from his preſence run, 

Unleſs thy rage would wiſh to be undone. 

No ties can hold him, no affection bi 

And fear alone reſtrains his coward mind; 

Free him from that, no monſter is ſo fell, 

Nor is fo ſure a blood- found in hell. 

His filken ſmiles, his h itic air, 

His meek demeanor, plaufible and fair, 

Are only worn to pave Fraud's cafier way, 

And make gull'd Virtue fall a ſurer prey. 
Attend his church—his plan of doctrine view 
The Preacher is a Chriſtian, dull, but true; 
But when the hallow'd hour of preaching's o'er, 
That plan of doctrine s never thought of more ; 
Chrift is laid by neglected on the ſhelf, 

And the vile Prieſt is Goſpel to himſelf. 

By Cleland tutor d, and with Blacow bredy 
(Blacow, whom by a brave reſentment led, 
Oxford, if Oxford had nat ſunk in fame, 

Ere this, had damn'd to everlaſting ſhame) 
Their ſteps he follows, and their crimes partakes, 
To Virtue loſt, to Vice alone he wakes, 
r 
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Are theſe the arts, which pal Rory? | 
Are theſe the ſteps, by which grave Churchmen riſe ? 
Forbid it, Heay'n ; or, ſhould it turn out fo, p 
Let mgand mine continue mean and low. 

Such be their arts, whom intereſt controuls 5 

Kidgell and I have free and honeſt fouls; _ 

| We ſcorn preferment which is gain'd by fin, 

And will, tho” poor without, have peace within: 
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| THREE BOOKS. 
BOOK 1. 


HE elock ſtruck twelve, o'er half the globe 
Darkneſs had ſpread her pitchy robe; 
orpheus, his feet with velvet ſhod, 
Gentle as dews at even-tide, 
| Diſtill'd his poppies far and wide. 
Ambition, who, when waking, dreams 
Of mighty, but phantaſtic, ſchemes, 
Who, when aſleep, ne et knows that reſt 
With which the humbler ſoul is bleſt, 
Was building caftles in the air, 
But, on 4 bad foundation laid, 
Doom'd at return of morn to fade. 
Pale Study, by the taper's light, 
{ Wearing away the watch of night, 
Sat reading; but, with o'ercharg'd head, 
Remember'd nothing that he read. 
Starving midſt plenty, with a face 
Which might the Court of Famine grace, 
Ragged, and filthy td behold, 2 
Grey Av'rice nodded o'er his gold. N 
ealouſy, his quick cye half - closd, 
+ With watchings worn, reluctant dos d, 
And mean diſtruſt not quite forgot, 
Slumber'd as if he ſlumber d nut, 
Stretch'd at his length on the bare ground, 
His hardy offspring ſleeping round, 
Snor'd reſtleſt Labour; by his fide 
Lay Health, a coarſe, but comely bride. 
Virtue, without the doQor's aid 
In the ſoft arms of ſleep was laid, 
Whilſt Vice, within the guilty breaſt, 
Could not be phyſick d into reſt, 
Thou bloody Man ! whoſe ruffian knife 
Is drawn againſt thy neighbour's life, 
And never ſcruples to deſcend 
{ Into the boſom of a friend. 
A firm, faſt friend, by vice allied, 
And to thy ſecret ſervice tied, 2 
In whom ten murders breed no awe, 
- —— ſecur'd from law. 
man of Luſt | whom paſſion fires 
To fouleſt deeds, _—_ hot defires 
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O'er honeſt bars with eaſe make way, 
Whilſt idevt beauty falls a prey, 
And to indulge thy brutal flame, 
A Lucrece muſt be brought to ſhame ; 
Who doſt, a brave, bold ſinner, bear 
Rank inceſt to the open air, | 
And rapes, full blown upon thy crown, 
Enough to weigh a nation down. 

Theu fimular of Luft ! vain man, 

Whoſe reſtleſs thoughts till form the plan 
Of guilt, which wither'd to the root, 
Thy lifeleſs nerves can't execute, 

Whilſt in thy marrowleſs dry bones, 
Defire without enjoyment groans. 

Thou perjur'd Wretch ! whom falſhood cloaths 
E'en like a garment ; who with oaths 
Doſt trifle, as with brokers, meant 

To ſerve thy ev'ry vile intent, 

In the days broad and ſearching eye 
Making God witneſs to a lye, 
Blaſpheming Heav'n and Earth for pelf, 
And hanging friends to ſave thyſelf. 
Thou ſon of Chance ! whoſe glorious ſoul 
On the four aces doom's to roll, 

Was never yet with Honour caught, 

Nor on poor Virtue loſt one thought; 
Who doſt thy wife, thy children ſet, 

Thy all, upon a ſingle bet, 

Riſquing, the deſp'rate ſtake to try, 

Here, and hereafter on a die; 

Who, thy own private fortune loſt, 

Doſt game on at thy country's coſt, 

And, grown expert in ſharping rules, 

Firſt fool'd thyſelf, now prey ſt on fools. 
Thou noble Gamefter, whole high place 
Gives too much credit to diſgrace ; 

Who, with the motion of a die, 

Doſt make a mighty iſland fly, 

The ſums, I mean, of 'good French gold 
For which a mighty iſland ſold ; 

Who doſt betray intelligence, 

Abuſe the deareſt confidence, 

And, private ne to create, 

Mot falſely play the game of State; 
Who doſt within the Alley ſport 

Sums, which might beggar a whole Court, 
And make us bankrupts all, if Care, 

— good Ear! Talbot, was not there. 

hou daring Infidel ! whom pride 

And fin have — from Reaſon's fide 3 
Doſt wiſk not to believe a God; 
. Whoſe hope is founded on a plan, 

Which ſhould diſtract the ſoul of man, 
And make him curſe his abject birth; 
Whoſe hope is, once return'd to earth, 
There to lie down, for worms a feaſt, 

To rot and periſh, like a beast; 

Who doſt, of puniſhment afraid, 

And by thy crimes a coward made, 

To ev*ry gen'rous ſoul a curſe, 

Than hell and all her torments worſe, 
When crawling to thy latter end, 

Call on deſtruction as a friend, 
Chuſing to crumble into duſt, 
Rather than riſe, thoꝰ riſe you myſt. 
Thou . ! who doſt prophane, 
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Then moſt thy Country's foe, when moſt 
Of love and loyalty you boaſt ; | 
Who for the filthy love of gold, 
Thy friend, thy King, thy God haſt ſold, 
And, mocking the juſt claim of Hell, 
Were bidders found, thyſelf wouldit fell. . 
Ye Villains ! of whatever name, 

Whatever rank, to whom the claim 

Of Hell is certain, on whoſe lids 

That worm which never dies, forbids 

Sweet ſleep to fall, come and behold, 

Whilſt envy makes your blood run cold, 
Behold, by pitileſs Conſcience led, 

So Juſtice wills, that holy bed, 

Where Peace her full dominion keeps, 
And Innocence with Hollat ſleeps. 

Bid Terror, poſting on the wind, 


| Aﬀray the ſpirits of Mankind, 


Bid earthquakes heaving for a vent, 

Rive their concealing continent, 

And, forcing an untimely birth 

Thro' the vaſt bowels of the earth, 
Endeavour in her monſtrous womb 

At once all Nature to entomb ; 

Bid all that's horrible and dire, 

All that man hates and fears, conſpire. 
To make night hideous, as they can; 
Still is thy ſleep, thou virtuous man, 
Pure as the thoughts which in thy breaſt 
Inhabit, and inſure thy reſt 3 *®* 

Still ſhall thy Ayliff, taught, tho" late, 
Thy friendly juſtice in his fate, 

Turn'd to a guardian angel, ſpread 
Sweet dreams of comfort round thy head. 

Dark was the night by Fate decreed 
For the contrivance of a deed 
More black than common, which might make 
This land from her foundations ſhake 
Might tear up Freedom from the root, 
Deftroy a Wilkes, and fix a Bute. 

Deep Horror held her wide domain; 
The ſky'in ſullen drops of rain 
Forewept the morn, and thro" the air, 
Which, op'ning, laid its boſom bare, 
Loud thunders roll'd, and lightning ſtream'd; 
The owl at Freedom's window ſcream'd, 
The ſcreech-owl, prophet dire, whoſe breath 
Brings ſickneſs, and whoſe note is death; 
The church-yard teem'd, and from the tomb, 
All ſad and filent, thro” the gloom, 

The ghoſts of men, in former times 
Whoſe public virtues were their crimes, 
Indignant ſtalk d; ſorrow and rage 
Blank'd their pale cheek ; in his own age 
The prop of Freedom, Hampden there 
Felt after death the gen'rous care; 
Sidney by grief from Heav'n was kept, 
And for his brother patriot wept : 
All friends of Liberty, when Fate 
Prepar'd to ſhorten Wilkes's date, 
Heav'd, deeply hurt, the heart-felt groan, 
And knew that wound to be their own. 
Hail, LinBzzTyY ! a glorious word, 
In other countries ſcarcely heard, 
{ Or heard but as a thing of courſe, 
Without or energy or force; ' 
Here felt, enjoy'd, ador'd ſhe ſprings, 
Far, far beyond the reach of kluges, 
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Freſh blooming from our mother earth : 
With pride and joy ſhe owns her birth 
Deriv'd from us, and in return 

Bids in our breaſts her genius burn; 

Bids us with all thoſe bleſſings live 
Which Liberty alone can give, 

Or nobly with that ſpirit die, 

Which makes death more than victory. 

Hail thoſe old patriots, on whoſe tongue 

Perſuaſion in the Senate hung, 

Whilſt they the ſacred cauſe maintain d 
Hail thoſe old chiefs, to honour train'd, 
Who ſpread, when other methods fail'd, 
War's bloody banner, and prevail'd ! 
Shall men like theſe unmention'd ſleep 
Promiſcuous with the common heap, 
And (gratitude forbid the crime) 

Be carried down the ſtream of time 

In ſhoals, unnotic'd and forgot, 

On Lethe's ſtream, like flags, to rot? 
No—they ſhall live, and each fair name, 
Recorded in the book of Fame, 
Founded on Honour's baſis, faſt 

As the round earth to ages laſt. 

Some virtues vaniſh with our breath, 
"Virtue like this lives after death. 


Old Time himſelf, his ſcythe thrown by, 


Himſelf loſt in eternity, 
Aneverlaſting crown ſhall twine 
To make a Wilkes and Sidney join. 
But ſhould ſome ſlave- got villain dare 
Chains for his Country to prepare, 
And, by his birth to flav'ry broke, 
Make her to feel the galling yoke, 
May he be-evermore accurs'd, 
Amongſt bad men be rank'd the wort ; 
May he be till himſelf, and ſtill 
Go on in vice, and perfect ill; 
May his broad crimes each day increaſe, 
Till he can't live, nor die in peace; 
May he be plung' d ſo deep in ſhame 
That Satan may*nt endure his name, 
And hear, ſcarce crawling on the earth, 
His children curſe him for their birth ; 
May Liberty, beyond the grave, 
Ordain him to be ſtill a ſlave, 
Grant him what here he moſt requires, 
And damn him with his own defires ! 
But ſhould ſome villain, in ſupport 
And zeal for a deſpairing Court, . 
Placing in craft his confidence, 
And making honour a pretence 
To do a deed of deepeſt ſhame, 
Whilſt filthy lucre is his aim; 
Should ſuch a wretch, with ſword or knife, 
Contrive to practiſe gainſt the life 
Of one, who honour'd thro” the land, 
For Freedom made a glorious ſtand ; 
Whoſe thief, perhaps his only crime, 
Is (if plain Truth at ſuch a time 
May dare her ſentiments to tell) 
That he his Country loves too well ; 
May he—but words are all too weak 
The feelings of my heart to ſpeak— 
May he—O for a noble curſe 
Which might his very 'marrow pierce— 
The general contempt engage, 
And be the Martin of his age. 
END OF THE FIRST Book. 
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EEP in the boſom of a wood, 

Out of the road, a Temple ftood ; 
| Antient, and much the worſe for wear, 
It call'd aloud for quick repair, 

And, tottering from fide to fide, 
Menac'd deſtruction far and wide, 
Nor able ſeem'd, unleſs made ſtronger, 
To hold out four or five years longer. 
Four hundred pillars, from the ground 
Riſing in order, moſt unſound, 
Some rotten to the heart aloof, 
Seem'd to ſupport the tott'ring roof, 
But to inſpection nearer laid, 
Inſtead of giving wanted aid. 

The ftruQture, rare and curious, made 
By men moſt famous in their trade, 
A work of years, admir'd by all, 
Was ſuffer d into duſt to fall; 
Or, juſt to make it hang together, 
And keep off the effects of weather, 


A crime, which Art would treaſon bold, 
To mention with thoſe names of old. 
Builders, who had the pile ſurvey'd, 
And thoſe not Flitcraſts ® in their trade, 
Doubted (the wiſe hand in a doubt 
Merely ſometimes to hand her out) 
Whether (like churches in a brief, 
Taught wiſely to obtain relief 
Thro' Chancery, who gives her fees 
Tothis and other charities) 
It muſt not, in all parts unſound, 


Whether (thoꝰ after-ages ne er 

Shall raiſe a building to compæe) 

Art, if they ſhould their art employ, 
Meant to preſerve, might not deftroy : 
As human bodies, worn away, | 
Batter'd and haſting to decay, 
Bidding the pow'r of Art deſpair, 
Cannot thoſe very medicines bear, 
Which, and which only can reſtore, 
And make them healthy as before. 

To LIN TY, whoſe gracious ſmile 
Shed peace and plenty o'er the iſle, 
Our grateful anceſtors, her plain 
But faithful children, rais'd this fane. 


Where Nature put forth all her ſtrength 


In ſpring eternal, lay a plain, 


Where our brave father's us'd to train 
Their ſons to arms, to teach the art 

Of war, and fteel the infant heart. 
Labour, their hardy nurſe, when young, 


Abſtinence, foe declar'd to death, 

The beſt of doors, with plain food, 
Kept pure the channel of their blood ; 
Health in their cheeks bade colour riſe, 
And Glory ſparkled in her eyes. 
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Was patch'd and patch'd from time to time 
| By wretches, whom it were a crime, 


Be ripp'd, and pull'd down to the ground; 


Full in the front, ftretch'd out in length, 


Had, from the time they firſt drew breath, 


4 


Their joints had knit, their nerves had ſtrung z 
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Henry Flitcroft was the architect of St. Giles's 
in the Fjelds, St. Olave Southwark, &c. 
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The inſtruments of h 

As in contempt, were all thrown by, 
And, flattering a manly pride, 

War's keener tools their place ſupphed. 
Their arrows to the head they drew : 
Swift to the point their javelins flew ; 


heir fathers felt a pleaſing fear; 

And even Courage, ſtanding by, 

Scarcely beheld with ſteady 

Each ftripling, leſſon'd by his fire, 

Knew when to cloſe, when to retire, 

When near at hand, when from afar 

To fight, and was himſelf a War, 
Their wives, their mothers all around, 

Careleſs of order, on the ground, 

Breath'd forth to Heay'n the pious vow, 

And for a ſon's or huſband's brow, 

With eager fingers laurel wove ; 

Laurel, which in the ſacred grove, 

Planted by LIBER T, they find, 

The brows of conquerors to bind, Fe 

To give them pride and ſpirits, fit 

To make a world in arms ſubmit. 

What raptures did the boſom fire 

Of the young, rugged, peaſant fire, 

When from the toil of mimic fight, 

Returning with return of night, 

He ſaw his babe reſign the breaſt, 

And, ſmiliog, ſtroke thoſe arms in jeſt, 

With which herezfter he (hall make 

The proudeſt heart in Gallia quake 


Did each fond, wiſhing, ruſtic bride 

Behold her manly ſwain return ! 

How did her love-ſick boſom burn, 

Tho' on parades he was not bred, 

Nor wore the livety of red, 

» Pleaſure height ning all her charms, 

She ſtrain d her warrior in her 1 

And 'd, whilſt love and 5 

Ne like his ſire 10 

Such were the men in former times, 

Ere luxury had. made our crimes 

Our bitter puniſhment, who bore 

Their terrors to a fureign ſhore 3 36 

Spreads like a torrent ſwell'd with rains, 

*er haughty Gallia's trembling > carl 

Pow T, 

Debauch'd the tyrant from thoſe ways 

On which a King ſhould found his praiſe ; 

With Pride, ſtalk d proudly thro? the land; 

When weeping Juſtice was miſled 

From her fair courſe, and Mercy dead; 

Such were the men, in virtue ſtrong, 

Who dar'd not fee their Country's wrong ; 

Who left the mattock, and the ſpade, 

And, in the robes of war array'd, 

In their rough arms, departing, took 

Their helpleſs babes, and with a look 

Stern and determin'd, ſwore to ſee 

Thoſe babes no more, or ſee them free; 

Suah were the men whom tyrant Pride 


Could never faſten to his fide 


Fes. graſp'd the ſword, they ſhook the ſpear ; 


Gods ! with what joy, what honeſt pride, 


- 
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Than ever ſteward did before 


Where, without | 
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By threats or bribes ; who, Freemen born, 
Chains, tho“ of gold, beheld with ſcorn 3 
Who, free from ey'ry ſervile awe, 
Could never be divorc'd from Law, 
From that broad gen'ral Law, which Senſe 
Made for the general defence ; 
Could never yield to partial ties 
Which from ſtations riſe 3 
Could never be to flav'ry led, 
For Property was at their head; 
Such were the men in days of yore, 
Who, call'd by Liberty, before 
Her Temple on the facred green, 
In martial paſtimes oft were ſeen— 
Now ſeen no longer in their ſtead, 
To lazineſs and vermin bred, 
A race who, ftrangers to the cauſe 
Of Freedom, live by other laws, 
On other motives fight, a prey 
To intereſt, and ſlaves for pay. 
Valour, how glorious on a plan 
Of Honour founded, leads their van; 
Diſcretion, free from taint of fear, 
Cool, bur refoly'd, brings up their rear, 
Diſcretion, Valour's better half; 
Dependence hold's the General's aff. 
In plain and home-ſpun garb array'd, 
Not for vain ſhew, but ſervice — 4 
In a green flouriſhing old age, 
Not damn'd yet with an equipage, 
In rules of porterage untaught, 
Simplicity, not worth a groat, 
For years Had kept the Temple-door ; 
Full on his breaſt a glaſs he wore, 
Thro* which his boſom open lay 
To ev'ry one that paſs'd that way. 
Now turn'd adrift—with humbler face 
But prouder heart, his vacant place 
Corruption fills, and bears the key; 
No entrance now without a fee. 
With belly round, and full fat face, 
Which on the houſe reflected grace, 
Full of good fare, and honeſt glee, 


- The fteward Hoſpitality, 


Old Welcome ſmiling by his fide, 

A good old ſervant, often tried, 

And faithful found, who kept in view 

His Lady's fame and int'reſt too, 

Who made each heart with joy rebound, 

Yet never run her ſtate a-ground, 

Was turn d off, or (which word 1 

Is more in modern uſe) refign'd. | 
Half-ftary'd, half-ſtarving others, bred 

In „with carrion fed, 


| ed, and deteſting all, 


R ing more 
5 
Succeeded one, who, to engage 


The praiſe of an exhauſted age, 
Aſſum'd a name of high degree, 


And call'd himſelf Qeconomy. 
| Within the Temple, full in fight, 
and ni 


His brawny arm, where Art prepar d, 


In regular and even rows, 


Her types, à Pri- Freſi azole ;. 
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Each work man knew his taſk; and each 
Was honeſt and expert as Leach. 

Hence Learning ſtruck a deeper root. 
And Science brought forth riper fruit ; 
Hence Loyalty receiv'd fupport, 

Even <— baniſh'd from the Court; 

Hence Government gain'd ſtrength, and hence 
Religion ſought, and found defence ; 

Hence England's faireſt fame aroſe, ' 

And liberty ſubdu'd her foes. 

On a low, fimple, turf-made throne 
Rais'd by Allegiance, ſcarcely known 
From — attendants, glad to be 
Pattern of that equality 
She wiſh'd to all, ſo far as cou'd 
Safely conſiſt with ſocial good, « 
The Goddeſs ſat ; around her head 

chearful radiance Glory ſpread 

rage, a youth of royal race, 

Lovelily tern, poſſeſs'd a place 
On her left-hand, and on her right 
Sat Honour, cloath'd with robes of light ; 
Before her Magna Charta lay, 
Which ſome great lawyer, of his day 
The Pratt, was offic'd to explain, 
And make the baſis of her reign: 
Peace, crown'd with olive, to her breaſt 
Two ſmiling twin-born infants preſt ; 
At her feet couching, War was laid, 
And with a brindled lion play d; 
Juſtice and Mercy, hand and hand, 

Joint guardiaris of the happy land, 
Together held their mighty charge, 
And Truth walk'd all about at. Jarge; 
Health for the royal troop the feaſt 
Prepar'd and Virtue was High- Prieſt. 

Such was the fame our Goddeſs bore, 
Her Temple ſuch in days of yore. 

What changes ruthleſs Time preſents ! 
Behold her ruin'd battlements, 

Her walls deeay'd, her nodding ſpires, 
Her altars broke, her dying fires, 

Her name deſpis d, her priefts deftroy'd, 
Her friends diſgrae'd, her foes employ d, 
Herſelf (by minifterial arts 

Depriv'd e en of the People's hearts, 
Whilſt they, to work her ſurer woe, 
Feign her to monarchy a foe) 

Exil'd by grief, ſelf-doom'd to dwell 
With ſome poor hermit in a cell, 

Or, that retirement tgdious grown, 
If ſhe walks forth, the walks 

Hooted and pointed at with ſcorn, 

As one in ſome ſtrange country born. 

Behold a rude and rutfhan rate, 

A band of ſpoilers, ſeize her place: 
With looks, which might the heart diſ- ſeat, 
And make life ſound a quick retreat, 

To rapine from the cradle bred, 

A Plaunsh, old blood-hound at their head, 
Who, free from virtue and from awe, 
Ther none but the bad = of law, 

rov'd at large ; on his breaſt 

Mark'd with a grey-hound, ＋ confeſt. 
Controulment waited on their nod, 
High-wielding Perſecution's rod; 
Confuſion follow'd at their heels, 

And a caft Stateſman. held the ſeals, 


* 


| Whoſe actions fear d rebuke, a maze 


Thoſe ſeals, for which he dear ſhall pay, 

When awful Juſtice takes her day. 
The Printers ſaw-—they ſaw and fied 

Science declining, hung 25 head, 

P in deſpair appear | 

= for herſdf dettruQion fear d; 

Whilſt under foot the rude ſlaves trod 
The works of men, and word of God; 
Whilſt cloſe behind, on many a book, 

In which he never deigns to look, 

Which he did not, nay—could not read, 

A bold, bad man (by pow'r decreed 

For that bad end, who in the dark 

Scarn'd to do miſchief) ſet his mark 

In the full day, 82 of ** 

And on the Goſ 'd an 
Do her Sends withdrew, 

Her friends, a faithful, choſen few ; 
| Honour in grief threw up, and Shame, 
Cloathing herſelf with Honour's name, 
Uſurp'd his ſtation; on the throne 
Which LIS EE Ty once call'd her own, 
(Gods, tHat ſuch mighty ills ſould ſpring 
Under ſo great, ſo gooda Kang, 

So loy'd, ſo loving, thro' the arts 
Of Stateſmen curs'd with 2 hearts!) 
For ev'ry darker purpoſe fit, 


N 


| END OF THE SECOND BOOK-: 


H me ! what mighty perils wait 
The man who meddles with a State, 
Whether to ſtrengthen, or oppoſe ! | 
Falſe are his friends, and firm his foes. 
How muſt his ſoul, once ventur d in, 
| Plunge blindly on from fin to fin! 5 
What toils he ſuffers, what diſgrace, - 
To get, and then to keep a place! 
How often, whether wrong or right, 
Muſt he in jeſt or earneſt fight, 

Riſquing for thoſe both life and limb, 
Who would not riſque one groat for him 
Under the Temple lay a cave, 
Made by ſome guilty, coward ſlave, 


f 
T 
; 
: 


In a dark corner, ſhunning faght 
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With curious, but deſtructive art: 
Here, thro' the eye to catch the heart, 
Gay ſtars their tinſel beams afford, 
Neat artifice to trap a Lord ; 
There, fit for all whom Folly bred, 
Wave plumes of feathers for the head 
Garters the haz contrives to e, b 
Which as it ſeems, a babe might break, 
But which ambitiòus madmen feel 
More firm and ſure than chains of feel ; 
Which, ſlipp'd juſt underneath the knee, 
Forbid a Freeman to be free; 
Purſes ſhe knew (did ever curſe 
Travel more ſure than in a purſe ? 
Which, by ſome ſtrange and magic hands 
Enſlave the ſoul, and tie the hands. 

Here Flatt'ry, eldeſt- born of Guile, 
Weaves with rare {kill the filken ſmile, 
The courtly cringe, the ſupple bow, 
The private ſqueeze, the levee vow, 
With which, no ſtrange or recent caſe, 
Fools in deceive fools out of place. 1 

, Corruption (who, in former times, 
Thro* fear or ſhame conceal'd her crimes, 
And what ſhe did contriv'd to do it 
So that the public might not view it) 
Preſumptuous grown, unfit was held 
For their dark councils, and expell'd, 
Since in the day her buſineſs might 
Be done as ſafe as in the night. 

Her eye down-bending to the ground, 
Planning ſome dark and deadly wound, 
Holding a dagger, on which ſtood, 

All freſh and reeking, drops of blood, 
Bearing a lanthorn, which of yore, 

By Treaſon borrow'd, Guy Fawkes bore, 
By which, fince they improv'd in trade, 
Exciſemen have their lanthorns made, 
Aſſaſſination, her whole mind 
Blood-thirſting, on her arm reclin'd. 
Death, grinning, at her elbow ſtood, 
And held forth inftruments of blood, 
Vile inftruments, which cowards choſe, 
But men of hw#fivur dare not uſe ; 
Around his Lordſhip and his Grace, 
Both qualified for fuch # place, 

With a Forbes“, and many a Dun , 
Each a reſolv'd, and pious ſon, 

Wait her high bidding; each prepar'd, 
As the around her orders ſhar'd, 
Proof gainſt remorſe,” to run, to fly, 
And bid the deſtin'd victim die, 
Poſting on Villainy's black wing, 
Whether he Patriot is, or King. 

Oppreſſion, willing to appear 
An object of our love, not frar, 

Or at the moſt a rev rend awe 
To breed, uſurp'd the garb of Law. 


A book the held, on which her eyes 


Were deeply fixed, whence ſeemed to rife 
Joy in her breaſt; a book, of might 

oft wonderful, which black to white 
Could turn, and without help of laws, 
Could make the worſe the better cauſe. 


A Scotch officer who challenged Mr. Wilkes. 
+ A poor Lunatic,” who was charged with an in- 
tention to aſſaſſinate Mr. Wilkes. 10 321 


8 


] She read, by flatt'ring 


hopes deceiv'd, = | 
She wiſh'd, and what ſhe wiſh'd, belie- d, 
To make that book for ever ſtand | 
The rule of wrong through all the land ; 

On the back, fair and worthy note, 

At large was Magna Charta wrote, 

But turn your eye within, and read, 

A bitter leſſon, Norton's Creed. 

Ready, e'en with a look, to run, 

Faſt as the courſers of the ſun, 

To worry Virtue, at her hand 

Two half-ſtarv'd greyhounds took their ſtand. 

A curious model, cut in wood, - 
Of a moſt ancient caſtle ſtood 

Full in her view; the gates were barr'd, 

And ſoldiers on the watch kept guard; 

In the front, openly, in black 

Was wrote, „the Tow'r;“ but on the back, 
Mark'd with a Secretary's ſeal, 


In bloody letters, the Baſtille.” 


Around a table, fully bent 
On miſchief of moſt black intent 
Deeply determin'd, that their reign 
Might longer laſt, to work the bane 
Of one firm patriot, whoſe heart, tied 
To Honour, all their pow'r defied, 
And brought thoſe actions into light 
They wiſh'd to have conceal'd in night, 
Begot, born, bred to infamy, 
A Privy-Council fat of Three; 
Great were their names, of high repute 
And favour thro* the land of Bute, 
The Firſt (entitled to the place 


[Of Honour both by Gown and Grace, 


Who never let occaſion flip 
To take right-hand of fellowſhip, 


And was fo proud, that ſhould he meet 


The twelve Apoſtles in the ſtreet, 
He'd turn his noſe up at them all, 

And ſhove his Saviour from the wall ; 
Who was ſo mean (Meanneſs and Pride 
Still go together ſide by fide) 


That he would cringe, and creep, be civil, 


And hold a ſtirrup for the Devil, 

If in a journey to his mind, 

He'd let him mount and ride behind ; 

Who baſely fawn'd thro" all his life, 

For patrons firſt, then for a wife; 

Wrote Dedications which maſt make 

The heart of ev'ry Chriſtian quake; 

Made one man equal to, or mere 

Than God, then left him, as before 

His God he left, and drawn by pride, 

Shifted about to t* other fide) 

Was by his fire a parſon made, 

Merely to give the boy a trade; 

But he himſelf was thereto drawn 

By ſome faint omens. of the lawn, 

And on the truly Chriſtian plan * 

To make himſelf a Gentleman, 

A title in which form array'd him, 

Tho' Fate ne'er thought on't when ſhe made him. 
The oaths he took, tis very true, 

But took them, as all wiſe men do, 4 

With an intent, if things ſhould turn. 

Rather to temporize, than burn. 

Goſpel and Epyalty were made 


4 


To ſerve the purpoſes of trade; 


Religions 
Which bi 
Such idle 
Draw on 
All Gods 
Be anſwe! 
A Cur 
And laid 
The ſou! 
Of read! 
That he 
With me 
More th: 
To durn, 
And whi 
To hum 
Brought 
And pul 
He try c 
And was 
With V 
Were to 
He caug 
And wo 
He dran 
Herded 
With ſu 
Blaſphe! 
He, in 
Bawl'd | 
Liv'd w 
Truck*: 
To catc 
And lay 
Prais'd 1 
And dat 
To p 
Is at lex 
And ma 
He in d 
So long 
That e 
He wro 
Tho? n 
And of 
Which 
He wro 
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Religions are but paper ties, 
Which bind the fool, but which tbe wiſe, 
Such idle notions far above, 
Draw on and off, juſt like a glove 3 
All Gods, all Kings (let his great aim 
Be anſwer'd) were to him the ſame. 

A Curate firſt, he read and read, 
And laid in, whilſt he ſhould have fed 
The ſouls of his neglected flock, 
Of reading ſuch a mighty ſtock, 
That he o'ercharg'd the weary Brain 
With more than ſhe could well contain, 
More than ſhe was with fpirits fraught 
To turn, and methudize to thought, 
And which, like ill-digeſted food, 
To humours turn'd, and not to blood. 
Brought up to London, from the plow 
And pulpit, how to make a bow 
He try'd to learn, he grew polite, 
And was the Poet's paraſite, 
With Wits converſing (and Wits then 
Were to be found mongſt Noblemen) 
He caught, or would have caught the flame, 
And would be nothing, or the ſame ; 
He drank with drunkards, liv'd with Ganers, 
Herded with infidels for dinners ; 
With ſuch an emphaſis and grace 
Blaſphem'd, that Potter kept not pace; 


He, in the higheſt reign of noon, : 


Bawl'd bawdry ſongs to a Pſalm tune 
Liv'd with men infamous and vile, 
Truck'd his ſalvation for a ſmile, 
To catch their humour caught their plan, 
And laugh'd at God to laugh with man; 
Prais'd them, when living, in each breath, 
And damn'd their mem'ries after death. 
To prove his faith, which all admit 
Is at leaſt equal to his wit, 
And make himſelf a man of note, 
He in defence of Scripture wrote 
So long he wrote, and long about it, 
That e'en believers gan to doubt it : 
He wrote too of the Inward Light, 
Tho” no one knew how he came by't, 
And of that Influencing Grace, 
Which in his life ne'er found a place : 
He wrote too of the Holy Ghoſt, 
Of whom no more than doth a 
He knew ; nor, ſhould an Angel ſhew him, 
Would he or know, or chuſe to know him. 
Next (for he knew twixt ev'ry ſcience 
There was a natural alliance) 
He wrote, t' advance his Maker's praiſe, 
Comments on rimes, and notes on plays, 
And with an all-ſufficient air 
Plac'd himſelf in the Critic's chair, 
Uſurp'd o'er Reaſon full dominion, 
And govern'd merely by opinion. 
At length dethron'd, and kept in awe 
By one plain fimple Man of Law“, 
He arm'd dead friends , to vengeance true, 
I' abuſe the man they never knew. 
Examine ſtrictly all mankind, 
Moſt characters are mix'd, we find; 3 . 


Thomas Edwards, "Eſq. See Canons of Criti- 


ciſm, | 
See Notes to Pope. 


And vice and Virtue take their turn 


POEMS. 


In the ſame breaſt to beat and burn. 
Our Prieſt was an exception here, 
Nor did one ſpark of grace appear, 
Not one dull, dim ſpark in his foul ;, 
Vice, glorious Vice poſſeſs'd the whole, 
And, in her ſervice truly warm, 
He was in fin moſt uniform. 

Injurious Satire, own at leaſt 
One ſnivelling virtue in the Prieſt, 
One ſnivelling virtue which is plac'd, 
They ſay, in or about the waiſt, 
Call'd Chaftity ; the prudiſh dame 
Knows it at large by Virtue's name. 
To this his wife (and in theſe days 
Wives ſeldom without reaſon praiſe) 
Bears evidence—then calls her child, 
And ſwears that Tom was vaſtly wild. 

Ripen'd by a long courſe of years, 
He great and perfect now appears. 
In ſhape ſcarce of the hitman kind; 
A man, without a manly mind; 
No huſband, tho' he's truly wed ; 
Thoꝰ on his knees a child is bred, 
No father; injur'd, without end 
A foe 3 and tho' oblig'd, no friend; 
A heart, which Virtue ne'er diſgrac'd ; 


A head, where Learning runs to waſte ; 


A gentleman well-bred, if breeding 

Reſts in the article of reading 3  _ 

A man of this world, for the next ] 

Was ne'er included in his text; 

A judge af genius, tho' confeſt 

With not one ſpark of genius bleſt ; 

Amongſt the firſt of critics plac'd,, 

Tho' free from ev'ry taint of taſte ; 

A Chriſtian without faith or works, 

As he would be a Turk mongſt Turks; 

A great divine, as Lords agree, 

Without the leaſt divinity ; 

To crown all, ip declining age, 

Enflam'd with church and party rage, 

Behold him, full and perfect quite, 

A falſe Saint, and true Hypocrite. 
Next ſat a Lazwyer, often try'd 

In perilous extremes; when Pride 

And Pow'r, all wild and trembling, ſtood, 

Nor dar'd to tempt the raging flood; 

'This bold, bad man aroſe to view, 

And gave his hand to help them through. 

Steel'd *gainſt compaſſion, as they paſt, 

He ſaw poor Freedom breathe her laſt ; 

He ſaw her ſtruggle, heard her groan, 

He ſaw her helpleſs and alone, 

Whelm'd in that ſtorm, which fear'd and prais d 

By ſlaves leſs bold, himſelf had rais'd. 
Bred to the law, he from the firſt _ 

Of all bad lawyers was the worſt. 

Perfection (for bad men maintain 

In ill we may perfection gain) 

In others is a work of time, 

And they creep on from crime to crime ; 

He, for a prodigy deſign” d 2 

To ſpread amazement o'er mankind, ., 

Started full ripen'd all at once 

A perfect knave and perfect durice. 
Who will for him may boaſt of 20 


His better guard is Impugence. 1 
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His front with ten-fold plates of braſs 
Secur'd, Shame never yet could paſs, 
Nor on the ſurface of his ſæin 
Bluſh for that guilt which dwelt within. 
How often in cohtempt of laws, 
To ſound the bottom of a cauſe, 
To ſearch out ev'ry rotten part, 
And worm into its very heart, 
Hath he ta'en briefs on falſe pretence, 
And undertaken the defence 
Of truſting fools, whom in the end 
He meant to ruin, not defend ? 
How often, e en in open court, 
Hath the wretch made his ſhame his ſport, 
And laugh'd off, with a villain's eaſe, 
Throwing up briefs, and keeping fees ? 
Such things, as, tho* to roguery bred, 
Had ftruck a little villa n dead. 
Cauſes, whatever their import, 
He nndertakes, to ſerve a court; 
For he by heart his rule had got, 
Pow'r can affect, hat law cannot. 
Fools he forgives, but rogues he fears; 
If Genius, yok'd with Worth, appears, 
His weak ſoul fickens at the fight, 
And ſtrives to plunge them down in night. 
So loud he talks, fo very loud, 
He is an Angel with the crowd, 
Whilft he makes juſtice hang her head, 
And Judges turn from pale to red. 
Bid all that nature, on a plan 
Moft intimate, makes dear to man, 
All that with grand and gen' ral ties 
Binds good and bad, the fool and wiſe, 
Knock at his heart; they knock in vain, 
No entrance there ſuch ſuitors gain. 
Bid kneeling Kings forſake the throne ; 
Bid at his feet his Country groan ; 
Bid Liberty ftretch out her hands; 
Religion plead her ſtronger bands ; 
Bid parents, children, wife and friends ; 
If they come, "twhart his private cads, 
Unmov'd he hears the gen ral call, 
And bravely tramples on them all. 
Who will for him may-cant.and whine, 
And let weak Conſcience with her line 
Chalk out their ways ; ſuch ſtarving rules 
Are only fit for coward fools, 
Fellows who credit what Prieſts tell, 
And tremble at the thoughts of Hell; 
And meets damnation face to face. 
Such was our 3 by his fide, 
In all bad qualities allied, 
In all bad counſels, fat a third, 
By birth a Lord. O ſacred word 
O word moſt ſacred, whence men get 
A privilege to run in debt; 
Whence they at large exemption claim 
From Satire, and her ſervant Shame; 


agree 
Half-hang's he ſeema, juli from the wee 
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Eſcap'd ; a rope may ſometimes break, 
Or men be cut down by miſtake. 

He hath not virtue, (in the ſchool 
Of Vice bred up) to live by rule, 

Nor hath he ſenſe (which none can doubt 
Who know the man) to live without. 

His life is a continued ſcene 

Of all that's infamous and mean; 

He knows not change, unleſs grown nice 
And delicate, from vice to vice; 

Nature deſign'd him, in a rage, 

To be the Wharton of his age, 

But, having giv'n all the fin, 


Forgot to put the Virtues in. 


To run a horſe, to make a match, 

To revel deep, to roar a catch, 

To knock a tott' ring watchman down, 

To ſweit a woman of the town, 

By fits to keep the peace, or break it, 

In turn to give a pox, ar take it, 

He is, in faith, moſt excellent, 

And in the word's moſt full intent, 

A true Choice Spirit we admit; 

With Wits a Fool, with Fools a Wit : 

Hear him but talk, and you would Twear 

Obſcenity herſelf was there; 

And that Prophaneneſs had made choice, 

By way of trump, to uſe his voice; 

"That, in all mean and low things great, 

He had been bred at Billingſgate ; 

And that, aſcending to the earth 

Before the ſeaſon of his birth, 

Blaſphemy, making way and room, 

Had mark'd him in his mother's womb ; 

Too honeſt (for the worſt of men 

In forms are honeſt now and then) 

Not to have, ia the uſual way, 

His bills ſent in; too great, to pay j 

Too proud to ſpeak to, if he meets, 

The honeft tradeſman whom he cheats; 

Too infamous to have a friend, 

Too bad for bad men to commend, 

Or good to name; beneath whoſe weight 

Earth groans; who hath been ſpar'd by Fate 

Only to ſhew, on Mercy's plan, 

How far and long God bears with man. 
Such were the Three, who, mocking ſleep, 

At midnight ſat, in counſel deep, 

Plotting deſtruction *gainſt a head, 

Whoſe wiſdom could not be miſled ; 

Plotting deſtruction gainſt a heart, 


Which ne'er from honour would depart. 

4% Is he not rank'd amongſt our fyes ? 
% Hath not his ſpirit dar d oppaſe 
% Our deareſt meaſures, made our name 
% Stand forward on the roll of ſhame ? 
© Hath he not won the vulgar tribes, 
«© By ſcorning menaces and bribes, 
* And proving, that his darling cauſe 
“Hof their Liberties and Laws 
% To ftand the champion? In a word, 
© Nor need one argument be heard 
% Beyond this, to awake our zeal, 
«© To quicken our reſolves, and ſteel 
«« Our ſteady ſouls to bloody bent, 
Sure ruin to each dear intent, | 
« Each flatt ring hope) he, without fear, 
| © Hach dar d to the Trath appear.” 
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They ſaid, and, by reſentment taught, 
Each on revenge employ'd his thought; 


Each, bent on miſchief, Fack'd his brain 


To her full ſtretch, but rack'd in vain;. 

Scheme after ſcheme they brought to view; 

All were examin'd, none would do. 

When Fraud, with pleaſure in her face. 

Forth iſſu'd from her hiding-place, 

And at the table where they meet, 

Firſt having bleſt them, took her ſeat. 

* No trifling cauſe, my darling boys, 

„ Your preſent thoughts and cares employs ; 

« No common ſnare, no random blow 

te Can work the bane of ſuch a fee: 

« By Nature cautious as he's brave, 

To Honour only he's a flave 3 

& In that weak part without defence, 

« We muſt to Honour make pretence : 

& That lure ſhall to his ruin draw 

«© The wretch, who ſtands ſecure in law. 

«© Nor think that I have idly plann'd 

1 This full-ripe ſcheme; behold at hand, 

% With three months training on his head, 

« An inftrument, whom I have bred, 

© Born of theſe bowels, far from fight 

« Of Virtue's falſe, but glaring light, 

« My youngeſt-born, my deareſt joy, 

« Moſt like myſelf, my darling boy. * 

1% He, never touch'd with vile remorſe, 

«© Reſolv'd and crafty in his courſe, 

„ Shall work our ends, complete our ſchemes, 

« Moſt mine, when moſt he Honour's ſeems ; 

„% Nor can be found, at home, abroad, 

« So firm and full a ſlave of Fraud.” 
She ſaid, and from each envious ſon 

A diſcontented murmur run 

Around the table ; all in place 

Thought his full praiſe their own diſgrace, 

Wond' ring what ſtranger ſhe had got, 

Who had one vice that they had not. 

When ſtrait the portals open flew, 

And; clad in armour, to their view 

M „ The Duellift, came forth; 

All knew, and all confeſt his worth, 

All juſtified, with ſmiles array'd, 

The happy choice their dam had made. 


END OF THE DUELLIST. 
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THREE BOOKS. 


1 


AR off {no matter whether Eaft or M, 
A real country, or one made in jeſt) 
Nor yet by modern Mande villes diſgrac'd, 
Nor by Map-jobbers wretchedly miſplac'd, 
VOL, VUI. 


There lies an and, neither great nor ſmall, 
Whieh, for diſtinction-ſake, I GoTaan call. 
The man who finds an unknown country ou, 
By giving it a name, acquires, no doubt, * 
A Goſpel title, tho* the people there 
The pious Chrittian thinks not worth his care. 
Bar this pretence, and into air is hurl'd 
| The claim of Europe to the Weſtern World 
Caſt by a tempeſt on the ſavage coaſt, 
Some roving buccaneer ſet up a poſt 3 
A beam in proper form tranſverſely laid; 
Of his Redeemer's Croſs the figure made, 
Of that Redeemer, with whoſe laws his life, 
From firſt to lat, had been one ſcene of ſtrite; 
His royal maſted s name thereon engrav'd, 
Without more proceſs, the whole race enſlav'd, 
Cut off that Charter they from Nature drew, 
And made them ſlaves to men they never knew. 
Search ancient hiſtories, conſult records, 
Under this title the moſt Chriſtian Lords 
Hold ' (thanks to conſcience) more than half the 
ball ; 
O'erthrow this title, they have none at all. 
For never yet might any Monarch dare, 
Who liv'd to Truth, and breath'd a Chriſtian air, 
Pretend that Chriſt (who came, we all agree, 
To bleſs his people, and to ſet them free) 
To make a convert ever one law gave, 
By which converters made him firſt a ſlave. 
Spite of the gloſſes of a canting Prieſt, 
Who talks of charity, but means a feaſt ; 
Who recommends it (whilſt he ſeems to feel 
The holy glowings of a real zeal) 
To all his hearers, as a deed of worth, 
To give them heaven, whom they have rabb'd of 
earth, - 
Never ſhall one, one truly honeſt man, 
Who, bleft with Liberty, reveres her plan, 
Allow one nioment, that a ſavage fire 
Could from his wretched race, for childiſh hire, 
By a wild grant, their All, their Freedom paſs, 
And ſell his Country for a bit of glaſs. 
Or grant this bard'rous right, let Spain and 
France, 2 
In ſlav'ry bred, as purchaſers advance, 
Let them, whilſt Conſcience is at diſtance hurl'd, 
With ſome gay bawble by a golden world; 
An Engliſhman, in charter d Freedom born, 
Shall ſpurn the laviſh merthandize, ſhall ſcorn 
To take from others, thro” baſe private views, 
What he himſelf would rather die, than loſe. ' 
Happy the ſavage of thoſe early times 
Ere Europe's ſong were known, and Europe's 
crimes . 
Gold, curſed gold ! ſlept in the womb of earth, 
Unfelt its miſchiefs, as unknown its worth; 
In full content he found the truef wealth; 
| In toil he found diverſion, food, and health; 
Stranger to eaſe and luxury of Courts, 
His ſports were labours, and his labours ſports 3 
His youth was hardy, and his old age green; 
Life's morn was vig'rous, and her eve ſerene ; 
No rules he held, but what were made for uſe ; 
No arts he learn'd, nor ills which arts produce ; 
Falſe lights he follow'd, but believ'd them true; 
He knew not much, but liv'd to what he knew: 
Happy, thrice happy now the ſavage race, 
Since Europe took their geld, and gave them grace! 
L 


* 
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Paſtors ſhe ſends to help them in their need, 

Some who can't write, with others who can't read, 
And on ſure grounds the Goſpel pile to rear, 

Sends miſſicrary felons ev*ry year; 

Our vices, with more zeal than holy pray'rs, 

She teaches them, and in return takes theirs ; 

Her rank oppreſſions give them cauſe to riſe, 

Her want of prudence means, and arms ſupplies, 
Whilſt her brave rage, not ſatisfied with life, 

Riſing in blood, adoprs the ſca/ping-tnifez 
Knowledge ſhe gives, enough to make them know- 
How abject is their ſtate, how deep their woe; 
The worth of Freedom ſtrongly ſhe explains, 
Whilſt ſhe bows down, and loads their necks with 

chains; 

Faith too ſhe plants, for her own ends impreſt, 
To make them bear the worſt, and hope the beſt; 
And whilſt ſhe teaches on vile Int'reſt's plan, 

As laws of God, the wild decrees of man, 

Like Phariſees, of whom the Scriptures tell, 
She makes them ten times more the ſons of Hell. 
But whither do theſe grave reflections tend? 
Are they deſign'd for any, or no end? 

Briefly but this To prove, that by no act 
Which nature made, that by no equal 


pact 
"Twixt man and man, which might, if Juſtice 


heard, 
Stand good, that by no benefits conferr'd 
Or purchaſe made, Europe in chains can hold 
The ſons of India, and her mines of gold. 
Ghance led her there in an accurſed hour, 
She ſaw, and made the country her's by pow'r ; 
Nor drawn by virtu?*s love from love of fame, 
Shall my raſh folly controvert the claim, 
Or wiſh in thought that title overthrown, 
Which coincides with, and involves my own. 
Europe diſcoyer'd India firſt ; I found 
My right to Gotham on the ſelf-ſame ground : 
I firſt diſcover'd it, nor ſhall that plea 
To her be granted, and denied to me. 
I plead poſſeſſion, and *till one more bold 
Shall drive me out, will that poſſeſſion hold: 
With Europe's rights my kindred rights I twine ; 
Her's be the Weſtern world, be Gotham mine. 
Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites, rejoice ; 
Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 
The voice of gladneſs, and on ev'ry tongue, 
In ftrains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 
The praiſes of ſo great and good a King; 
Shall Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham ſing ? 
As on a day, a high and holy day, 
Let ey'ry inſtrument of muſic play, 
Ancient and modern ; thoſe which drew their birth 
(PunQtilio's laid afide) from Pagan earth, 
As well as thoſe by Chriftian made and Few ; | 
Thoſe known to many, and thoſe known to few ; 
Thoſe which in whim and frolic lightly float, 
And thoſe which ſwell the flow and ſolemn note; 
Thoſe which (whilſt Reaſon ſtands in wonder by) 
Make ſome complexions laugh and others cry ; 
'Thoſe which by ſome ftrange faculty of ſound, 
Can build walls up, and raze them to the ground ; 
Thoſe which can tear up foreſts by the roots, 


And make brutes dance like men, and men like 


brutes; 
Thoſe which whilſt Ridicule leads up the dance, 
Make clowns of Monmouth ape the fops of France; 


* 


Thoſe which, where Lady Dullneſs with Lord 


Mayors 


Preſides, diſdaining light andgrifling airs, 


Hallow the feaſt with Pſalmody; and thoſe 
Which, planted in our churches to diſpoſe 

And lift the mind to Heav'n, are diſgrac'd 

With what a foppiſh organiſt calls Tafte : 

All, from the fiddle (on which ev'ry fool, 

The pert ſon of dull fire, diſcharg'd from ſchool, 
Serves an apprenticeſhip in College eaſe, 


And riſes thro' the gamut to degrees) 


To thoſe which (tho leſs common, not leſs ſweet) 


Areet, 

(Where Heav'n, the utmoſt wiſh of man 
Gave me an old houſe, and an older aunt) 
Thornton, whilſt Humour pointed out the road 


grant, 


To her arch cub, hath hitch'd into an Ode * ; 


All inftruments (attend ye lining ſpheres 

Attend ye ſons of men, and hear with ears) 

All inftruments (nor ſhall they ſeek one hand 
Impreſt from modern Mufic's coxcomb band) 

All inſtruments, ſelfacted, at my name 

Shall pour forth harmony, and loud proclaim, 
Loud but yet ſweet, to the according globe, 

My praiſes ; whilſt gay Nature, in a robe, 

A coxcomb Doctors robe, to the full ſound 

Keeps time, like Boyce, and the world dances round, 
RJjoice, ye happy Gothamites, rejoice ; 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gladneſs, and on every tongue, 

In trains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 

The praiſes of ſo great and good a King; 

Shall Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham fing ? 
Infancy, ſtraining backward from the breaſt, 


| Techy and wayward, what he loveth beſt 


Refufing in his fits, whilſt all the while 
The mother eyes the wrangler with a ſmile, 
And the fond father ſits on t* other fide, 
Laughs at his moods, and views his ſpleen with 
pride, 
Shall murmur forth my name, whilſt at his hand 
Nurſe ſtands interpreter, thro' Gotham's land, 
Childhood, who like an April morn appears, 
Sunſhine and rain, hopes clouded o'er with fears, 
Pleas'd and diſpleas'd by ſtarts, in paſſion warm, 
In reaſon weak; who, wrought into a ſtorm, 
Like to the fretful bullies of the deep, 
Soon ſpends his rage, and cries himſelf aſleep : 
Who, with a fev'riſh appetite oppreſs'd, 
For trifles fighs, but hates them when poſſeſs'd ; 
His trembling lafh ſuſpended in the air, 
Half-bent, and ſtroking back his long lank hair, 
Shall to his mates look up with eager glee, 
And let his top go down to prate of me. 

Youth, who, fierce, fickle, inſolent, and vain, 
Impatient urges on to Manhood's rejgn, 
Impatient urges on, yet with a caſt 
Of dear regard looks back on Childhood paſt, 
In the mid-chaſe, when the hot blood runs high, 
And the quick ſpirits mount into his eye, 
When pleaſure, which he deems his greateſt wealth, 
Beats in his heart, and paints his cheeks with 

health, 


A burleſque Ode on St. Cecilia's day, by Bonk! 
Thornton, performed at Ranelagh. 


From fam'd Saint Ciles's, and more N. Vine-- 


OM FOUL On nr 


RE, oY br Yo Toke ñð ß ©”, »” 


CHURCHILL'S 


When the chaf d ſteed tugs proudly at the rein, 
And ere he ſtarts, hath run o'er half the plain, 
When, wing'd with fear, the ſtag flies full in view, 
And in full cry the eager hounds purſue, 

Shall ſhout my praiſe to hills which ſhout again, 
And e'en the hunt/man ſtop to cry Amen. 

Manhood, of form ere&t, who would not bow 
Tho* worlds ſhould crack around him; on his brow- 
Wiſdom ſerene, to paſſion giving law, 

Beſpeaking love, and yet commanding awe ; 
Dignity into grace by mildneſs wrought ; 
Courage attemper'd and refin'd by thought ; 
Virtue ſupreme enthron'd ; within his breaſt 
The image of his Maker deep impreſs d; 
Lord of this earth, which trembles at his nod, 
With reaſon bleſs'd, and only leſs than God; 
Manhood, tho* weeping Beauty kneels for aid, 
Tho* Honour calls in Danger's form array'd, 
Tho? cloth'd with ſackcloth, Juſtice in the gates, 
By wicked Elders chain'd, redemption waits, 
Manhood ſhall ſteal an hour, a little hour, 
(It not a little one?) to hail my pow'r. 

Old Age, a ſecond child, by Nature curs'd 
With more and greater evils than the firft, 

Weak, ſickly, full of pains ; in ev'ry breath 
Railing at life, and yet afraid of death ; 

Putting things off, with ſage and ſolemn air, 
From day to day, without one day to ſpare ; - 
Without enjoyment, covetous of pelf, 

Tireſome to friends, and tireſome to himſelf ; 

His faculties impair'd, his temper ſour'd, 

His memory of recent things devour'd 

F'en with the acting on his ſhatter'd brain, 

Tho' the falſe regiſters of youth remain; 

From morn to evening babbling forth vain praiſe 
Of thoſe rare men who liv'd in thoſe rare days, 
When he, the hero of his tale, was young; 

Dull repetitions falt'ring on his tongue, 

Praifing grey hairs, ſure mark of Wiſdom's ſway, 
E'en whilſt he curſes time which made him gray ; 
Scoffing at youth, e'en whilſt he would afford 

All but his gold to have his youth reſtor d; 

Shall for a moment, from himſelf ſet free, 

Lean on his crutch, and pipe forth praiſe to me. 

Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites, rejoice 3 
Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gladneſs, and on ev'ry tongue, 

In ftrains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 

The praiſes of ſo great and good a King; 

Shall Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham fing ? 

Things without life ſhall in this chorus join, 
And, dumb to others” praiſe, be loud in mine. 

The Snow-drop, who, in habit white and plain, 
Comes on, the herald of fair Flora's train; 

The coxcomb Crocus, flow'r of fimple note, 

Who by*her ſide ſtruts in a Acrald's coat 

The Tulip, idly glaring to the view, 

Who, tho' no clown, his birth from Holland drew, 
Who, once full dreſs'd, fears from his place to ſtir, 
The fop of flow'rs, the More of a parterre ; 
The Heood-bine, who her Elm in marriage meets, 
And brings her dowry in ſurrounding ſweets ; 

The Lily, filver miſtreſs of the vale ; 

The Roje of Sharon which perfumes the gale ; 

The Feſſamine, with which the Queen of Flow'rs 
To charm her God adorns his fav'rite bow'rs, 
Which brides, by the plain hand of Neatneſs dreſt, 
Unenviad rival, wear upon their breaſt, 
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Sweet as the incenſe of the morn, and chaſte 

As the pure zone which circles Dian's waiſt 3 

All flow'rs, of various names, and various forms, 

Which the ſun into ſtrength and beauty warms, 

From the dwarf Daiſy, which, like intants, clings, 

And fears to leave the earth from whence it ſprings, 

To the proud giant of the garden race, 

Who, madly ruſhing to the ſun's embrace, 

O'ertops her fellows with aſpiring aim, 

Demands his wedded love, and bears his name 

All, one and all, ſhall in this chorus join, 

And, dumb to others' praiſe, be loud in mine. 

Rejoice, ye happy Gothamires, rejoice z 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gladneſs, and on ev'ry tongue, 

In ftrains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 

The praiſes of ſo great and good a King ; 

Shall Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham fing ? 
Forming a gloom, thro' which to ſpleen- ſtrucle 

minds 

Religion, horror-ſtamp's, a paſſage finds, 

The Ivy crawling o'er the hallow'd cell, 

Where ſome old hermit's wont his beads to tell 

By day, by night; the Myrtle ever-green, 

Beneath whoſe ſhade Love holds his rites unſeen 

The Willotp weeping o'er the fatal wave 

Where many a lover finds a wat'ry grave; 

The Cypreſs ſacred held, when lovers mourn 

{ Their true love ſnatch'd away ; the Laurel worn 

By Poets in old time, hut deftin'd now 

In grief to wither on a Whitehead's brow ; 

The Fig, which, large as what in India grows, 

Itſelf a grove, gave our firſt parents cloaths, 

The Vine, which, like a bluſhtg new-made bride, 

Cluſt'ring, empurples all the mountain's fide ; 

The Yew, which, in the place of ſculptur'd tone, 

Marks out the teſting- place of men unknown ; 

The hedge-row Elm, the Pize of mountain race, 

The Fir, the Scotch Fir, never out of place 

The Cedar, whoſe top meets the higheſt cloud, 

Whilſt his old f ther Lebanon grows proud 

Of ſuch a chil4, and his vaſt body laid 

Out many a mile, enjoys the filial ſhade 3 

The Oak, when living, monarch of the wood; 

The Engliſh Oat, which dead, commands the flood z 

All, one and all, ſhall in this chorus join, 

And, dumb to others” praiſe, be loud in mine. 
Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites, rejoice ; : 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 


The voice of gladneſs, and on ev'ry tongue, 


In ſtrains of gratitude be praiſes hung, 

The praiſes of ſo great and good a King; 

Shall Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham fing ? 
The Show'rs which make the young hills, like 


1 young lambs, 


Bound and rebound ; the old hills, like old rams, 
Unwieldy, jump for joy ; the Streams which glide, 
Whilf Plenty marches ſwiling by their fide, 
And from their boſom riſing Commerce ſprings ; 
The Minds which riſe with healing on their wings, 
Before whoſe cleanſing breath contagion flies; 
The Sun, who, travelling in eaſtern ſkies, 
Freſh, full of ſtrength, juſt riſen from his bed, 
Tho? in Jove's paſtures they were born and bred, 
With voice and whip, can ſcarce make his ſteeds ſtir, 
Step by ſtep, up the perpendicular ; 
Who, at the hour of eve, panting for reſt, 
Rolls on amain, and _—_ down the weſt, 
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As faſt as Jehu, oil'd for Ahab's fin, 

Drove for a crown, or poſt-boys for an inn; 

The Mon, who holds o'er night her filver reign, 

Regent of tides, and miſtreſs of the brain, 

Who to her ſons, thoſe ſons who own her pow'r, 

And do her homage at the midnight hour, 

Giyes madneſs as a bleſſing, but diſpenſes 

Wiſdom to fools, and damns them with their ſenſes ; 

The Stars, who by 1 know not what ſtrange right, 

Preſide o'er mortals in their own deſpite, 

Who without reaſon govern thoſe, who moſt 

(How truly, judge from thence !) of reaſon boaſt, 

And, by ſome mighty magic yet unknown, 

Our actions guide, yet cannot guide their on; 

All, one and all, ſhall in this chorus join, 

And, durab to others* praiſe, be loud in mine. | 
Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites, rejoice z 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gladneſs, and on ev'ry tongue, 

In ſtrains of gratitude, be praĩſes hung, 

The praiſes of fo great and good a King; 

Shall Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham fing ? 
The Moment, Minute, Hcur, Day, Week, Month, 

Year, 

Morning and Exe, as they in turn appear; 

Moments and M.nutes which, without a crime, 

Can't be omitted in accounts of time, 

Or, if omitted, (proof we might afford) 

Worthy by Parliaments to be reſtor'd ; 

The Hours, which dreſt by turns in black and white, 

Ordain'd as handmaids, wait on Day and Night; 

The Day, thoſe hours I mean when light preſides, 

And Butineſs in a cart with Prudence rides; 

The Night, thoſe hours I mean with darkneſs hung, 

When Senſe ſpeaks free, and Folly holds her tongue; 

The Mirn, when Nature rouſing frogy her ftrife 

With death-like Sleep, awakes to {+ lite; 

The Eve, when, as unequal to the taſk, 

She mercy from her foe deſcends to aſk ; 

The Week, in which fix days are kindly given 

To think of earth, and one to think of heaven; 

The Months, twelve ſiſters all of different hue, 

Tho? there appears in all a likeneſs too; 

Not ſuch a likeneſs, as, thro* Hayman's works, 

Dull mannerift, in Chriftians, Jews; and Turks, 

Cloys with a ſameneſs in each female face, 

But a ſtrange ſomething, born of Art and Grace, 

Which ſpeaks them all, to vary and adorn, 

At diff rent times of the ſame parents born; 

All, one and all, ſhall in this chorus join, 

And, dumb to others” praiſe, be loud in mine, 
Rejoice, ye heppy Gothamites, rejoice ; 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gladneſs, and on every tongue, 

In ſtrains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 

The praiſes of fo great and good a King; 

Shall Churchill reign, and ſhal] not Gotham fing ? 
Frore January, leader of the Year, 

Minc'd-pies in van, and calves-heads in the rear; 

Dull February, in whoſe leadea reign 

My mother bore a bard without a brain; 

March varipus, fierce, and wild, with wind-crack*d 

cheeks, 

By wilder Welchmen led, and crown'd with lecks ! 

April with fools, and May with baſtards bleſt; 
ne with white roſes on her rebel breatt ; 

July, to whom, the Dog- ſtar in her train, 

Saint James giyes oyſters, and Saint Swithin rain; | 


Auguſt, who, baniſh'd from her Smitkfield ſtand, 

To flies, with Dogget in her hand *; 

Sept r, when by cuſtom (right divine) 

Geeſe are ordain'd to bleed at Michael's ſhrine, 

Whilſt the Prieſt, not ſo full of grace as wit, 

Falls to, unbleſs'd, nor gives the Saint a bit; 

October, who the cauſe of Freedom juin'd, 

And gave a ſecond George to bleſs mankind 3 

November, who at once to grace our earth, 

Saint Andrew boaſts, and our Auguſta's 4 birth; 

December, laſt of months, but beſt, who gave 

A Chriſt to man, a Saviour to the ſlave, 

Whilſt falſely grateful, Man, at the full feaſt, - 

To do God honour, makes himſelf a beaſt ; 

All, one and all, ſhall in this chorus join, 

And, dumb to others? praiſe, be loud in mine. 
Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites, rejoice 3 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gladneſs, and on ev'ry tongue, 

In ſtrains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 

The praiſes of ſo great and good a King; 

Shall Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham fing ? 
The Seaſons as they roll; Spring, by her fide 

Letch*ry and Lent, Lay-Folly, and Churck-Pride, 

By a rank monk to copulation led, 

A tub of ſainted ſalt-fih on her head; 

Summer, in light, tranſparent gawze array'd, 

Like Maids of Honour at a maſquerade, 

In bawdry gawze, for which our daughters leave 

The Fig, more modeſt, firſt brought up by Eve, 

Panting for breath, enflamed with luſtful fires, 

Yet wanting ſtrength to perfect her deſires, 

Leaning on Sloth, who, fainting with the heat, 

Stops at each ſtep, and ſlumbers on his feet; 

Autumn, when Nature, who with ſorrow feels 

Her gread foe Winter treading on her heels, 

Makes up in yalue what ſhe wants in length, 

Exerts her pow'rs, and puts forth all her ſtrength, 

Bids corn and fruits in full perfection riſe, 

Corn fairly tax'd, and fruits without Exciſe : 

Winter, benumb' d with cold, no longer known 

By robes of fur, ſince furs became our own ; 

A hag, who loathing all, by all is loath'd, 

With weekly, daily, hourly libels cloath'd, 

Vile Faction at her heels, who mighty grown, 

Would rule the Ruler, and forecloſe the throne, 

Would turn all State-affairs into a trade, 

Make laws one day, the next to be unmade, 

Beggar at home a people fear'd abroad 

And, force defeated, make them ſlaves by fraud; 

All, one and all, ſhall in this chorus join, 

And, dumb to others” praiſe, be loud in mine. 
Rejoice, ye happy Gothamites, rejoice ; 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gladneſs, and on ev'ry tongue, 

In ftrains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 


Shall Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham fing ? 
The Year, grand circle, in whoſe ample round 

The ſeaſons regular and fix'd are bound, 

(Who, in his courſe repeated o'er and o'er, 

Sees the ſame things which he had ſeen before; 

The ſame ſlars keep their watch, and the ſame ſun 

Runs in the track where he from firſt hath run 


* 


* Dogget the celebrated Comedian's Badge, rowed 
for on the firit of Auguſt. 


＋ Princeſs Dowager of Wales, 


The praiſes of ſo great and good a King; * : 


The ſar 
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The ſame moon rules the night; tides ebb and 
flow z 

Man is a puppet, and this world a ſhow ; 

Their old dull follies old dull fools purſue, 

And vice in nothing but in mode is new; 

He ——— a Lord (now fair befall that pride, 

He liv'd a uillain, but a Lord he died) 

Daſhwood is pious, Berkeley fx d as fate, 

Sandwich (thank Heav'n !) firſt Miniſter of State; 

And, tho* by fools deſpis d, by ſaints unbleſs d, 

By friends neglected, and by foes oppreſs d, 

Scorning the ſervile arts of each court elf, 

Founded on Honour, Wilkes is till himſelf ) 

The Year, encircled with the various train 

Which waits, and fills the glories of his reign, 

Shall, taking up this theme, in chorus join, 

And, dumb tv others* praiſe,. be loud in mine. 

Rejoice, he happy Gothamites, rejoice ; 

Lift up your voice on high, a mighty voice, 

The voice of gladneſs, and on ev'ry tongue, 

In ſtrains of gratitude, be praiſes hung, 

The praiſes of ſo great and good a King; 

Shall Churchill reign, and ſhall not Gotham ſing? 

Thus far in ſport—nor let our critics hence, 
Who ſell out monthly traſh, and call it Sente, 
Too lightly of our preſent labours deem, 

Or judge at random of fo high a theme; 
High is our theme, and worthy are the men 
To feel the ſharpeſt ſtroke of Satire's pen; 
But when kind time a proper ſeaſon brings, 
In ſerious mood to treat of ſerious things, 
Then ſhall they find, diſdaining idle play, 
That I can be as grave and dull as they. 

Thus far in ſport—nor let half patriots, thoſe 
Who ſhrink from ey'ry blaſt of pow'r which blows ; 
Who with tame cowardice familiar grown, 

Would hear my thoughts, but fear to ſpeak their 


on; 

Who, (left bold truths, to do ſage Prudence ſpite, 
Should burſt the portals of their lips by night, 
Tremble to truſt themſelves one hour in ſleep) 
Condemn our courſe, and hold our caution cheap, 
When brave occaſion bids, for ſome great end 

When Honour calls the Poet as a friend, 

Then ſhall they find, that, een on danger's brink, 
He dares to ſpeak, what they ſcarce dare to think. 


END OF THE FIRST BOOK, 


BOOK. II. 


OW much miſtaken are the men, who think 
That all who will, without reſtraint, may 
drink, 

May largely drink, e'en till their bowels burſt, 
Pleading no right but merely that of thirſt, 
At the pure waters of the living well, 
Befide whoſe ſtreams the Muſes love to dwell ! 
Verſe is with them a knack, an idle toy, 
A rattle gilded oer, on which a boy 


* A phraſe ufed by Lord Bottetourt, then Nor- 
Berkeley, in an addreſs to his electors. 
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May play untaught, whilſt, without art or force, 
Make it but jingle, Muſic comes of courſe. 
Little do ſuch men know the toil, the pains, 
The daily, nightly racking of the brains, 
To range the thoughts, the matter to digeſt, 
To cull fit phraſes, and reject the reſt ; 
To know the times when Humour on the cheek 
Of Mirth may hold her ſports ; when Wit ſhould 
ſpeak : 
And when be filent ; when to uſe the pow'rs 
Of ornament, and how to place the flow'rs, 
So that they neither give a tawdry glare, 
Nor watte their ſweetneſs in the deiart air; 
To form (which few cxn do, and ſcarcely ane, 
One Critic in an age can find, when done) 
To form a plan, to ſtrike a grand outline, 
To fill it up, and make the picture ſhine 
A full, and perfect piece; to make coy Rhime 
Renounce her follies, and with Senſe keep time z 
To make proud Senſe againſt her nature bend, 
And wear the chains of Rhime, yet call her friend. 
Some fops there are among the ſeribbling tribe, 
Who make it all their buſineſs to deſcribe, 
No matter whether in, or out of place; 
Studious of finery, and fond of lace, 
Alike they trim, as coxcomb Fancy brings, I | 
The rags of beggars, and the robes of kings. "diy 
Let dull Propricty in ſtate preſide «ſa 
O'er her dull children, nature is their guide, LH 
Wild Nature, who at random breaks the fence 
Senſe, 'S 
Nor would forgive herſelf the mighty crime 
Of keeping terms with Perſen, Place, and Time: , 
Let /iguid gold emblaze the ſun at noon, 
With borrow'd beams let filver pale the moon, 
Let ſurges 4oarſe laſh the ſurrounding ſhore, 
Let ſtreams meander, and let torrents roar, | 4 
Let them breed up the melancholy breeze Wa 
To figh with fighing, ſob with ſobbing trees, C1 
Let vales embroid'ry wear, let flow'rs be ting'd { 
With various tints, let clouds be /ac'd or fring dz 4 
They have their with ; like idle monarch boys, 


Neglecting things of weight, they figh for toys; » 4 
Give them the crown, the ſceptre, and the robe, FS | 


Who will may take the pow'r, and rule the globe. *\ 
Others there are, who in one ſolemn pace, 3 
With as much zeal as Quakers rail at lace, 
Railing at needful ornament, depend 
On Senſe to bring them to their journey's end. 
They would not (Heav'n forbid ') their courſe 
delay, 
Nor for a moment ſtep out of their way, 
To make the barren road thoſe graces wear, 
Which nature would, if pleas'd, have planted 
thers. 
Vain men ! who blindly thwarting Natuze's plan, 
Ne'er find a paſſage to the heart of Man, 
Who, bred mongſt fogs in Academic land, 
Scorn ev'ry thing they do not underitand ; 
Who deſtitute of humour, wit, and taſte, 
Let all their little knowledge run to waſte, 
And fruſtrate each guod purpoſe, whilſt theys wear 
The robes of Learning with a ſloven's air. 
Tho' ſolid reas'ning arms each ſterling line, 
Tho' Truth declares aloud, This work is miney” 
Vice, whilſt from page to page Bull morals creep, h 
Throws by the book, and Virtue falls aſleep. 1 
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Senſe, mere, dull, formal Senſe, in this gay town 
Muft have ſome vehicle to paſs her down, 
Nor can ſhe for an hour enſure her reign, * 

+» Unleſs ſhe brings fair Pleaſure in her train. 

Let her, from day to day, from year to 81 
In all her grave ſolemnities appear, 
And, with the voice of trumpets, thro' the ſtreets 
Deal lectures out to ev'ry one ſhe meets, 
Half who pals by are deaf, and t' other half 
Can hear indeed, but only hear to laugh. 

Quit then, ye graver ſons of letter'd Pride, 
Taking for once Experience as a guide, 
Quit this grand error, this dull College mode; 
Be your purſuits the ſame, but change the road ; 
Write, or at leaſt appear to write with eaſe, 
And, if you mean to profit, learn to pleaſe. 

In vain for ſuch miſtakes they pardon claim, 
Becauſe they wield the pen in Virtue's name. 
Thrice ſacred is that name, thrice bleſs'd the man 
Who thinks, ſpeaks, writes, and lives on ſuch a 

lan ! 

This, bs himſelf, himſelf of courſe muſt bleſs, 
But cannot with the world promote ſucceſs: 
He may be ſtrong, but, with effect to ſpeak, 
Should recollect his readers may be weak; 
Plain, rigid truths, which ſaints with comfort bear, 
Will make the ſinner tremble, and deſpair. 
True Virtue acts from love, and the great end 
At which ſhe nobly aims, is to amend; 
How then do thoſe miſtake, who arm her laws 
With rigour not their own, and hart the cauſe 
They mean to help, whilſt with a zealot rage 
They make that Goddeſs, whom they'd have engage 
Our deareſt love, in hideous terror riſe ! 
Such may be honeſt, but they can't be wiſe. 

In her own full, and perfect blaze of light, 
Virtue breaks forth too ſtrong for human fight : : 


mtr. 


The dizzled eye, that nice but w ſenſe, 
. > Shuts herſelf up in darkneſs fgyTetence. 
But, to make ſtrong co bee fink, 


To make the callous feel, the thoughtleſs think, 
Like God made man, ſhe leaves her glory by, 
And beams mild comfort on the raviſh'd eye. 
bh earneſt moſt, when moſt ſhe ſeems in jeſt, 
She worms into, and winds around the breaſt ; 
To conquer Vice, of Vice appears the friend, 
And ſeems unlike herſelf to gain her end. 
The ſons of Sin, to while away the time 
Which lingers on their hands, of each black crime 
To huſh the painful memory and keep 
The tyrant Conſcience in deluſive ſleep, 
Read on at random, nor ſuſpect the dart, 
Until they find it rooted in their heart. 
Gainſt vice they give their vote, nor know at firſt 
That, curfing that, themſelves too they have curs'd ; 
They ſee not, till they fall into the ſnares, 
Deluded into virtue unawares. | | 
Thus the ſhrewd doctor, in the ſpleen- ſtruek mind 
When 8 and — o'er wind, 
Diſcarding drugs, and ftriving how to pleaſe, 
Lures on inſenſibly, by flow degrees, 
The patient to thoſe manly ſports, which bind 
The ſſcken'd finews, and relieve the mind; 
The patient feels a change as wrought by ſtealth, 
And wonders on demand to find it health. 
Some few, whom Fate ordain'd to deal in rimes 
In other lands, and here, in other times, 
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Whom, waiting at their birth, the midwife Muſe = aq 
Sprinkled all over with Caſtalian dewsy W 
To whom true Genius gave his magic pen, Spurr 
Whom Art by juſt degrees led up to men; — 
Some few, extremes well ſhunn'd, have ſteer'd be- N 
tween Tis: 
Theſe dang rous rocks, and held the golden mean: Toru 
Senſe in their works maintains her proper ſtate, W 
But never ſleeps, or labours with her weight Wild 
Grace makes the whole look elegant and gay, Wak 
But never dares from Senſe to run aſtray : Toth 
So nice the maſter's touch, ſo great his care, Whic 
The colours boldly glow, not idly glare ; And 
Mutually giving and receiving aid, 80 li 
They ſet each other off, like light and ſhade, Nor d 
And, as by ſtealth, with ſo much ſoftneſs blend, Whe: 
"Tis hard to ſay, where they begin or end: That 
Both give us charms, and neither gives offence ; Critic 
Senſe perfects Grace, and Grace enlivens Senſe. 8 
Peace to the men who theſe high honours claim, v. 
Health to their ſouls, and to their mem'ries fame; Of 1 
Beit my, taſk, and no mean taſk, to teach Of n 
] A rev'rence for that worth I cannot reach : Oft 
Let me at diſtance, with a ſteady eye, Mate 
Obſerve, and mark their paſſage to the ſky ; Tho 
From envy free, applaud ſuch riſing worth, Take 
And praiſe their heav'n, tho pinion'd down to earth. Whie 
Had I the pow'r, I could not have the time, Fram 
Whill ſpirits flow, and Life is in her prime, "Till 
Without a fin *gainſt Pleaſure, to deſign Color 
A plan, to methodize each thought, each line To yi 
Highly to finiſh, and make ev'ry grace, And 
In itſelf charming, take new charms from place. . 
Nothing of books, and little known of men, Ne 
When the mad fit comes on, I ſeize the pen, Soon: 
Rough as they run, the rapid thoughts ſet down, Scien 
Rough as they run, diſcharge them on the Town; Orde: 
Hence rude, unfiniſh'd brats, before their time, Lette 
Are born into this idle world of Rime, At m 
And the poor ſlartern Muſe is brought to bed M 
With all her imperfections on her head. Wort 
Some, as no life appears, no pulſes play The 
Through the dull dubious maſs, no breath make: If id 
Way, Carel 
Doubt, greatly doubt, till for a glaſs they call, May 
Whether the child can be baptiz'd at all : The 
Others, on the grounds, objections frame, And 
And granting that the child may have a name, O 
Doubt as the ſex might well a midwife poſe, To v 
Whether they ſhould baptize it, Verſe or Proſe. My! 
Een what my maſters pleaſe; Bards mild, mets How 
mens For r 
In love to critics ſtumble now and then. Are 
Something I do myſelf, and ſomething too, How 
If they can do it, leave for them to do. Thy 
In the ſmall compaſs of my careleſs page Be ſh 
Critics may find employment for an age; Bleſs 
Without my blunders they were all undone ; Be ri 
I twenty feed, where Maſon can feed one. The 
When Satire ſtoops, unmindful of her tate, And 
To praiſe the man I love, curſe him hate; Hap 
When Senſe, in tides of paſſion borne along, How 
Sinking to proſe, degrades the name of ſong 3 Om: 
The Cenſor imiles, and, whilſt my credit bleeds, Env. 
With as high reliſh on the carrion feeds In of 
As the proud Earl fed at a turtle feaſt, Shou 
Who, turn'd by gluttony to worſe than beaſt, Or 
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Eat, 'till his bowels guſh'd upon the floor, 
Yet {till eat on, and dying call'd for more. 

When leoſe Digreſſion, like a colt unbroke, 

Spurning Connection, and her formal yoke, 

Bounds thro? the foreſt, wanders far aſtray 

From the known path, and loves to loſe her way, 
Tis a full feaſt to all the mongrel pack 

To run the rambler down, and bring her back. 

When gay Deſcription, Fancy's fairy child, 
Wild without art, and vet with pleaſure wild, 
Waking with Nature at the morning hour 
To the lark's call, walks o'cr the op ning flow'r 
Which largely drank all night of heaven's freſh dew, 
And like a mountain nymph of Dian's crew, 

So lightly walks, ſhe not one mark imprints, 

Nor bruſhes off the dews, nor ſoils the tints ; 

When thus Deſcription ſports, een at the time 
That drums ſhould beat, and cannons roar in rime, 
Critics can live on ſuch a fault as that 

From one month to the other, and grow fat. 

Ye mighty Monthly Judges, in a dearth 
Of letter'd blockheads, conſcious of the worth 
Of my materials, which againſt your will 
Oft you've confeſs'd, and ſhall confeſs it ſtill; 
Materials rich tho* rude, enflam'd with thoughe, 
Tho' more by Fancy than by Judgment wrought ; 
Take, uſe them as your own, a work begin, 
Which ſuits your genius well, and weave them in, 
Fram'd for the critic loom, with critic art, 

Till thread on thread depending, part on part, 
Colour with colour mingling, light with ſhade, 
To your dull taſte a formal work is made, 

And, having wrought them into one grand piece, 
Swears it ſurpaſſes Rome, and rivals Greece. 

Nor think this much, for at one fingle word, 
Soon as the mighty critic Fiat*s heard, 

Science attends their call; their pow'r is own'd ; 
Order takes place, and Genius is dethron d 
Letters dance into books, defiance hurl'd 

means, as atoms danc'd into a world. 

Me higher bufineſs calls, a greater plan, 
Worthy man's whole employ, the good of man, 
The good of man committed to my charge : 

If idle Fancy rambles forth at large, 

Careleſs of ſuch a truſt, theſe harmleſs lays 
May Friendſhip envy, and may Folly praiſe ; 
The crown of Gotham may ſome Scot aſſume, 
And vagrant Stuarts reign in Churchill's room. 

O my poor people, O thou wretched earth, 
To whoſe dear love, tho* not engag'd-by birth, 
My heart is fix d, my ſervice deeply ſworn, 
How (by the father can that thought be borne, 
For monarchs, would they all but think like me, 
Are only fathers in the beſt degree) 

How maſt thy glories fade, in ev'ry land 

Thy name be laugh'd to ſcorn, thy mighty hand 
Be ſhorten'd, and thy zeal, by foes confeſs'd, 
Bleſs'd in thyſelf, to make thy neighbours bleſs'd, 
Be robb'd of vigour ! how muſt Freedom's pile, 
The boaſt of ages, which adorns the iſle, 

And makes it great and glorious, fear'd abroad, 
Happy at home, ſecure from force and fraud 
How muſt that pile, by ancient wiſdom rais'd 
Oma firm rock, by friends admir'd and prais'd, 
Envy'd by foes, and wonder'd at by all, 

In one ſhort moment into ruins fall, 

Should any flip of Stuart's tyrant race, 

Or baſtard or legitimate, diſgrace 
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The royal ſeat of empire ! But what care, 

What ſorrow muſt be mine, what deep deſpair 
And ſelf-reproaches, ſhould that hated line 
Admittance gain thro* any fault of mine 

Curs'd be the cauſe whence Gotham's evils ſpring, 
Tho? that curs'd cauſe be found in Gotham's King. 

Let War, with all his neefly, ruffian band, 

In pomp of horror ſtalk thro* Gotham's land 
Knee-deep in blood; let all her ſtately tow'rs 

Sink in the duſt ; that court which now is our's | 
Become a den, where beaſts may, if they can, 

A lodging find, nor fear rebuke from man ; 

Where yellow harveft riſe, be brambles found : 
Where vines now creep, let thiſtles curſe the ground 
Dry in her thouſand vallies be the rills ; 

Birren the cattle on her thouſand hills ; 

Where Pow'r is plac'd, let tygers prowl for prey; 
Where Juſtice lodges, let wild aſſes bray ; 

Let cormorants in churches make their neſt, 

And on the fails of Commerce bitterns.zeft ; 

Be all, tho* princes in the earth before, 

Her merchants bankrupts, and her marts no more; 
Much rather would I, might the will of Fate 

Give me to chuſe, ſee Gotham's ruin'd tate 

By ills on ills thus to the earth weigh'd down, 

Than live to ſee a Stuart wear a crown. 

Let Heav'n in vengeance arm all Nature's hoſt, 
Thoſe ſervants who their Maker know, who boaſt 
Obedience as their glory, and fulfil, 

Unqueſtion'd, their great Maſter's ſacred will; 
Let raging winds root up the bdiling deep, 

And, with deſtruction big, o'er Gotham ſweep ; 
Let rains ruſh down, till Faith with doubtful eye- 
Looks for the ſign of mercy in the ſky ; 

Let Peſtilence in all her horrors riſe ; 

Where'er I turn, let Famine blaſt my eyes ; 

Let the earth yawn, and, ere they've time to think, 
In the deep gulph let all my ſubjects fink 

Before my eyes, whilſt on the verge I reel ; 
Feeling, but as a monarch ought to feel, 

Not for myſelf, but them, I'll kiſs the rod, 
And, having own'd the juſtice of my God, 
Myſelf with firmneſs to the ruin give, 
And die with thoſe for whom I wiſh'd to live. 

This (but may Heaven's more merciful decrees 
Ne'er tempt his ſervant with ſuch ills as theſe) 
This, or my foul deceives me, I could bear; 

But that the Stuart race my Crown ſhould wear, 

That Crown, where, highly cheriſh'd, Freedom ſhone 
Bright as the glories of the mid-day ſun ; 
Born and bred ſlaves, that they, with proud miſ- 


| rule, 
Should make brave, free-born men, like boys at 
|; ſchool, 
To the whip crouch and tremble—O, that thought 
The lab'ring brain is een to madneſs brought 
By the dread viſion : at the mere ſurmiſe 
The thronging ſpirits, as in tumult, riſe ; 
My heart, as for a paſſage, loudly beats, 
And, turn me where I will, diſtraction meets. 
O my brave fellows, great in arts and arms, 
The wonder of the earth, whom glory warms 
To high atchievements, can your ſpirits bend 
Thro' baſe controul (ye never can deſcend 
So low by choice) to wear a tyrant's chain, 


or let in Freedom's ſeat a Stuart reign ? 
11f Fame, who hath for ages far and wide 


Spread in all realms the cowardice, the pride, 


i 


a 
' 


80 EHURCHILL'S 


The tyranny and falſehood of thoſe Lords, 

Contents you not, ſearch England's fair records; 

England, where firſt the breath of life I drew, 

Where next to Gotham, my beſt love is due; 

There once they rul'd, tho' cruſh'd by William's 
hand, * 

They rul'd no more, to curſe that happy land. 

The firft, who, from his native ſoil remov'd, 
Held England's ſceptre, a tame tyrant prov'd: 
Virtue he lack'd, curs'd with thoſe thoughts which 

ſpring 
In fouls of vulgar ſtamp to be a King; 
Spirit he had not, though he laugh'd at laws, 
To play the bold-fac'd tyrant with applauſe ; 
On practices moſt mean he rais'd his pride, 
And craft oft gave, what wiſdom had denied. 

Neꝰ er could he feel how truly man is bleſt 
In bleſſing thoſe around him; in his breaſt, 
Crowded with follies, Honour found no room ; 
Mark' d for a'Cownrd in his mother's womb, 
He was too proud without affronts to live, 
Too timorous to puniſh or forgive. 

To gain a crown, which had in courſe of time, 
Py fair deſcent, been his without a crime, 

He bore a mother's exile ; to ſecure 


A greater crown, he baſely could endure 


The ſpilling of her blood by foreign knife, 


POEM 8, 
Pow'r was his wiſh, unbounded as his will Lift 
The pow'r, without controul, of doing ill. Mo 
But what he wiſh'd, what he made Bi/ops preach, Vh 


And Stateſmen warrant, hung within his reach 
He dar'd not ſeize : Fear gave, to gall his pride, 
That Freedom to the realm his will denied. 
Of treaties fond, o'erweening of his parts, 
In ev'ry treaty of his own mean arts 
He fell the dupe : Peace was his coward care, 
Elen at a time when Juſtice call'd for war: 
His pen he'd draw, to prove his lack of wit, 
But rather than unſheath the ſword, ſubmit. 
Truth fairly muſt record, and, pleas'd to live 
In league with 2 may forgive 
Kingdoms betray*d, and worlds reſigned to Spain, 
But never can forgive à Raleigh ſlain. 
At length (with white let Freed>m mark that year) 
Not fear'd by thoſe, whom moſt he wiſh'd to fear, 
Not lov'd by thoſe, whom moſt he wiſhed to love, 
He went to anſwer for his faults above; 
To anſwer to that God, from whom alone 
He claim'd to hold, and to abuſe the throne ; 
Leaving behind a curſe to all his line, 
The bloody legacy of Right Divine. 

With many virtues which a radience fling Ne 
Round private men; with few which grace a King, St; 
And ſpeak the monarch ; at the time of life 


Nor dar'd revenge her death who gave him life ; When Paſſion holds with Reaſon doubtful ſtrife, ” 
Nay, by fond fear and fond ambition led, Succeeded Charles, by a mean fire undone, } 
Struck hands with thoſe by whom her blood was ſhed. | Who envied virtue even in a fon. | 
Call'd up to pow'r, ſcarce warm on England's | His youth was froward, turbulent, and wild; He 
throne, 8 He took the man up, ere he leſt the child; At 
He fill'd her Court with beggars from his own : His foul was eager for imperial ſway, T} 
Turn where you would, the eye with Scots was] Ere he had learn'd the leſſon to obey. W 
caught, 0 Surrounded by a fawning, flattering throng, Ar 
Or Erglih knaves who would be Scotchmen thought. | Judgment each day grew weak, and humour ſtrong : 0 
To vain expence unbounded looſe he gave, iſdom was treated as a noiſome weed, if 
The dupe of minions, and of ſlaves the ſlave ; - And all his follies let to run to ſeed. 
Oa falſe pretences mighty ſums he rais'd, What ills from ſuch beginnings needs muſt ſpring! $0 
And damn'd thoſe Senates rich, whom, poor, he What ills to ſuch a land from ſuch a King 
prais'd : What could ſhe hope ! what had ſhe not to fear! TT] 
From empire thrown, and doom'd to beg her bread, | Baſe Buckingham poſſes'd his youthful ear; W 
On foreign bounty whilit a Daughter * ted, | Strafford and Laud, when mounted on the throne, T} 
He laviſh'd ſums, for her receiv'd, qu men, Engroſs'd his love, and made him all their own ; Hi 
Whoſe names would fix diſhonour on my pen. Strafford and Laud, who boldly dar'd avow VN 
Lies were his play-things, Parliaments his ſport, | The trait'rous doctrines taught by Tories now: O1 
Book - worms and Catamites engroſs'd the Court: Each ftrove t' undo him, in his turn and hour, N. 
Vain of the Scholar, like all Scotſmen ſince, I | The firſt with pleaſure, and the laſt with r. M 
The pedant Scholar, he forgot the Prince, Thinking (vain thought, diſgraceful to the throne!) 
And having with ſome trifles ſtor d his brain, That all mankind were made for Kings alone, v 
Ne'er learn'd, or wiſh'd to learn the arts to reign. That ſubjects were but ſlaves, and what was whim A 
Enough he knew to make him vain and proud, Or worſe in common men, was law in him: St 
Mock'd by the wiſe, the wonder of the croud; Drunk with prerogative, which fate decreed 
Falſe Friend, falſe Son, falſe father and falſe King, | To guard good Kings, and tyrants to miflead ; RN 
Falſe Wit, falſe Stateſman, and falſe ev'ry thing, Which in a fair proportion, to deny Sj 
When he ſhould aft, he idly choſe to prate, Allegiance dares not ; which to hold too high v 
And pamphlets wrote, when he ſhould fave the ſtate. No good can wiſh, no coward King can dare, In 
Religious, if Religion holds in whim, And held too high, no Engi ſubject bear; Fi 
To talk with all, he let all talk with him, Beſieg d by men of deep and ſubtile arts, A 
Not on God's honour, but his own intent, Men void of principle, and damn'd with parts, N 
Not for Religion's ſake but argument ; Who ſaw his weakneſs, made their King their tool, 8 
More vain, if ſome ſly, artful, High-Dutch ſlave, Then moſt a ſlave, when moſt he ſeem'd to rule; 
Or, from the Feſuit ſchool, ſome preſcious knave | Taking all public ſteps for private ends, : C 
Conviction feign'd, than if, to peace reſtor d Deceiv'd by favourites, whom he called friends, ] 
By his full ſoldierſhip, worlds hail'd him Lord. He had not ſtrength enough of ſoul to find A 
That monarchs, meant as bleflings to mankind, A 
The Queen of Bohemia, grandmgther of George | Sink their great ſtate, and ſtamp their fame undone, B 


the Firſt 
JS 


[When what was meant for all they give to one 
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Liſt'ning uxorious, whilſt a woman's prate 

Modell'd the Church, and parcell'd out the State, 

Vhilſ ( in the State not more than women read) 

High- churchmen preach'd, and turn'd. his pious 
head; 

Tutor'd to ſee with miniſterial eyes; 

Forbid to hear a loyal nation's cries 3 

Made to believe (what can't a fav'rite do) 

He heard a nation hearing one or two; 

Taught by . himſelf ſecure to think, 

And out of danger Men on danger's brink ; 

Whilſt pow'r was daily crumbling from his hand, 

Whilt murmurs ran thro? an inſulted land, 

As if to ſanction tyrants Heav'n was bound, 

He proudly ſought the ruin which he found. | 

Twelve years, twelve tedious and inglorious years, 
Did England, cruſh'd by pow'r and aw'd by fears, 
Whilſt proud Oppreſſion ſtruck at Freedom's root, 
Lament her Senates loſt, her Hampden mute. 
Illegal taxes and oppreſſive loans, 

In ſpite of all her pride, call'd forth her groans ; 
Patience was heard her griefs aloud to tell, 
And Loyalty was tempted to rebel. 

Each day new acts of outrage ſhook the State, 
New Courts were rais'd to give new doctrines weight; 
State-Inquiſitions kept the realm in awe, 

And curs'd Star-Chambers made, or rul'd the law; 
uries were pack'd, and Judges were unſound ; 
hro' the whole kingdom not one Pratt was found. 

From the firſt moments of his giddy youth 
He hated Serates, for they told him truth, 

At length againſt his will compell'd to treat, 

Thoſe whom he could not fright, he trove to cheat, 
With baſe diſſembling ev'ry grievance heard, 

And, often giving, often broke his word. 

O where ſhall helpleſs Truth for refuge fly, 

If Kings, who ſhould protect her, dare to lie? 

Thoſe who, the gen ral good their real aim, 

Sought in their Country's . good their Monarch's 
fame; 

"Thoſe who were anxious for his ſafety ; thoſe 

Who were induc'd by duty to oppole 

Their truth fuſpected, and their worth unknown, 

He held as foes, and traitors to his throne 

Nor found his fatal error till the hour 

Of ſaving him was gone and paſt ; till pow'r 

Had ſhifted hands, to blaſt his hapleſs reign, 

Making their faith and his repentance vain. 

Hence (be the curſe confin'd to Gotham's foes) 
War, dread to mention, Civil War aroſe ; 

All acts of outrage, and all acts of ſhame, 
Stalk'd forth at large, diſguis'd with Honour's 


3 
Rebellion, raiſing high her bloody hand, 
Spread univerſal havock thro? the land; 
With zeal for party, and with paſſion drunk, 
In public rage all private love was ſunk ; 
Friend againſt friend, brother 'gainſt brother ſtood, 
And the ſon's weapon drank the father's blood; 
Nature, aghaſt, and fearful leſt her rei 
Should latt no longer, bled in ev'ry vein. 
Unhappy Stuart! harſhly tho” that name 
Grates on my ear, I ſhould have died with ſhame, 
To ſee my King before his ſubjects ſtand, 
And at their bar hold up his royal hand ; 
At their commands to hear the monarch plead, 
By their decrees to ſeg that monarch bleed. 
VOL. VII. 
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What tho” thy faults were many, and were great, 
What tho? they ſhook the baſis of the State, 
In royalty ſecure thy perſon ſtood, 
And ſacred was the fountain of thy blood. 
Vile Miniſters, who dar'd abuſe their truſt, 
Who dar'd ſeduce a King to be unjuſt, 
Vengeance, with Juſtice leagu'd, with pow'r made 
tron 
Had nobly cruſh'd : The King could do no wwrong. 
Yet grieve not, Charles, nor thy hard fortunes 
blame; 
They took thy life, but they ſecur'd thy fame. 
Their greater crimes made thine like ſpecks appear, 
From which the ſun in glory is not clear. 
Had" thou in peace and years refign'd thy breath 
At Nature's call; had' thou laid down in death 
As ina ſleep ; thy name, by Juſtice borne 
Qn the four winds, had been in pieces torn. 
Pity the virtue of a gen'rous ſoul, 
Sometimes the vice, Hath made thy mem'ry wholez 
Misfortunes gave what Virtue could not give, 
And bade, the Tyrant ſlain, the Martyr live. 
Ye Princes of the earth, ye mighty few, 
Who, worlds ſubduing, can't yourſelves ſubdue ; 
Who, goodneſs ſcorn'd, wiſh only to be great, 
Whoſe breath is blaſting, and whoſe voice is fate 3 
Who own no law, no reaſon but your will, 
And ſcorn reſtraint, tho? tis from doing ill; 
Who of all paſſions groan beneath the worſt, 
Then only bleſs'd when they make others curſt; 
Think not for wrongs like theſe unſcourg'd to live j 
Long may ye fin, and long may Heav'n forgive: 
But, when ye leaſt expect, in Sorrow's day, 
Vengeance ſhall fall more beavy for delay ; 
Nor think that vengeance heap'd on you alone 
Shall (poor amends) for injur d worlds atone : 
No ; like ſome baſe diſtemper, which remains, 
Tranſmitted from the tainted father's veins, 
In the ſon's blood, ſuch broad and gen'ral crimes 
Shall call down vengeance e'en to lateſt times, 
Call vengeance down on all who bear your name, 
And make their portion bitterneſs and ſhame. 
From land to land for years compell'd to roam 
Whilſt Uſurpation lorded it at home, 
Of Majeſty unmindful, forc'd to fly. 
Not daring, like a King, to reign or die, 
Recall'd to repoſſeſs his lawful throne 
More at his people's ſeeking than his own, 
Another Charles ſucceeded. In the ſchool 
Of Travel he had learn'd do play the fool, 
And, like pupils with dull tutors ſent 
To ſhame their Country on the Continent, 
From love of England by long abſence wean'd, 
From ev'ry Court he ev'ry folly glean'd, 
And was, fo cloſe do evil habits cling, 
"Till eee a Beggar; and when crown'd, no 
ing. 
grand and gen'ral pow'rs which Heav'n de · 
gn 


An inſtance of his mercy to mankind, 

Were loſt, in ſtorms of diſſipation hurl'd, 

Nor would he give one hour to bleſs a world 3 

Lighter than levity which ftrides the blaſt, 

And of the preſent fond, forgets the paſt, 

He chang'd and chang'd, but ev'ry hope to 
curſe, 


| Chang'd only from one m_y a worſe g 
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State he reſign'd to thoſe whom tate could pleaſe, 
Careleſs of majeſty, his with was eaſe ; 
Pleaſure, and pleaſure only was his aim 3 
King; of leſs wit might hunt the bubble fame; 
Dignity, thro? his reign, was made a ſport, 
Nor dar'd Decorum ſhew her face at Court; 
Morality was held a ſtanding jeſt, 
And Faith a neceſſary fraud at beſt ; 
Courtiers, their monarch ever in their view, 
Poſſeſs d great talents, and abus d them too: 
Whate'er was light, impertinent, and vain, 
Whate'er was looſe, indecent, and profane, 
(So ripe was Folly, Folly to acquit) 
Stood all abſoly'd in that poor bauble, Wit. 
In gratitude, alas ! but little read, 
He let his father's ſervants beg their bread, 
His father's faithful ſervants, and his own, 
To place the foes of both around his throne. 
Bad counſels he embrac'd thro' indolence, N 
'Thro? love of eaſe, and not thro* want of ſenſe ; 
He ſaw th m wrong, but rather let them go 
As right, than take the pains to make them ſo. 
Women rul'd all, and Miniſters of State 
Were for commands at toilettes forc'd to wait ; 
Women, who have, as monarchs grac'd the land, 
But never govern'd well at ſecond-hand. 
To make all other errors ſlight appear, 
In mem'ry fix d ſtand Dunkirk and Tangier 3 
In mem'ry fix'd ſo deep, that time in vain 
Shall trive to wipe thoſe records from the brain, 
Amboyna ſtands—Gods, that a King ſhould hold 
In ſuch high eſtimate vile paltry gold, 
And of his duty be ſo careleſs found, 
That, when the blood of ſubjects from the ground 
For vengeance call'd, he ſhould reject their cry, 
And, brib'd from honour, lay his thunders by, 
Give Holland peace, whilſt Engliſh victims groan'd, 
And butcher'd ſubjects wander'd wnaton'd / 
O, dear, deep injury to England's fame, 
To them, to us, to all ! to him deep ſhame ! 
Of all the paſſions which from frailty ſpring, 
Av'rice is that which leaſt becomes a King. 
Tocrown the whole, ſcorning the public good, 
Which thro? his reign he little underſtood, 
Or little heeded, with too narrow aim 
He reaſſum'd a bigot brother's claim; 
And, having made time-ſerving Senates bow, 
Suddenly died, that brother beſt knew /o2v. 
No matter kow—he ſlept amongſt the dead, 
And James his brother reigned in his ſtead. 
But ſuch a reign—lſo glaring an offence 
In ev'ry ſtep gainſt Freedom, Law, and Senſe, 
»Gainſt all the rights of Nature's gen' ral plan, 
»Gainſt all which conſtitutes an Engliſhman, 
That the relation would mere fiction ſeem, 
The mock creation of a poet's dream, 
And the poor bard's would, in this ſceptic age, 
Appear as falſe as their hiſtorian's page. 
Ambitious Folly ſeiz'd the ſeat of Wit, 
Chriftians were forc'd by bigots to ſubmit ;_ 
Pride without ſenſe, without religion zeal, 
Made daring inroads on the common-weal ; 
Stern Perſecution rais'd her iron rod, 
And call'd the pride of Kings, the power of God; 
Conſcience and Fame were ſacriſic d to Rome, 
And England wept at Freedom's ſacred tomb. 
Her laws deſpis'd, her conſtitution wrench'd 
Form its due nat' ral frame, her rights retrench'd 


* 
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Beyond a coward's ſuff rance, conſcience forc'd, 


Each moment pregnant with vile acts of pow'ry 
Her patriot Biſhops ſentenc'd to the Tow'r, 

Her Oxford (who yet loves the Stuart name) 
Branded with arbitrary marks of ſhame, 

She wept - but wept not long; to arms ſhe flew, 
At Honour's.call th' avenging ſword ſhe drew, 
Turn'd all her terrors on the tyrant's head, 

And ſent him in deſpair to beg his bread ; 

Whilſt ſhe (may ev'ry _ in Mh diftreſs , 
Dare with ſuch zeal, and meet with ſuch ſucceſs) 
Whilk ſhe (may Gotham, ſhould my abject mind 
Chuſe to enſlave rather than free mankind. 

Purſue her ſteps, tear the proud tyrant down, 

Nor let me wear if I abuſe the crown) 

Whilſt the thro' ev'ry age, in ev'ry land, 
Written in gold let Revolution ſtand) 

Whilſt ſhe, ſecur'd in Liberty and Law, 

Found what ſhe ſought, a ſaviour in Naſſau. 
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* the fond mother from herſelf depart, 

Can ſhe forget the darling of her heart, 

The little darling whom ſhe bore and bred, N 
Nurs'd on her knees, and at her boſom fed ? 

To whem ſhe ſeem'd her ev'ry thought to give, 
And in whoſe life alone ſhe ſeem'd to live? 

Yes, from herſelf the mother may depart, 4 
She may forget the darling of her heart, 

The little darling whom ſhe bore and bred, 

Nurs'd on her knees, and at her boſom fed, 

To whom ſhe ſeem'd her ev'ry thought to give, 
And in whoſe life alone ſhe ſeem'd to live; 

But I cannot forget, whilſt Life remains, 

And pours her current thro” theſe ſwelling veins, 
Whilſt Mem'ry offers up at Reaſon's ſhrine, 

But I cannot forget that Gotham's mine. 

Can the ſtern mother, than the brutes more wild, 
From her diſnatur d breaſt tear her young child; 
Fleſh of her fleſh, and of her bone the bone, 

And daſh the ſmiling babe againſt a ſtone? 

Yes, the ſtern mother, than the brutes more wild, 
From her diſnatur'd breaſt may tear her child ; 
Fleſh of her fleſh, and of her bone the bone, 

And daſh the ſmiling babe againſt a ftone ; 

But I, (forbid it Heav'n) but I can ne er 

The love of Gotham from this boſom tear ; 

Can ne'er ſo far true Royalty pervert 

From its fair courſe, to do my people hurt. 

With how much eaſe, with how much confidence, 

As if, ſuperior to each groſſer ſenſe, 

Reaſon had only, in full pow'r array'd, 

To manifeſt her will, and be obey d, 

Men make reſolves, and paſs into decrees ̃ 
The motions of the mind! With how much eaſe 

In ſuch reſolves doth Paſſion make a flaw, 

And bring to nothing what was rais'd to law ! 

In empire young, ſcarce warm on Gotham's throne, 
The dangers and the ſweets of pow'r unknown, 
Pleas'd, tho? I ſcarce know why, like ſome young child, 
Whoſe little ſenſes each new toy turns wild, 

How do I hold ſweet dalliance with my crown, 


And wanton with dominion ! how lay down, 


And healing juſtice from the Crown divorc'd, : 


4 


Without the ſanction of a precedent, 
Rules of moſt large and abſolute extent; 
Rules, which from ſenſe of public virtue ſpring, 
And all at once commence a Patriot King. 

But, for the day of trial is at hand, 
And the whole fortunes of a mighty land 
Are ſtak'd on me, and all their weal or woe 
Muſt from my good or evil conduct flow, 
Will I, or can I, on a fair review, 
As I afſume that name, deſerve it too? 
Haye I well weigh'd the great, the noble part 
I'm now to play ? Have I explor'd my heart, 
That labyrinth of fraud, that deep dark cell, 
Where, unſuſpeRed een by me, may dwell 
Ten thouſand follies ? Have I found out there 
What I am fit to do, and what to bear ? 
Have I trac'd ev'ry paſſion to its riſe, 
Nor ſpar d one lurking ſeed of treachigous vice? 
Have I familiar with my nature grown, 
And am I fairly to myſelf made known? 

A Patriot King— Why, tis a name which bears 
The more immediate ſtamp of Heav'n; which wears 
The neareſt, beſt reſemblance we can ſhew 
Of God above thro? all his works below. 

To ftill the voice of diſcord in the land, 

To make weak Faction's diſcontented band, 
Detected, weak, and crumbling to decay, 
With hunger pinch'd, on their awn vitals prey; 
Like brethren in the ſelf-ſame int'reſts warm'd, 
Like diff rent bodies with one ſoul inform'd, | 
To make a nation, nobly rais'd above 

All meaner thought, grow up in common love; 
To give the laws due vigour, and to hold 

That ſacred balance, temperate, yet bold, 
With ſuch an equal hand, that thoſe who fear 
May yet approve, and own my juſtice clear ; 
To be a chmmon father, to ſecure 

The weak from violence, from pride the poor 
Vice and her ſons to baniſh in diſgrace, 

To make Corruption dread to ſhew her face 

To bid afflited Virtue take new ſtate, 

And be at laſt acquainted with the great; 

Of all religions to ele the beſt, 

Nor let her priefts be made a ſtanding jeſt ; 
Rewards for worth with lib'ral hand to carve, 
To love the arts, nor let the artiſts ſtarve ; 

To make fair plenty through the realm increaſe, 
Give fame in war, and happineſs in peace; 

To ſee my people virtuous, great and free, 

And know that all thoſe bleſſings flow from me; 
O *tis a joy too exquiſite, a thought 

Which flatters Nature more than flatt*ry aught; 
"Tis a great, glorious talk, for man too hard, 
But not leſs great, leſs glorious the reward, 

The beſt reward which here to man is giv'n, 
"Tis more than earth, and little ſhort of heay'n ; 
A taſk (if ſuch compariſon may be) 

The ſame in nature, diff ring in degree, : 
Like that which God, on whom for aid I call, 
Performs with eaſe, and yet performs to all. 

How much do they miſtake, how little know 
Of kings, of kingdoms, and the pains which flow 
From royalty, who fancy that a crown, 

Becauſe it gliſtens, muſt be lin'd with down |! 
With outſide ſhow and vain appearance caught, 
They look no farther, and, by Folly taught, 
Prize high the toys of thrones, but never find 
One of the many cares which lurk behind. 
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The gem they worſhip, which a cron adorns, 

Nor once ſuſpect that crown is lia'd with thorns. 

O might Reflection Folly's place ſupply, 

Would we one moment uſe her piercing eye, 

Then ſhould we know what woe from grandeur 

ſprings, 

And learn to pity, not toenvy kings. 
The villager, born humbly and bred hard, 

Content his wealth, and Poverty his guard, 

In action ſimply juſt, in conſcience clear, 

By guilt untainted, undiſturb'd by fear, 

His means but ſcanty, and his wants but few, 

Labour his buſineſs and his pleaſure too, 

Enjoys more comforts in a ſingle hour, 

Than ages give the wretch condemn'd to pow 'r. 
Call'd up by health he riſes with the day, 

And goes to work as if he went to play, 

Whiſtling off toils, one half of which might make 


[The ſtouteſt Atlas of a palace quake; 


'Gainſt heat and cold, which make us cowards 
faint, 

Harden'd by conſtant uſe, without complaint 

He bears what we ſhould think it death to bear; 

Short are his mealz, and homely is his fare; 

His thirſt he ſlakes at ſome pure neighb'ring brook, 

Nor aſks for ſauce where appetite ſtands cook. 

When the dews fall, and when the ſun retires 

Behind the mountains, when the village fires, 

Which, waken'd all at once, ſpeak ſupper nigh, 

At diſtance catch and fix his longing eye, 

Homeward he hies, and with his manly brood 3 

Of raw-bon'd cubs enjoys that clean, coarſe food, 

Which, ſeaſon'd with gyod-humour, his fond bride 

Gainſt hig return is happy to provide 3 

Then, free from care, and free from thought, he 
creeps 

Into his ſtraw, and 'till the morning ſleeps. 

Not fo the King With anxious cares oppreſs'd, 

His boſom labours, and admits not reſt. - 

A glorious wretch, he ſweats beneath the weight 

Of Majeſty, and gives up eaſe for ſtate. 

E'en when his ſmiles, which, by the fools of pride, 

Are treaſur'd and preſerv'd from fide to fide, 

Fly round the court, e' en when compell'd by form, 

He ſeems moſt calm, his ſoul is in a ſtorm 

Care, like 2 ſpectre, ſeen by him alone, 

With all the neſt of vipers, round his throne 

By day crawls full in view ; when Night bids Sleep 

Sweet nurſe of Nature o'er the ſenſes creep, 

When Miſery herſelf no more complains, 

And flaves, if poſſible, forget their chains, 

Tho” his ſenſe weakens, tho' his eyes grow dim, 

That reſt which comes to all, comes not to him. 

E'en at that hour, Care, tyrant Care, forbids 

The dew of ſleep to fall upon his lids ; 

From night to night ſhe watches at his bed; 

Now, as one mop'd, fits brooding oer his ha; 

Anon ſhe tarts, and, borne on raven's wings, 

Croaks forth aloud—““ Sleep was not made for 
Kings.” 

Thrice hath the Moon, who governs this vaſt ball, 

Who rules moſt abſolute o'er me, and all; 

To whom by full conviction taught to bow, 

At new, at full, I pay the duteous vow; 

Thrice hath the Moon her wonted courſe purſu'd, 

Thrice hath ſhe loſt her form, and thrice renew d, 

Since (bleſſed be that ſeaſon, for before 


I was a mere, mere mortal, and no more; 
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Which Conſcience tells him he hath broke himſelf? 


Not only how to live, but how to reign ; 
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And make the laws, warp'd from their fair intent, 


One of the herd, alump of common clay, 
Inform'd with life to die and paſs away) 
Since I became a King, and Gotham's throne, 
With full and ample pow'r became my own; 
Thrice hath the Moon her wonted courſe purſu'd, 
Thrice hath the loſt her form, and? thrice re- 
new'd, 

Since Sleep, kind Sleep, wholike a friend ſupplies 
New vigour for new toil, hath clos'd theſe eyes. 
Nor, if my toils are anſwer'd with ſucceſs, 
And I am made an inftrument to bleſs 
The people whom 1 love, ſhall I repine ; 
'Theirs be the benefit, the labour mine. 

Mindful of that high rank in which I ſtand, 
Of millions Lord, ſole ruler in the land, 
Let me, and Reaſon ſhall her aid afford, 
Rule my own ſpirit, of myſelf be lord. 
Wich an ill grace thit Monarch wears his crown, 
Who, ftern and hard of nature, wears a frown 
*Gainſt faults in other men, yet all the while 
Meets his own vices with a partial ſmile. 
How can a King (yet on record we find 
Such Kings have been, ſuch curſes of mankind) 
Enforce that law gainſt ſome poor ſubje& elf, 


Can he ſome petty rogue to juſtice call 
For robbing one, when he himſelf robs all ? 
Muſt not, unleſs extinguiſh'd, Conſcience fly 
Into his cheek, and blaſt his fading eye, 
To ſcourge th* oppreſſor, when the State, diſtreſs'd 
And ſunk to ruin, is by him oppreſs'd ? 
Againft himſelf doth he not ſentence give? 
If one muſt die, t' other's not fit to live. 
Weak is that throne, and in itſelf unſound, 
Which takes not ſolid virtue for its ground ; 
All envy pow'r in others, and complain 
Of that which they would periſh to obtain. 
Nor can thoſe ſpirits, turbulent and bold, 
Not to be aw'd by threats, nor bought with gold, | | 
Be huſh'd to peace, but when fair legal ſway 
Makes it their real int reſt to obey ; 
When Kings, and none but fools can then rebel, 
Not leſs in virtue than in pow'r excel. 
Be that my object, that my conſtant care, 
And may my ſoul's beſt wiſhes center there. 
Be it my taſk to ſeek, nor ſeek in vain, 


* 


And, to thoſe virtues which from Reaſon ſpring, 
And grace the man, join thoſe which grace the King. 
Firſt (for ſtrict duty bids my care extend 
And reach to all, who on that care depend, 
Bids me with ſervants keep 2 ſteady hand, 
And watch o'er all my proxies in the land) 
Firſt (and that method Reaſon ſhall ſupport) 
Before Ilook into, and purge my Court, 
Before I cleanſe the table of the State, 
Let me fix things which to myſelf relate. 
That done, and all accounts well ſettled here, 
In reſolution firm, in howwur clear, 
Tremble, ye ſlaves, who dare abuſe your truſt, 
Who dare be villains, when your King is juſt. 
Are there, amongſt thoſe officers of State 
To whom our ſacred pow'r we delegate, 
Who hold our place and office in the realm, 
Who, in our name commiſſion'd, guide the helm; 
Are there, who, truſting to our love of eaſe, 
Oppreſ our ſubjacts, wreſt our juſt deerees, 


_— 
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To ſpeak a language which they never meant; 

Are there ſuch men, and can the fools depend 

On holding out in ſafety to their end ? 

Can they ſo much, from thoughts of danger free. 

Deceive themſelves, ſo much miſdeem of me, 

To think that I will prove a Stateſman's tool, 

And live a ſtranger where I ought to rule? 

What, to myſelf, and to my State unjuſt, 

Shall I from Miniſters take things on truſt, 

And, ſinking low the credit of my throne, 

Depend upon dependants of my own ? 

Shall I, moſt certain ſource of future cares, 

Not uſe my judgment, but gepend on their's ? 

Shall I, true puppet-like, be mock'd with Fate, 

Have nothing but the name of being great; 

Attend at councils which I muſt not weigh ; 

Do what they bid: and what they dictate ſay ; 

Enrob'd, and hoiſted up into my chair, 

Only to- be a royal cypher there? | 

Periſh the thought tis treaſon to my throne 

And who but thinks it, could his thoughts be known, 

Inſults me more, than he, who leagu'd with Hell, 

Shall riſe in arms, and *gainſt my crown rebel. 
The wicked Stateſman, whoſe falſe heart purſaes 

A train of guilt 3 who acts with double views, 

And wears a double face; whoſe baſe defigns 

Strike at his monarch's throne ; who undermAes 

E'en whilſt he ſeems his wiſhes to ſupport ; 

Who ſeizes all departments, packs a court, 

Maintains an agent on the judgment-ſeat 


| To ſcreen his crimes, and make his frauds com- 


pleat 
SIA. nes armies, and around the throne 
Will ſuffer none but creatures of his own ; 
Conſcious of ſuch his baſeneſs well may try, 
Againſt the light to ſhut his maſter's eye, 
To keep him coop'd, and far — from thoſe, 
Who, brave and honeſt, dare his crimes diſcloſe, 
Nor ever let him in one place appear, 
Where Truth, unwelcome Truth, may wound his 


ear. 
Attempts like theſe, well weigh'd, themſelves 
proclaim, ; 
And, whilſt they publiſh, baulk their author's aim. 
Kings muſt be blind, into ſuch ſnares to run; 
Or worſe, with open eyes muſt be undone. 
The Miniſter of honeſty and worth 
Demands the day to bring his actions forth; 
Calls on the ſun to ſhine with fiercer rays, 
And braves that trial which muſt end in praiſe. 
None fly the day, and ſeek the ſhades of night, 
But thoſe whoſe actions cannot bear the light; 
None wiſh their King in ignorance to hold, 
But thoſe who feel that knowledge muſt unfold 
Their hidden guilt, and tHat dark miſt difpell'd 
By which their places and their lives are held ; 
Confuſion wait — and by Juſtice led, 
In vengeance fall on ev'ry traitor's head. 

Aware of this, and caution'd 'gainft the pit 
Where Kings have oft been loſt, ſhall I ſubmit, 
And ruſt in chains like theſe ? Shall I give way, 
And whilſt my helpleſs ſubjects fall aprey 
To pow'r abus'd, in ignorance fit down, 

Nor dare aſſert the honour of my crown ? 
When ttern rebellion (if that odious name 
Juſtly belongs to thoſe, whoſe only aim 
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Is to preſerve their Country; who oppoſe, 

In honour leagu'd, none but their Country's foes ; 
Who only ſeek their own, an found their cauſe 
In due regard for violated laws) 

When ſtern Rebellion, who no longer feels 

Nor fears rebuke, a Nation at her heels, 

A Nation up in arms, tho* ſtrong not proud, 
Knocks at the palace · gate, and, calling loud 

For due redreſs, preſents, from Truth's fair pen, 
A liſt of wrongs, not to be borne by men; 

How muſt that King be humbled, how diſgrace 
All that is royal in his name and place, 

Who, thus call'd forth to anſwer, can advance 
No other plea but that of Ignorance ! | 

A vile defence, which was his All at ſtake, 

The meaneſt ſubject well might bluſh to make; 
A filthy ſource, from whence ſhame ever ſprings ; 
A tain to all, but moſt a ſtain to Kings. 

The foul, with great and manly feelings warm'd, 
Panting for knowledge, reſts not till inform's : 
And ſhall not I, fir'd with the glorious zeal, 

Feel thoſe brave paſſions which my ſubjects feel ? 
Or can a juſt excuſe from ignorance flow 

To me, whoſe firſt, great duty is—To Know ? 

Hence Ignorance thy ſettled, dull, blank eye 
Wou'd hurt me, tho' I knew no reaſon why 
Hence Ignorance—thy laviſh ſhackles bind 
The free-born ſoul, and lethargy the mind 
Of thee, begot by Pride, who look d with ſcorn 
On ev'ry meaner match, of thee was born 
That grave inflexibility of ſoul, 

Which Reaſon can't convince, nor Fear controul ? 
Which neither arguments nor pray rs can reach, 
And nothing leſs than utter ruin teach 

Hence Ignorance—hence to that depth of night 
Where thou waſt born, where notone gleam of light 
May wound thine eye—hence toſome dreary cell, 
Where Monks with Superſtition love to dwell ; 

Or in ſome College ſoothe thy lazy pride, 

And with the Heads of Colleges reſide ; 

Fit mate for Royalty thou can'ft not be; 

And if no mate for Kings, no mate for me. 

Come Study, like a torrent ſwell'd with rains, 
Which, ruſhing down the mountains, o'er the plains 
Spreads horror wide, and yet, in horror kind, 
Leaves ſeeds of future fruitfulneſs behind ; 

Come Study—painful tho* thy courſe and flow, 
Thy real worth by thy effects we know— 
Parent of Knowledge, come! Not thee I call, 
Who, grave and dull, in College or in Hall 

Doſt fit, all ſolemn ſad, and moping weigh 
Things, which when found, thy tabours can't repay— 
Nor, in one hand, fit emblem of thy trade, 
Arad; in O other gaudily array'd 

A hornbook, gilt and letter d; call I Thee, 
Who doſt in form prefide o'er A B C= : 

Nor (firen tho thou art, and thy ſtrange charms, 
As 'twere by magic lure men to thy arms) 

Do I call Thee, who thro' a winding maze, 

A labyrinth of puzzling, pleafing ways, 

Doſt lead us at the laſt to thoſe rich plains, 
Where, in full glory, real Science reigns : 

Fair tho' thou art, and lovely to mine eye, 

Tho' full rewards in thy pofſefion lie 

To crown man's wiſh, and do thy fay*rites grace, 
Tho? (was I ſtation'd in an humbler place) 

I could be ever happy in thy fight, 


Til Fith thee all the day, and through the night = | 
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Toil on from wateh to watch, bidding my eye, 

Fait rivetted on Science, ſleep defy j 

Yet (ſuch the hardſſips which from empire flow) 

Muft I thy fweet ſociety forego, 

And to ſome happy rival's arms refign 2 

i hoſe charms, which car}, alis no more be mike. 
No more, from hour to hour, from day to day, 

Shall I purſue thy ſteps, and urge my way 


Where eager love of Sclence calls; no more 
Attempt thoſe paths which man ne er trod before. 


No more 1 mountain ſcal'd, the deſat᷑t eroſt, 

Loſing myfel, nor knowing I was loft, 

Travel thro* woods, chro' wilds, from morn to night, 

From night to morn, yet travel with delight, 7 

And having found thee, lay me down content, 

Own all my toil well pad, my time well ſpent. 
Farewell ye Muſes too for ſuch mean things 


Muſt not prefume to dwell with mighty Kings 
Farewell ye Muſes—the' it cuts my heart 
E*en to the quick, we muſt for ever 2 

When the freſh morn bade luſty Nature wake ; 
When the birds, ſweetly twitt' ring thro” the brake, 
Tun'd their ſoft pipes; when from the neighb'ring 

bloom, 

Sipping the dew, each Zephyr ſtole perfume z 
When all things with new vigour were inſpir d, 
| And ſeem'd to fay they never could be tir d; 

How often have we ſtray d, whilt fportive time 
Deceiv'd the way, and clipp'd the witigs of Time, 
O''er hill, o'er dale! how often laugh'd to fee, 
Yourſelves made viſible to none but me, 

The clown, his work ſuſpended, gape and ſtare, 

And ſeem'd to think that I convers'd with air 
When the Sun, beating on the purched foil, 

Seem'd to proclaim an interval of toil ; 

When a f unt languor crept thro” ev'ry breaft, 

And things moſt us'd to labour, wiſt'd for reft ; 

How often, underneath a/tev*rend oak, 

Where fafe, and fearleſs of the ittypious ſtroke, 

Some ſacred Dryad liv'd, or in fore grove, 

Where with capricious fingers Faney wove 

Her fairy bow'r, whilft Nature all the white » 

Look'd on, and view'd her mock'ries with a ſmile, 

Have we held converſe ſweet ! how often laid, 

Faſt by the Thames, in Ham's infpiring ſhade, 

Amongſt thoſe Poets which make up your train, 

And, after death, pour forth the ſacred ftrain, 

Have I, at your command, in verſe grown grey, 

But not impair'd, heard Dryden tune that lay, 

Which might have drawn an angel from his ſphere, 

And kept him from his office lift ning here. 
When dreary Night, with Morpheas in her 

train, 3 

Led on by Silence to reſume her reign, 

With darkneſs covering, as with a robe, 

This ſcene of levity, blank'd half the globe; 

How oft, enchanted with your heav'nly rains, 

Which ſtole me from myſelf, which in ſoft chains 

Of Muſic bound my ſoul, how oft” have I, 

Sounds more than human floating thro” the ſy, 

Attentive fat, whilt Night, againſt her will, 

Tranſported with the harmony, ſtood Rill ! 

How oft” in raptures, which man ſcarce could bear, 

Have I, when gone, ſtill thought the Muſes there; 

Still heard their mufic; and, as mute as death, 

Sat all attention, drew in-ev'ry breath, ; 

Leſt, breathing all too rudely, I ſhould wound, 

And mar that magic excellence of found ; 


| 
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Then, Senſe returning with return of day, 
Have chid the Night, which fled ſo faſt away. 
Such my purſuits, and ſuch my joys of yore, 
Such were my mates, but now my mates no more. 
Plac'd out of Envy's walk, {for Envy ſure 
Would never haunt the cottage of the poor, 
Would never ſtoop to wound my homeſpun lays) 
With ſome few friends, and ſome ſmall ſhare of 
praiſe, 


Beneath oppreſſion, undiſturb'd by ftrife, 


In peace 1 trod the humble vale of life. * | 

Farewell theſe ſcenes of eaſe, this tranquil ſtate 3 

Welcome the troubles which on empire wait. 

Light toys from this day forth I ditavow, 

They pleas'd me once, but cannot ſuit me now; 

To common men all common things are free, 

What honours them might fix diſgrace on me. 

Call'd to a throne, and o'er a mighty land 

Ordain'd to rule, my head, my heart, my hand 

Are all engroſs'd, each private view withſtood, 

And taſk'd to labour for the public good 

Be this my ſtudy, to this one great end 

May evry thought, may ev'ry action tend. 

Let me the page of Hiſtory turn o'er, 

Th' inſtructive page, and heedfully explore 

What faithful pens of former times have wrote 

Of former Kings; what they did worthy note, 

What worthy blame; and from the ſacred tomb 

Where righteous Monarchs ſleep, where laurels 
bloom 

Unhurt by Time, let me a garland trvine, 

Which, robbing not their fame, may add to mine. 

Nor let me with a vain and idle eve 

Glance o'er theſe ſcenes, and in a hurry fly 

Quick as a Poſt which travels day and night ; 

Nor let me dwell there, lur'd by falſe delight, 

And, into barren theory betray'd, 

Forget that Monarchs are for action made. 

When am'rous Spring, repairing all his charms, 

Calls Nature forth from hoary Winter's arms, 

Where, like a virgin to ſome letcher ſold, 

Three wretched months ſhe lay benumb'd, and cold; 

When the weak flow'r, which, ſhrinking from the 
breath 

Of the rude North, and timorous of death, 

To its kind mother Earth for ſhelter fled, 

And on her boſom hid its tender head, 

Peeps forth afreſh, and, chear'd by milder ſkies, 

Bids in full ſplendor all her beauties 1iſe ; 

The hive is up in arms—expert to teach, 

Nor, proudly, to be taught unwilling, each 

Seems from her fellow a new zeal to catch: 

Strength in her limbs, and on her wings diſpatch, 

The Bee goes forth; from herb to herb ſhe flies, 

From flow'r to flow'r, and loads her lab'ring thighs 

With N ſweets ; robbing thoſe flow'rs, which 
left, | 

Find not themſelves made poorer by the theft, 

Their ſcents as lively, and their looks as fair, 

As if the pillager had not been there. 

Ne'er doth ſhe flit on Pleaſure's filken wing, 

Ne'er doth ſhe, loit'ring, let the bloom of Spring 

Unrifled paſs, and on the downy breaſt 

Of ſome fair flow'r indulge untimely reſt. 

Ne'er doth.ſhe, drinking deep of thoſe rich dews. 


Which Chymiſt Night prepar'd, that faith abuſe 


Due to the hive, and ſelfiſh in her toils, 
To her own private uſe convert the ſpoils. 


4 

Love of the ſtock firſt call'd her forth to roam, 
And to the ſtock the brings her booty home. 

Be this my pattern—As becomes a King, 
Let me fly all abroad on Reaſon's wing 
Let mine eye; like the lightning, thro” the earth 
Run to and fro', nor let one deed of worth, 
In any place and time, nor.let one man 
Whoſe actions may enrich dominion's plan, 
Eſcape my note : be all, from the firſt day 
Of Nature to this hour, be all my prey. 
From thoſe, whom Time at the defire of Fame 
Hath ſpar'd, let Virtue catch an equal flame 
From thoſe, who not in mercy, but in rage, _ 
Time hath gepriev'd to damn from age to age, 
Let me take warning, leſſon'd to diſtill, 
And, imitating Heav'n, draw good from ill. 
Nor let theſe great reſearches in my breaſt 
A monument of uſeleſs labour reſt ; 
No—let them ſpread—th' effects let Gotham ſhargy 
And reap the harveſt of their Monarch's care: 
Be other times and other countries known, 
Only to give freſh bleſſings to my own. 

Let me, (and may that God to whom I fly, 
On whom for needful ſuccour I rely 
In this great hour, that glorious God of truth! 
Thro*' whom I reign, in mercy to my youth 
Aſſiſt my weakneſs; and direct me right; 
From ev'ry ſpeck which hangs upon the ſight 
Purge my mind's eye, nor let one cloud remain 
To ſpread the ſhades of error o'er my brain) 
Let me, impartial, with unwearied thought 
Try men and things; let me, as Monarchs ought, 
Examine well on what my pow'r depends 
What are the gen'ral principles and ends * 


| Of Government; how empire firſt began 


And wherefore man was rais'd to reign o'er man. 
Let me conſider, as from one great ſource 
We ſee a thouſand rivers take their courſe, 


] Diſpers'd, and into diff rent channels led, 


Yet by their parent ſtill ſupply d and fed, 
That Government (tho* branch'd out far and wide, 
In various modes to various lands apply'd), 
Howe'er it differs in its outward frame, 
In the main groundwork's ev'ry where the ſame 3 
The ſame her view, tho' different her plan, 
Her grand and gen'ral view the good of man. 
Let me find out, by Reaſon's ſacred beams, 
What ſyſtem in itſelf moſt perfect ſeems, 
Moſt worthy man, moſt likely to conduce 
To all the purpoſes of gen ral uſe: 
Let me find, too, where, by fair Reaſon try'd, 
It fails when to partigulars apply'd ; 
Why in that mode all nations do not join, 
And, chiefly, why it cannot ſuit with mine. 
Let me the gradual riſe of empires trace, 
Till they ſeem founded on Perfection's baſe ; 
Then (for when human things have made their way 
To excellence they haſten to decay) 
Let me, whilſt Obſervation lends her clue, 
Step by ſtep to their quick decline purſue, ' 
Enabled by a chain of facts to tell, 
Not only how they roſe, but how they fell. 
Let me not only the diſtempers know 
Which in all States from common cauſes grow, 
But likewiſe thoſe which, by the will of Fate, 
On each peculiar mode of empire wait; 
Which in its very conſtitution lurk, 


Too ſure at laſt to do its deſtin'd work: 
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Let me, forewarn'd, each ſign, each ſyſtem, learn, 
That I my people's danger may diſcern, | 
Ere tis too late wiſh'd health to re- aſſure, 

And, if it can be found, find out a cure. 

Let me, (tho' great grave brethren of the gown 
Preach all Faith up, and preach all Reaſon down, 
Making thoſe jar whom Reaſon meant to join, 
And veſting in themſelves a right divine) 
Let me thro' Reaſon's glaſs, with ſearching eye, 
Into the depth of that religion pry ; 
Which law hath Tanftion'd ; let me find out there 
What's form, what's eſſence ; what, like vagrant air, 
We well may change; and what, without a crime, 
Cannot be chang'd to the latt hour of time; 
Nor let me fufter that outrageous zeal 
Which without knowledge furious bigots feel, 
Fair in pretence, tho" at the heart unſound, 
Theſe ſep*rate points at random to confound. 

The times have been when prieſts have dar'd to 

tread, 

Proud and inſulting, on their monarch's head; 
When whilſt they made religion a pretence, 
Out of the world they baniſh'd-common ſenſe ; 
When ſome ſoft King, too open to deceit, 
Eaſy and unſuſpecting join'd the cheat, 
Dup'd by moek piety, and gave his name 
To ſerve the vileſt purpoſes of ſhame. 
Fear not, my people | where no cauſe of fear, 
Cn juſtly riſe—your King ſecures you here; 
Your King, who ſcorns the haughty prelate's nod, 
Nor deems the voice of prieſts the voice of God. 

Let me, (tho' lawyers may perhaps tirbid 
Their monarch to behold what they wiſh hid, 

And for the purpoſes of knaviſh gain, 

Would have their trade a myſtery remain) 

Let me, difdaining all ſuch ſlaviſh awe, 

Dive to the very bottom of the law ; 

Let me (the weak dead letter left behind) 
Search out the principles, the ſpirit find, 

Till from the parts made maſter of the whole, 
I ſce the Conftitution's very ſoul. 

Let me, (tho' ſtateſmen will no doubt reſiſt, 
And to my eyes preſent a fearful lift 
Of men whoſe wills are oppoſite to mine, 

Of men, great men ! determin'd to reſign) 

Let me (with firmneſs, which becomes a King, 
Conſcious from what a ſource my actions ſpring, 
Determin'd not by worlds to be withſtood, 

When my grand object is my Country's good) 
Unravel all low miniſterial ſcenes, a 
Deſtroy their jobs, lay bare their ways and means, 
And trap them ſtep by ſtep; let me well know 
How places, penſions, and preferments, go; 
Why Guilt's provided for when Worth is not, 
And why one man of merit is forgot; 

Let me in peace, in war, ſupreme preſide, 

And dare to know my way without a guide. 
Let me, (tho* Dignity, by nature proud, 
Retires from view, and ſwells behind a cloud, 

A: if the ſun ſhone with leſs pow'rful ray, 
Leſs grace, leſs glory, ſhining ev'ry day, 
Tho' when ſhe comes forth into public fight, 
Unbending as a gboſt ſhe ſtalks upright, 
With ſuch an air as we have often ſeen, 
And often laugh'd at in a tragic queen, 
Nor at her preſence, tho' baſe myriads crook 
The ſupple knee, vouchſafes a ſingle look) 
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Let me (all vain parade, all empty pride, 


All terrors of dominiow laid Aide, 


All ornament, and needleſs helps of art, 

All thoſe big looks which ſpeak a little heart) 

Know (which few Kings, alas! have ever known} 

How affability becomes a throne, 

Deftroys all fear, bids love with rev'rence live, 

And gives thoſe graces pride can never give. 

Let the tern tyrant keep a diſtant Rate, 

And, hating all men, fear returb gf hate, 

Conſcious of guilt, retreat behind his throne, 

Secure from all upbraidings but his own : 

Let all my ſubjects have accefs to me, 

Be my ears open as my heart is free; 

In full fair tide let information flow; 

That evil is half cur'd whoſe cauſe we know. 
And thou, where'er thou art, thou wretched thing 

Who art afraid to look up to a King, 

Lay by thy fears—make but thy grievance plain, 

And, if I not redreſs thee, may my reign 

Cloſe up that very moment To prevent 

The courſe of Juſtice from her fair intent, 

In vain my neareft deareſt friend ſhall plead, 

In vain my mother kneel-—-my foul may bleed, 


Tho? it is doom'd to pierce a favourite's heart, 


"Tis mine to give it force, to give it aim 
I know it Duty, and I feel it Fame. 


END OF GOTHAM. 
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NOUGH of AXor5—let them play the play'r, 
And, free from cenſure, fret, ſweat, ſtrut, 
and ſtare. 
Garrick abroad, what motives can engage 
To waſte one couplet on a barren ſtage ? 
Ungrateful Garrick | when theſe taſty days, 
In juftice to themſelves, allow'd thee praiſe z 
When, at thy bidding, Senſe, for twenty years, 
Indulg'd in laughter, or diffolv'd in tears; 
When, in return for labour, time, and health, 
The Town had giv'n ſome little ſhare of wealth, 
Could'ſt thou repine at being till a ſlave ? 
Dar*ſt thou preſume t* envy that wealth ſhe gave ? 
Could'ſt thou repine at laws ordain'd by theſe, : 
Whom nothing but thy merit made thy foes ; 
Whom, too refin'd for honeſty and trade, 
By Need made tradeſmen, Pride had bankrupts made; 
Whom Fear made drunkards, and by modern rules, 
Whom Drink made wits, tho* Nature made them 
fools; - 

With ſuch, beyond all pardon is thy crime, 
In ſuch a manner, and at ſuch a time, 
To quit the ſtage ; but men of real ſenſe, 
Who neither lightly give nor take offence, 


we 


But muſt not change When juſtice draws the dart, 4 
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Shall own thee clear, or paſs an act of grace, | 
Since thou haſt left a Powell in thy place. 
Enough of Authors Why, when ſcribblers fail, 
Muſt other {cribblergſpread the hateful tale ? 
Why muſt they pity,* why contempt expreſs, 
And why inſult a brother in diſtreſs ? 
Let thoſe who boaſt th* uncommon gift of brains, 
The laurel pluck, and wear it for their pains ; 
Freſh on their bxows for ages let it bloom, 
And, ages paſt, (till flouriſh round their tomb. 
Let thoſe, who without genius write, and write, 
Verſemen or Proſemen, all in Nature's ſpite, 
The pen laid down, their courſe of Folly run 
In peice, unread, anmention'd, be undone, 
Why ſhould I tell, to croſs the will of fate, 
That Francis “ ance endeavour'd to tranſlate ? 
Why, ſweet oblivion winding round his head, 
Should I recal poor Murphy from the dead ? 
Why may not- Langhorne, ſimple in his layy 
Effuſien on Effuſion pour away 1 : 
Wii Fricnd/hip and with Farey trifle here, 
r ſleep in Paſtoral at Lelvedere 17 
Sleep let them all, with Dulineſs on her throne, 
Secure from any malice but their own. 
| Enough of Critics—let them if they pleaſe, 
Fond of new pomp, each month paſs new decrees 
Wide and extenſive be their infant ſtate, 
Their ſubjects many, and thoſe ſubjects great, 
Whilſt all their mandates as ſound law ſucceed, 
With fools who write, and greater fool; who read. 
What tho? they lay the realms of Genius watte, 
Fetter the fancy, and debauch the taſte ; 
Tho? they, like doors, to approve their ſkill, 
Conſult not how to cure, but how to kill”; 
Tho' by whim, envy, or reſentment led, 
They damn thoſe authors whom they never read ; 
'Tho', other rules unknown, one rule they hold, 
To deal out ſo much praiſe for ſo much gold; 
Tho? Scot with Kot, in damned cloſe intrigues, 
Azainſt the Commonwealth of Letters leagues 
Uncenſur'd let them pilot at the helm, 
And rule in letters, as they rul'd the realm. 
Ours be the curſe, the mean tame coward's curſe, 
(Nor could ingenious Malice make a worſe, 
To do our Senſe and Honour deep deſpite) 
To credit what they ſa read what they write. 
Enough of Scot/and—let her reſt in peace, 
The cauſe remov'd, effects of courſe (hould ceaſe. 
Why ſhoyld I tell, how Tweed, too mighty grown, 
And proudly ſwell'd with waters not his own, 
Burſt o'er his banks, and by deſtruction led, 
O'er our faint England deſolation ſpread, 
Whilſt riding on his waves, Ambition plum'd 
In tenfold pride, the port of Bute afſum'd, 
Now that the River God, convinc'd, tho late, 
And yielding, tho' reluctantly, to fate, 
Holds his fair courſe, and with more humble tides, 
In tribute to the ſea, as uſual, glides. 
Enough of States, and ſuch like trifling things; 
Enough of Kinglings, and enough of Kings; 


* Dr. Philip Francis, the tranſlator of Horace and 
Demoſthenes. 

+ See the Effufions of Friendſhip and Fancy, by 
Dr. Langhorne, 2 vols. 12mo. 1763. 
© Ten ha Adargamant of ths Mind, Langhorne's 
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Henceforth, ſecure, let ambuſh'd ſtateſmen lie, 
Spread the Court web, and catch the patriot fly 3 
Henceforth, unwhipt of Juſtice, uncontroul'd 
By fear or ſhame, let Vice, ſecure and bold, 
Lord it with all her ſons, whilſt Virtue's groan 
Meets with compaſſion only from the throne. 
Enough of Patrioct>—a2ll I aſk of man, 

Is only to be honeſt as he can. : 0 
Some have deceiv'd, and ſome may ſtill deceive ; 
"Tis the fool's curſe at random to believe. 
Would thoſe, who, by opinion plac'd on high, 


Stand fair and perfect in their Country's eye, 


Mint that honour, let me in their ear 

Hint this eſſential dotrine—Perſevere. 

Should they (Which Heay'n forbid) to win the grace 
Of ſome proud courtier, or to gain a place, 

Their King and Country ſell, with endleſs ſhame - 
Th avenging Muſe ſhall mark each traitorous name; 
But if, to Honour true, they ſcorn to bend, 
And, proudly honeſt, hold out to the end, 

Their grateful Country ſhall their fame record, 
And I myſelf deſcend to praiſe a Lord. 

Enough of Wilkes—with good and honeſt men 
His actions ſpeak much ſtronger than my pen, 
And future ages ſhall his name adore, 

When he can act, and Ican write no more. 
England may prove ungrateful, and unjuſt, 

But foſt'ring France ſhall nc'er betray her truſt ; 
"Tis à brave debt which gods on men impoſe, 

To pay with praiſe the merit cen of foes. = 
When the great warrior of Amilcar's race 

Made Rome's wide empire tremble to her baſe, 
To prove her virtue, tho it gall'd her pride, 
Rome gave that fame which Carthage had deny'd. 

Enough of Se/f—that darling luſcious theme, 
O'er which philoſophers in raptures dream; 

Of which with ſeeming diſregard they write, 


* 


Vain proof of folly tinctur'd ſtrong with pride 
What man can from himſelf divide ? 

For me, (nor dare I lie) my leading aim 
(Conſcience firſt ſatisfied) is love of fame, 

Some little fame deriv'd from ſome brave few, 
Who prizing Honour, prize her vot'ries too. 

Let all (nor ſhall reſentment fluſh my cheek) 
Who know me well, what they know, freely ſpeak, 
So thoſe (the greateſt curſe I meet below) + 
Who know me not, may not pretend to know. 
Let none of thoſe, whom bleſs'd with parts above 
My feeble genius, ſtill I dare to love, 


| Doing more miſchief than a thouſand foes, 


Pefihumous nonſenſe to the world expoſe, 
And call it mine, for mine tho' never known, 


or which, if mine, 1 living, bluſh'd to own. 


Kino all the world, no greedy heir ſhall find, 

| Die when I will, one couplet left behind. 

Let none of thoſe, whom I deſpiſe tho* great, 
Pretending friendſhip to give malice weight, 
Publiſh my life; let no falſe ſneaking Peer, 
(Some ſuch there are) to win the public ear, 
Hand me to ſhame with ſome vile anecdote, 

Nor ſoul-gall'd Biſhop damn me with a note. 
Let one poor ſprig of bay around my head 

Bloom whilft I live, and point me out when dead; 
Let it (may Heav'n indulgent grant that pray r) 
Be planted on my grave, nor wither there; 

And when, on travel bound, ſome ri 


| Roamsthrv? the church-yard whilſt his dianer'sdre6* 


y 


Then prizing moſt, when mott they ſeem to flights. / 


J. ͤ TT 


$3 


Let it hold up this comment to his eyes; 3 
« Life to the laſt enjoy d, here Churchill lies:“ 
Whilſt (O, what joy that pleaſing flatt' ry gives) 
Reading my Works, he cries—* Here Churchill 
lives. 
\ Enough of Satire—in leſs harden'd times 
Creat was her force, and mighty were her rimes. 
I've read of men, beyond man's daring brave, 
Who yet have trembled at the ſtrokes ſhe gave, 
Whoſe ſouls have felt more terrible alarms 
From her one line, than from a world in arms. 
When, in her faithful and immortal page, 
They ſaw tranſmitted down from age to age 
Recorded villains, and each ſpotted name 
Branded with marks of everlaſting ſhame, 
Succeeding villains ſought her as a friend, 
And, if not really mended, feign'd to mend. 
But in an age, when actions are allow'd 
Which ſtrike all honour dead; and crimes avow'd, 
Too terrible to ſuffer the report, 
ML, Avow'd and prais'd by men who tain a Court; 
Propp'd by the arm of Pow'r, when Vice, high-born, 
High-bred, high-ſtation'd, holds rebuke In ſcorn ; 
When the is loſt to ev'ry thought of fame, 
And; to all virtue dead, is dead to ſhame; . 
When Prudence a much eaſier taſk muſt hold 
To make a new world, than reform the old; 
Satire throws by her arrows on the ground, 
And if ſhe cannot cure, ſhe will not wound. 
Come, Panegyrick—tho? the Muſe diſdains, 
Founded on truth, to proſtitute her ſtrains 
a At the baſe inftance of thoſe men, who liold 
No argument but pow'r, no God but gold; 
Vet, mindful that from heav'n ſhe drew her birth, 
She ſcorns the narrow maxims, of this earth, 
Virtuous herſelf, brings Virtue forth to view, 
And loves to praiſe, where praiſe is juſtly due. 
Come, Panegyrick—in a former hour, 
My ſoul with pleaſure yielding to thy pow'r, 
Thy ſhrine I ſought, 1 pray'd—but wanton air, 
Before it reach'd thy ears, difpers'd my pray'r ; 
Een at thy altars whilſt I took my ſtand, _ 
The pen of Truth and Honour in my hand, 
Fate, meditating wrath gainſt me and mine, 
Chid my fond zeal, and thwarted my deſign, 
Whilſt, Hayter * brought too quickly to his end, 
I loſt a ſubject, and mankind a friend. 
Come, Panegyrick—bending at thy throne, 
Thee and thy pow'r my foul is proud to own. 
Be thou my kind protector, thou thy guide, 
And lead me ſafe thro” paſſes yet untry d. 
Broad is the road, nor difficult to find, 
Which to the houſe of Satire leads mankind ; 
Narrow and unfrequented are the ways, 
Scarce found out in an age, which lead to praiſe. 
What tho' no theme 1 chuſe of vulgar note, 
Nor wiſh to write as brother-Bards have wrote, 
So mild, ſo meek in praiſing, that they ſeem 
Afraid to wake their patrons from a dream; 
What tho' a theme Ichuſe, which might demand 
The niceſt touches of a maſter's hand ; 
Yet, if the inward workings of my foul 
Deceive me not, I ſhall attain the goal, 
And Envy ſhall behold, in triumph rais'd, 
The Poet praifing, and the Patron prais'd. 


Dr. Thomas Hayter, Biſhop of London. He 
died January 9, 1762: | 
VOL. VIII. 
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4Convinc'd, I change (can any man do more ? 
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What Patron ſhall I chuſe 7 Shall public voice 
Or private knowledge influence my choice ? 
Shall I prefer the grand retreat of Stowe, 
Or, ſeeking Patriots, to friend Wildman's f go? 
To Wildman's! cry'd Diſcretion, (who had i; | 
Cloſe- ſtanding at my elbow, ev*'ry word) * 10 
To Wildmap's ! Art thou mad ? Can'ſt thou be ſure 0 | | 
One moment there to have thy head ſecure ? [1 
Are they not all (let obſervation tell) . 
AlFmark'd in characters as black as hell, 
In Doomſday book by Miniſters ſet down; | 
Who ſtile their pride the honour of the Crown? 
Make no reply—let Reaſon ſtand aloof= _ 
Preſumptions here muſt paſs as ſolemn proof. 
That ſettled faith, that love which ever ſprings 
In the beſt ſubjects for the beſt of Kings, © 
Muſt not be meaſur'd now, by what men think, + 
Or ſay, or do—by what they eat, and drink 
Where and with whom, that queſtion's to be try d; 
And Stateſmen are the Judges to decide ; 
No juries call'd, or, if call'd, kept in awe, 
They, facts cenfeſt, in themſelves veit the law. Cont { 
Each diſh at Wildman's of ſedition ſmacks ; 1 
Blaſphemy may be goſpel at Almack s. | 
Peace, good Diſcretion, peace—thy ſears are vain ; | 
Ne'er will I herd with Wildman's factious train, , 
Never the vengeance of the great incur, 
Nor, without might, againſt the mighty ſtir. 16 
If, from long proof, my temper you diſtruſt, | 
Weigh my profeſſion, to my gown be juſt ; 4 
Doſt thou one Parſon Know ſo void of grace 
To pay his court to patrons out of place ? | 
If ſtill you doubt (tho? ſcarce a doubt remains) 
Search thro my alter'd- heart, and try my reins 3 
There, ſearching, find, nor deem me now in ſport; 
A convert made by Sandwich to the Court. 
Let madmen follow errox to the end, 
I, of miltakes convinc'd, and proud to mend, 
Strive to act better, being better taught, 
Nor bluſh to own that change, which Reaſon 
For ſuch a change as this, muſt Juſtice ſpeak ; 
My heart was honeſt, but my head was weak. 
Bigot to no one man, or ſet of men, I 
Without one ſelfiſh view, I drew my pen; 
My Country aſk'd, or ſeem'd to aſk my aid, 
Obedient to that call, I left off trade; 
A fide I ehoſe, and on that fide was ſtrong, 
Till time hath fairly prov'd me in the wrong; 


And have not greater patriots chang d before 7 
Chang d, I at once (can any man do leſs ? 
Without a fingle bluſh, that change confeſs ; 
Confeſs it with a manly kind of pride, 
And quit the loſing for the winning fide; 
Granting, whilſt virtuous Sandwich holds the rein; 
What Bute for ages might have ſought in vain. 
Hail, Sandwich-—nor ſhall Wilkes reſentment 


ew, 5 
Hearing the praiſcs of ſo brave a foe— 
Hail, Sandwich—nor, thro? pride, ſhalt thou refuſe 
The grateful tribute of ſo mean a Muſe— % 
Sandwich,. all kail—when Bute with foreign hand, 
Grown wanton with ambition, ſcourg'd the land, 
When Sis, or ſlaves to Scotſmen, ſteer' d the helm, 
When peace, inglorious peace, diſgrac'd the realm, 


* 


+ Maſter of the Tavern where the then Oppoſers _ 
of Adminiftration uſed to meet. N 5 
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Diſtruſt, and gen'ral diſcontent ned: ; | 
But when (he beſt knows why) his ſpirits fail'd ; 
When, with a ſudden panic ſtruck, he fled, 

Sneak'd out of pow'r, and hid his recreant head ; 
When like a Mars (fear order'd to retreat) 

We ſaw thee nimbly vault into his ſeat, 

Into the ſeat of pow'r, at one bold leap, 


A nag” connoiſſeur in Stateſmanſhip 3 © 
en, like another Machiavel, we ſaw 

Thy fingers twiſting and untwiſting law, 
- Straining, where godlike Reaſon bade, and where 
She warranted'thy mercy; pleas'd to ſpare; 
Saw thee reſolv'd, and fix d (come what, come might) 
To do thy God, thy King, thy Country right ; 
All things were chang'd, ſuſpence remain'd no more, 
Certainty reign'd where doubt had reign'd before. 
All felt thy virtues, and all knew their uſe, 
What virtues fuch as thine muſt needs produce. 

Thy foes (for Hanour ever meets with foes) 
Too mean to praiſe, too fearful to oppoſe, 
In ſullen ſilence ſit ; thy friends (ſome few, 
Who friends to thee, are friends to Honour too) 
Plaud thy brave bearing, and the Common-weal, 
Ex pects her ſafety from thy ſtubborn zeal. 
A place amongf the reſt the Muſes claim, 
And bring this free will off ring to thy fame, 
To prove theit virtue, make thy virtues known, 
And, holding up thy fame, ſecure their own. 

From his youth upwards, to the preſent day, * 
When vices more than years have mark'd him grey, 
When riotous exceſs with waſteful hand 
Shakes Life's frail glaſs, and haftes each ebbing ſand, 
Unmindful from what ſtock he drew his birth, 
Untdinted with one deed of real worth, 

Lothario, holding Honour at no price, 

Folly to folly added, vice to vice, 

Wrought fin with s, and ſought for ſhame 
With greater zeal than good men ſeek for fame. 

Where (Reaſon left withont the leaft defence) 

Laughter was Mirth, Obſcenity was Senſe, 

Where Impudence made Decency ſubmit, 

Where _ was Humour, and where Whim was 
W x 


Where the beſt 
Lothario was, with juſtice, always firſt. 

To whipa top, to knuckle down at taw, 
To ſwing upon a gate, to ride a ſtraw, 

To play at puſh-pin with dull brother Peers, 
To belch out catches in a porter's ears, 

To reign the monarch of a midnight cell, 
——— — | 
WhilR, in moſt blefſed union, rogue and whore 
Clap hands, hug za, and hiccup out Encore, 
Whilf grey Authority, who ſlumbers there 
In robes of watchman's fur, gives up his chair ; 
With midnight how! to bay.th* affrighted moon, 
To walk with torches thro” the ftreets at noon, 
To force plain Nature from hee uſual way, 

Each night a vigil, and a blank each day ; 

To match for ſpeed one feather gainſt another, 
To make one leg run races with his brother; 
*Gaink all the reſt to take the northern wind, 
Bette to ride firſt, and he to ride behind 

To coin new-fangled wagers, and to lay em, 
Laying to loſe, and laſing not to pay em 1 


Lothario, on that ſtock which Nature gives, 
Without a rival ſtands, tho' March “ yet lives. 

When Folly, (at that name, in duty bound, 
Let ſubject myriads kneel, and kiſs the ground, 
Whilſt they who, in the preſence, upright ſtand, 
Are held as rebels thro' the loyal land) 

Queen ev'ry where, but moſt a Queen in Courts, 
Sent forth her heralds, and praclaim'd her ſports, 
Bade fool with fool on her behalf engage, 

And prove her right to reign from age to age; 
Lothario, great above the common ſize, - 

Wich all engag'd, and won from all the prize; 
Her cap he wears, which from his youth he wore,* 
Andev'ry day deſerves it more and more. 

Nor in ſuch limits reſts his ſol confin'd ; 
Folly may ſhare, but can't engroſs his mind; 
Vice, bold ſubſtantial Vice, puts in her claim 
And ſtamps him perfect in the books of ſhawe. 
Obſerve his follies well, and you would ſwear 
Folly had been his firſt, his only care; 

Obſerve his vices, you'll that oath diſown, 
And ſwear that he was born for vice alone. 

Is the ſoft nature of ſome hapleſs maid 
Fond, eaſy, full of faith, to be betray'd ; 
Muſt ſhe, to virtue loſt, be loſt to fame, 

And he who wrought her guilt, declare her ſhame ? 
Is ſome brave friend, who, men but little known, 
Deems ev'ry heart as honeſt aß his own, 

And, free himſelf, in others fears no guile, 

To be enſnar d, and ruin'd with 4 ſmile ?. 

Is Law to be perverted from her courſe ? 

Is abjeR fraud to league with brutal force? 

Is Freedom to be cruſh'd, and ev'ry fon, 

Who dares maintain her cauſe, to be undone ? 

Is baſe Corruption, creeping thro” the land, 

To plan, and work ber ruin, under hand, 
With regular approaches, fare tho? ſlow ? 

Or muſt ſhe periſh by a ſingle blow? 

Are Kings, (who truſt to ſervants, and depend 
In ſervants (fond, vain thought) to finda friend, 
Tobe abus'd, and made to draw their breath 

In darleneſs thicker than the ſhades of death 

Is God's moſt holy name to be profan'd, 

His word rejected, and his laws arraign'd, 

His ſervants ſcorn'd, as men who idly dream'd, 
His ſervice laugh'd at, and his Son blaſphem'd ? 
Are debauchees in morals to prefide ? 

Is Faith to take an Atheiſt for her guide? 

Is Science by a blockhead to be led ? 

Are States to totter on a drankard's head ? 

To anſwer all theſe purpoſes, and more, 

Mare black than ever villain plann'd before, 
Search earth, ſearch hell, the Devil cannot find 
An agent, like Lothario, to his mind. 

off Is this Nobility, which, ſprung from Kings, 
Was meant to ſwell the pow r from whence it ſpring?) - 
Is this the glorious produce, this the fruit, 
Which Nature hop'd for from ſo rich a root ? * 
Were there but two (ſearch all the world around) 
Were there but two ſuch Nobles to be found, 

The very name would fink into a term 

Of ſcorn, and man would rather be a worm 
Than be a Lord; but Nature, full of grace, 
Nor meaning birth and titles to be baſe, 


* Afterwards Duke of Queenſbury. 
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Made only one; and, having made him, ſwore, 
In mercy to mankind, to make no more. 
Nor ſtopp'd ſhe there, but like a gen'rous friend, 
The ills which error caus'd, ſtrove to mend; 
And, having brought forth to view, & 
To ſave her credit brought forth Sandwich too. 
; Gods! with what joy, what honeſt joy of heart, 
Blunt as I am, and void of ev'ry art, 
Of ev'ry art which great ones in the State 
Practiſe on knaves they fear, and fools they hate, 
To titles with reluctance taught to bend, 
Nor prone to think that virtues can deſcend, 
Do I behold ( a fight, alas ! more rare 
Than Honeſty could wiſh) the Noble wear 
His father's honours, when his life makes known 
They're his by virtue, not by birth alone, 
When he recalls his father from the grave, 
And pays with int'reft back that fame he gave. 
Cur'd of her ſplenetic and ſullen fits, 
To ſuch a Peer my willing ſoul ſubmits, 
And to ſuch virtue is more proud to yield, 
Than 'gainſt ten titled rogues to keep the field. 
Such (for that truth e'en Envy ſhall allow) 
Such Wyndham * was, and ſuch is Sandwich now. 
O gentle Montague, in bleſſed hour 
Did'ſt thou ſtart up, and climb the ſtairs of Pow'r ; 
England of all her fears at once was eas d, 
Nor, mongſt her foes, was once diſpleas d. 
France heard the news, and told it Coufin Spain; 
Spain heard, and told it Coꝶſ France again; 
The Hollander relinquiſh'd his defign 
Of adding ſpice to ſpice, and mine to mine, 
Of, Indian villainies he thought no more, 
Content to rob us on our native ſhore ; 
Aw'd by thy fame, (which winds with open mouth 
Shall blow from Eaſt to Weſt, from North to South) 
The Weſtern World ſhall yield us her increaſe, 
And her wild ſons be ſoften'd into peace 
Rich Eaſtern Monarchs ſhall ex hauſt their ſtores, 
And pour unbounded wealth, on Albion's ſhores ; 
Unbounded wealth, which from thoſe golden ſcenes, 
And all acquir'd by honourable means, | 
Some howourable Chief ſhall hither ſteer, 
To pay our debts, and ſet the nation elear, 
Nabobs themſelves, allur'd by thy renown, 
Shall pay due homage to the Engliſh crown, 
Shall freely as their King our King receive 
Provided the Directors give them leave. 
Union at home ſhall mark each rifing year, 
Nor taxes be complain'd of, tho ſeyere ; 
Envy her own deſtroyer ſhall become, 
And Faction with her thouſand mouths be dumb; 
With the meek man thy meekneſs ſhall prevail, 
Nor with the ſpirited thy ſpirit fail: 
Some to thy force of reaſon ſhall ſubmit, 
And ſome be converts to thy princely wit ; 
Rev'rence for thee ſhall fill a Nation's cries, 
A grand concurrence crown a grand exciſe ; 
And unbelievers of the firſt degree, 
Who have no faith in God, have faith in thee. | 
When 2 e jumble, whimſical and vain, 
Poſſeſs d the region of each heated brain; 
When ſome were fools to cenſure, ſome to praiſe, 
And all were mad, but mad in diff rent ways; 
When Commonwealth's-men, at the ſhade 
Which in their own wild fancy had been made, 


Ea gf Egremont, He died Auguft 1763. 
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Of tyrants dream'd, who wore a thorny 
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crown, 
And with State-bloodhounds hunted Freedom down ; 
When others, ſtruck with funcies not leſs vain, 
Saw mighty Kings by their own ſubjects ſlain, 
And in each friend of Liberty and Law, 

With horror big, a future Cromwell ſaw ; 

Thy manly zeal ſtepp'd forth, bade diſcord ceaſe, 

And ſung each jarring atom into peace; 

Liberty, chear'd by thy all-chearing eye, 

Shall, waking from her trance, live and not die; 

And, patroniz'd by thee, Prerogative 

Shall, ftriding forth at large, not die, but live 3 

Whilſt Privilege, hung betwixt earth and ſky, 

Shall not well know, whether to live or die. 
When on a rock which overhung the flood, 

And feem'd to totter, Commerce ſhiv ring ſtood z 

When Credit, building on a ſandy ſhore, 

Saw the ſea ſwell, and hear tempeſt roar, 

Heard death in ev'ry blaſt, and in each wave 

Or ſaw, or fancied that ſhe ſ:w her grave; 

When Property, transferr'd from hand to hand, 

Weaken'd by change, crawl'd fickly thro' the land z 

When mutual confidence was at an end, 

And man no longer could un man depend; 

Oppreſs'd with debts of more than common weighty 

When all men fear'd a bankruptcy of State ; 

When, certain death to honour, and to trade, 

A ſponge was talk*d of as our only aid, 

That to be ſav'd we muit be more undone, 

And pay off all our debts, by paying none; 

Like England's better Genius, born to blefs, - 

And ſnatch his finking Country from diftreſs, 

Did'| thou ſtep forth, and without ſail or oar 

Pilot the ſhatter'd veſſel ſafe to ſhore ; 

Nor ſhalt thou quit, till anchor'd firm and faſt, 

She rides ſecure, and mocks the threat*ning blaſt ! 

Born'in thy houſe, and in thy ſervice bred, 

Nurs'd in thy arms, and-at thy table fed, 

By thy ſage counſels to reflection brought, 

Yet more by pattern than by precept taught, 

Oeconomy her needful aid ſhall join 

To forward and compleat thy grand defign, 

And, warm to ſave, but yet with ſpirit warm, 

Shall her own conduct from thy conduct form. 

Let friends of prodigals ſay what they will, 

Spendthrifts at home, abroad are ſpendthrifts ſtill. 

In vain have fy and ſubtle Sophiſts tried 

Private from public juſtice to divide; 

For credit on each other they rely, 

They live together, and together die, 

Gainſt all experience tis a rank offence, 

High-treaſon in the eye of Common Senſe, 

To think a Stateſman ever can be known 

To pay our debts, who will not pay his 6wn, 

But now, tho" late, now may we hope to ſee 

Pur debts diſcharg'd, our credit fair and free, 

Since rigid H „ fair fall that hour, 

Sits at the helm, and Sandwich is in pow'r. 

With what delight I view thee, wond'rous man, 

With what delight ſurvey thy ſterling plan, 

hg CB with wonder =Y behold, 

And ſtamp thy age the only age of gold, 

Nor reſt thy triumphs here That Diſcord fled, 

And ſought with grief the hell where ſhe ws bred ; 

That Faction, gainſt her nature forc's to yield, 

Saw her rude rabble ſcatter'd o'er the ßeld, 

Saw her beſt friends a ſtanding jeſt become, 


Her fgols tur d Ms: her wits ftruck dumb 


dy. 
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That our moſt bitter foes (fo much depends 
On men of name) are turn'd to cordial friends ; 
That our offended friends (ſuch terror flows 
From men of name) dare not appear our foes ; 
That Credit, gaſping in the jaws of death, 
And ready to expire with ev'ry breath, | 
Grows ſtronger from diſeaſe ; that thou haft ſav d 
Thy drooping Country; that thy name engrav'd 


On plates of braſs defies the rage of time ; 


Than plates of braſs more firm, that ſacred rime 
Embalms thy mem'ry, bids thy glories live, 
And gives thee what the Muſe alone can give ; 
Theſe heights of Virtue, theſe rewards of Fame, 
With thee in common other patriots claim. 

But that poor ſickly Science, who had laid 


- Anddroop'd for years beneath Neglect's cold ſhade, 


By thoſe who knew her purpoſely forgot, 

And made the jeſt of thoſe who knew her not. 
Whilſt Ignorance in pow'r, and pamper'd Pride, 
Clad like a prieſt, paſs'd by on t' other fide, 
Recover'd from her wretched ſtate, at length 


Puts on new health, and cloaths herſelf with ſtrength, 


To thee we owe, and to thy friendly hand, 
Which rais'd, and gave her to poſſeſs the land. 
This praiſe, tho* in a Court, and near a throne, 
This praiſe is thine, and thine, alas ! alone. 
With what fond rapture did the Goddeſs ſmile, 
What bleſſings did ſhe promiſe to this iſle, 
What honour to herſelf, and length of reign ! 
Soon as ſhe heard, that thou did" not diſdain 
To be her ſteward; but what grief, what ſhame, 
What rage, what diſappointment ſhook her frame, 
When her proud children dar'd her will diſpute, 
When youth was inſolent, and age was mute. 


That Joung men ſhould be fools, and ſome wild- 


4 
To wiſdom deaf, be deaf to int'reft too, 
Mov*d not her wonder; but that men grown grey 
in fearch of wiſdom, men who own'd the ſway 
Of Reaſon, men who ſtubbornly kept down 
Each. rifing paſſion, men who the gown, 


That they ſhould croſs her will, that they ſhould 
dare © 


Againſt the cauſe of int'reſt to declare, 

That they ſhould be ſo abject and unwiſe, 
Having no fear of loſs before their eyes, 

Nor hopes of gain, ſcorning the ready means 
Of being Vicars, Rectors, Canons, Deans, - 
With all thoſe honours which on Mitres wait, 
And mark the virtuous favourites of State; 
That they ſhould dare a Hardwicke to ſupport, 
And talk within the hearing of a Court, 

Of that vile beggar Conſcience, who undone, 
And ſtarv'd baff, ſtarves ev ry wretched ſon ; 
This turn'd her blood to gall, this made her ſwear 
No more to throw away her time and care 

On wayward ſons who ſcorn'd her love, no more 


To hold her courts on Cam's ungrateful ſhore. 


Rather than bear ſuch inſults, which diſgrace 

er royalty of nature, birth, and place, 

ho Dullneſs there unrivall'd tate deth keep, 
Would ſhe at Wincheſter with Burton “ ſleep ; 
Or, to exchange the mortifying ſcene 
For ſem#hing ſtill more dull, and ſtill more mean, 
Rather than bear ſuch inſults, ſhe would fly 
Far, far beycad the ſearch of Eng/;h eye, 


# Pr, John Burton, Maſter of Wincheſter School. 
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And reign. amongſt the Scots: to be a Queen 

Is worth ambition, tho' in Aberdeen. 
O, Rtay thy flight, fair Science! What tho' ſome, 
Some baſe-born children rebels are become, 

All are not rebels; ſoit are duteous till, 

Attend thy precepts, and obey thy will ; 

Thy int'reſt is oppos'd by thoſe alone, 

Who either know not, or oppoſe their own. 

Of ſtubborn virtue, marching to thy aid, 
Behold in black, the liv'ry of their trade, 
Marſhall'd by Form, and by Diſcretion led, 

A grave, grave troop, and Smith is at their head, 
Black + Smith of Trinity; on Chriſtian ground 
For faith in myſteries none more renown'd. 

Next (for the beſt of cauſes now and then 
Muſt beg aſſiſtance from the worſt of men) 
Next (if old ſtory lies not) ſprung from Greece, 
Comes Pandarus, but comes without his niece. 
Her, wretched maid ! committed to his truſt, 
To a rank letcher's coarſe and bloated luſt, 
The arch, old, hoary hypocrite had ſold, 
And thought himſelf and her well damn d for gold. 
But (to wipe off ſuch traces from the mind, 
And make us in good humour with mankind) 
Leading on men, who, in a College bred, 
No woman knew but thoſe which made their bed, 
Who, planted Virgins on Cam's virtuous ſhore, 
Continued {till Male Virgins at threeſcore, 
Comes Sumner 1, wiſe, and chaſte as chaſte can be. 
With Long &, as wiſe, and not leſs chaſte than he. 

Are there not friends, too, enter'd in thy cauſe, 
Who, for thy ſake, defying penal laws, 
Were, to ſupport thy honourable plan, 
Smuggled from Jerſey and the Iſle of Man ? 
Are there not Philomaths of high degree 
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Are there not Proctors, faithful to thy will, 

One of full growth, 7 in embryo ſtill, 

Who + perhaps, in ſome ten years, or more, 

Be — that two and two make four, 

Or may a ſtill more happy method find, 

And, taking one from two, leave none behind ? 
With ſuch a mighty pow'r on foot, to yield 

Were death to manhood ; better in the field 

To leave our carcaſes, and die with fame, 

Than fly, and purchaſe life on terms of ſhame. 

Sackvilles alone anticipate defeat, 


And, ere they dare the battle, ſound retreat. 


But if perſuaſions ineffectual prove, 
If arguments are vain, nor pray'ts can move, 
Vet in thy bitterneſs of frantic woe, 
Why talk of Burton? Why to Scotland go? 
Is there not Oxford ? She with open arms 
Pl meet thy wiſh, and yield up all her charms; 
hall for thy love her former loves reſign, 
And jilt the baniſh'd Stuarts, to be thine. 
Bow'd to the yoke, and ſoon as ſhe could read, 
Tutor'd to get by heart the deſpot's creed, 


She, of ſubjection proul, ſhall knee thy throne, 


And have no principles but thine alone; 


Cambridge. 


Who, always dumb before, ſhall ſpeak for thee - 


S Dr. Roger Long, Maſter of Pembroke College, 
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She ſhall thy will implicitly receive, 
Nor act, nor ſpeak,' nor think, without thy leave. 
Where is the glory of imperial ſway, 
If ſubjects none but juſt commands obey ? 
Thenz and then only is obedience (cen, 
When, by command, they dare do-all that's mean. 
Hither then wing thy flight, here fix thy ſtand, 
Nor fail to bring thy Sandwich in thy hand. 
Gods, with what joy (for Fancy now ſupplics, 
And lays the future open to my eyes) 
Gods, with what joy I ſee the worthies meet, 
And brother Litchfield * brother Sandwich greet! | 
Bleſt be your greetings, bleſt each dear embrace, 
Bleſt to yourſelves, and to the human race. 
Sick' ning at virtues which ſhe cannot reach, 
Which ſeem her baſer nature to impeach, my 
Let Envy, in a whirlwind's boſom hurl'd, 
Outrageous, ſearch the corners of the world, 
Ranſack the preſent times, look back to paſt, 
Rip up the future, and confeſs at laſt, 
No times, paſt, preſent, or to come, could e er 
Produce, and bleſs the world with ſuch a pair. 
Phillips +, the good old Phillips, out of breath, 
Eſcapꝰd from Monmouth, and eſcap'd from death, 
Shall hail his Sandwich, with that virtuous zeal, 
That glorious ardour for the common-weal, 
Which warm'd his ſoyal heart, and bleſs d his 


tongue, 

When on his lips the cauſe of rebels hung; 
Whilſt Womanhood, in habit of a nun, 
At Mednam lies, by backward. monks undone 3 
A nation's reck' ning, like an alehouſe ſcore, 
Whilſt Paul tie aged chalks behind a door, 
Compell'd to hire a foe tocaſt it up ; 
Daſhwood 1 ſhall pour, from acommunion cup, 
Libations to the goddeſs without eyes, 
And hob or nob in Cyder and Exciſe. . 

From thoſe deep ſhades, where Vanity, unknown, 
Doth penance for her pride, and pines alone; 
Curs'd in herſelf, by her own thoughts undone, 
Where ſhe ſees all, but can be ſeen by none; 
Where ſhe no longer, miſtreſs of the Schools, 
Hears praiſe loud pealing from the mouths of tools, 
Or hears it at a diſtance ;z in V 
To join the croud, and put in for a ſhare, 
Twiſting each thought a thouſand diff rent ways, 
For his new friends new-modelling old praiſe, 
Where frugal ſenſe ſo very fine is ſpun, 
It ſerves twelve hours, tho' not enough for one, 
King ſhall ariſe, and burſting from the dead, 
Shall hurl his pieba/d Latin at thy head. 

Burton (whilſt auk ward AﬀeCtation's hung 
In quaint ana dabour'd accents on his tongue, 
Who gaintt their will makes junior blockheads 

(peak, 

Ign'rant of both, new Latin, and new Greek, 
Not ſuch as was in Greece and Latium known, 
But of a modern cut, and all his own ; 


* The Earl of Litchfield, then High Steward of 
Oxford. 


+ Sir John Phillips. At this juncture he was ſo 
unpopular as to excite the rage of a mob at Monmouth 


againſt him, 
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Who threads, like beads, looſe thoughts on fuchs 


ftring, | 
They're praiſe, and cenſure ; nothing, ev'ry thing ; 
Pantomime thoughts, and ftile ſo full of trick, 
They even make a Merry Andrew fick; | 
Thoughts all ſo dull, fo pliant in their growth,” 
They're verſe, they're proſe, they're neither, and 
and they're both 
Shall (tho* by Nature ever loth to praiſe) 
Thy curious worth ſet forth in curious phraſe ; 
Obſcurely Riff, ſhall cruſh poor Senſe to death, 
Or in long periods run her out of breath ; 
Shall make a babe, for which, with all his fame, 
Adam could not have found a proper name; 
Whilſt, beating out his features to a ſmile, 
He hugs the baſtard brat, and calls it Stile. 
Huſh'd be all Nature as the land of death; 
Let each ſtream ſleep, and each wind hold his breath; 
Re the bells muffled, nor one ſound of care, 
Preſſing for audience, wake the flumb'ring air; 
Brown comes—behold how cautiouſly he creep 
How ſlow he walks, and yet how faſt he ſleeps— 
But to thy praiſe in ſleep he ſhall agree; 
He cannot wake, but he ſhall dream of thee. 
Phyſick, her head with opiate poppies crown'd, 
Her loins by the chaſte matron Camphire bound, 
Phyſick, obtaining ſuccour from the pen 
Of her ſoft ſon, her gentle Heberden. 
If there are men who can thy virtue know, 
Yet ſpite of virtue treat thee as a foe, 
Shall, like a S&4s/ar, ftop their rebel breath, 
And in each Recipe ſend C/affic death. 
So deep in knowledge, that few lines can ſound 
And plumb the bottom of that vaſt profound, 
Few grave ones with ſuch gravity can think, 
Or follow half ſo faſt as he can ſink, 
With nice diſtinctions gloſſing o'er the text, 
Obſcure with meaning, and in words perplext, 
Wich ſubtleties on ſubtleties retin'd, 
Meant to divide, and ſubdivide the mind, 
Keeping the forwardneſs of youth in awe, 
The ſcowling Blackſtone || bears the train of law. 
Divinity, enrob'd in College fur, 
In her right-hand a New Court Kalendar 
Bound like a book of pray'r, thy coming waits 
With all her pack, to hymn thee in the gates. 
Loyalty,_fix'd on Iſis' alter'd ſhore, 
A ſtranger long, but ſtranger now no more, 
Shall pitch her tabernacle, and with eyes 
Brim-full of rapture, view her new allies, s 
Shall with much pleaſure and more wonder view 
Men great at Court and great at Oxford too. 
O ſacred Loyalty ] accurs'd be thoſe 
Who ſeeming friends, turn out thy deadlieſt foes ; 
Who proſtitute to Kings thy honour'd name, 
And ſoothe their paſſions to betray their fame: 
Nor prais'd be thoſe, to whoſe proud nature clings 
Contempt of Government, dand hate of Kings; 
Who, willing to be free, not knowing how, 
A ftrange intemperance of zeal avow, 
And tart at Loyalty, as ata word 
Which without danger Freedom never heard. 
Vain errors of vain men—wild both extremes, 
And to the State not wholeſome, like the dreams, 
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Children of Night, of Indigeſtion bred, 

Which, Reaſon clouded, ſeize and turn the head. 

Loyalty without Freedom is a chain 

Which men of lib'ral notice can't ſuftain 1 

And Freedom without Loyalty, a name 

Which nothing means, or means licentious ſhame, 
Thine be the art,, my Sandwich, thine the toil, 

In Oxford's ftubbort and untoward foil 

To rear this plant of union, till at length, 

Rooted by time, and foſter d into ſtrength, 

Shooting aloft, all danger it defies, 

And proudly lifts its branches to the ſkies ; 

Whbilſt, Wiſdom's happy ſon, but not her ſlave, 

Gay with the gay, and with the grave ones grave, 

Free from the dull impertinence of thought, 

Beneath that ſhade which thy own labours wrought 

And faſhion'd into ftrength, ſhalt thou repoſe, 

Secure of lib'ral praiſe, ſince Iſis flows, 

True to her Tame, as duty hath decreed, 

Nor longer, like a harlot, luſt for Tweed, 

And thoſe old wreaths,” which Oxford once dar'd 


. twine 
To grace a Stuart brow, ſhe plants on thine, 


END OF THE CANDIPBATE. 
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P. — to Europe, and at once e 
well! 
To all the follies which in Europe dwell ! | 
To Eaſtern India now, a richer clime, | 
| Richer, alas! in ev'ry thing but time, [EF 
The Muſes ſteer their courſe, and fond of change, 
At large, in other worlds, defire to range; 
Reſolv'd at leaſt, fince they the fool muſt play, 
To do it in a diff rent place, and way. | 
F. ,What whim is this, what error of lhe brain, 
What madnefs worſe than in the dog-ſtar's reign ? 
hy into foreign countries would you roam, ; 
Are there not knaves and fools enough at home? 
If Satire be thy object, and thy lays 
As yet have ſhewn no talents fit for praiſe, 
If Satire be thy object: ſearch all round, 
Nor to thy purpoſe can one ſpot be found © 
oo England, where to rampant vigqur grown 
ice choaks up ev'ry virtue; where, ſelf-ſown, 
The ſeeds of Folly ſhoot ferth rank and bold, 
And every ſeed brings forth a hundred fold, © 
leg) army angry Truth (the more our 
The more our guilt) tho' Truth perhaps claim, 
And juſtify her part in this, yet here, OY 
For the firſt time, e en Truth offends my ear. 
Declaim from morn to night, from night to morn, 
Take up the theme anew, when day's new-born, 
J hear, and hate—be England what ſhe will, 
With all her faults ſhe is my Country Rilk 


All that is worth poſſeſſing 


F. Phy Coney; and what then? Is that mere 


Againſt the voice of Reaſon to be heard ? . 
Are prejudices, deep imbib'd in youth, 

To counter- act, and make thee hate the truth ? 
Tie the ſure ſymptom of a narrow ſoul, 

To draw its grand attachment from the whole, 
And take up with a part : confin'd 
Within ſuch paltry limits, men defign'd 

Their nature to exalt; where'er they go, 
Wherever waves can roll, and winds can blow, 
Where er the bleſſed Sun, plac'd in the ſky 
To watch this ſubje& world, can dart his eye, 
Are ſtill the ſame, and, prejudice out-growng 
Conſider every country as their own. 

At one grand view they take in Nature's plan, 
Not more at home in England than Japan. 

P. My good, grave Sir of Theory, whoſe wity 
Graſping at ſhadows, ne'er caught ſubſtance yet, 
"Tis mighty eaſy o'er a glaſs of wine 
On vain refinements vainly to refine, 

To laugh at poverty in plenty's reign, - 
To boaſt of apathy when out of pain, | 
And in each ſentence, worthy of the Schools, 
Varniſh'd with ſophiſtry, to deal out rules 
Moſt fit for practice but for one poor fault, 
That into practice they can ne'er be brought. 

At home, ard ſifting in your elbow-chair, 

You praiſe Japan, tho' you was never there. 

But was the ſhip this moment under fail, 

Would not your mind be chang d, your ſpirits fail, 
Would you not caſt one longing eye to ſhore, _ 
And vow'to deal in ſuch wild ſchemes no more ? 
Howe'er our pride may tempt us to conceal 

Thoſe paſſions which we cannot chuſe but feel, 
There's a ſtrange ſ. , which without a brain 
Fools feel, and which e'en wiſe men can't explain, 
Planted in man, to bind him to that earth, 

In deareſt ties, from whence he drew his birth. 

If Honour calls, where'er ſhe points the way, 

The ſons of Honour follow, and obey ; 

If need compels, wherever we are ſent, 

"Tis want of courage not to be content; 

But, if we have the liberty of choice, 

And all depends on our own fingle voice, 

To deem of ev*ry country as the ſame, 
{Is rank rebellion *gainſ the lawful claim 

Of Nature : and ſuch dull indifference 

May be Philoſophy, but can't be Senſe. 

F. Weak and unjuſt diſtinction, ſtrange deſign, 
Mot peeviſh, moſt perverſe, to undermine | 
Philoſophy, and throw her empire down 
By means of Senſe, from whom ſhe holds her 

crown. 
Divine Philoſophy, to thee we owe 
here below; 
| hay and 32 conſecrate thy reign, 

ubled each joy, and pain no longer pain. 

When, like a * - for — 5 of toil, 
Teems with incumbrances 3 where, all around 
Herbs noxious in their nature make the ground, 
Like the good mother of a thankleſs ſon, 
Curſe her own womb, by fruitfulneſs undone ; 
Like fuch a garden, when the human ſoul, 
Uncultut'd, wild, impatient of controul, 

Brings forth thoſe paſſions of luxuriant race, 
Which ſpread, and ſtifle ev'ry herb of gracs, 


- 


- 


Seems with'ring on the bed where ſhe was born, 
Philoſopby ſteps in; with ſteady hand 
She brings her aid, the clears ch encumber'd land: 
Too virtuous to ſpare Vice one ftroke,. too wiſe 
One moment to attend to Pity's cries, 
See with what godlike, what relentleſs pow r 
She roots up ev ry weed 
P. and ev'ry flow'r. 
Philoſophy, a name of meek degree, 
Embrac'd, in token of humility, 
By the proud ſage, who, whilſt he ſtrove to hide, 
In that vain artifice, reveal'd his pride: | 
Philoſophy, whom Nature had defign'd * 
To purge all errors from the human mind, 
Herſelf miſled by the philoſopher, 
At onde her Prieſt and Mafter, made us err; 
Pride, pride, like leaven in a maſs of flour, 
Tainted her laws, and een made Virtue four. 
' Had ſhe, content within her proper ſphere, 
Taught leſſons ſuited to the human ca, 
Which might fair Virtue's genuine fruits produce, 
Made not for ornament, but real uſe, 
The heart of man unrivall'd the had ſway'd, 
Prais'd by the good, and by the bad obey d. 
But when ſhe, overturning Reaſon's throne, 
Strove proudly in its place to plant her own ; 
When ſhe with apathy the breaſt would fteel. 
And teach us, deeply feeling, not to feel; 
When ſhe would wildly all her force employ, 
Not to correct our paſſions, but deſtroy ; 
When, not content our nature to reſtore, 
As made by God, ſhe made it all new o'er ; 
When, with a ſtrange and criminal exceſs, 
To make us more than men, ſhe made us leſs ; 
The good her dwindled pow'r with pity ſaw, 
The bad with joy, and none but fools with awe, 
Truth with a ſimple and unvarniſh'd tale 
F'en from the mouth of N might prevail, 
Could the get there; but Falſehood's ſugar d ftrain 
Should pour her fatal blandiſhments in vain, 
Nor make one convert * the firen hung, 
Where ſhe too often hM, on 1 — tongue. 
Should all the Sophs, whom in his courſe the ſun 
Math ſeen, or paſt or preſent, riſe in one 
Should he, whilſt pleaſure in each ſentence flows, 
Like Plato, give us poetry in/proſe ; . 
Should he, full orator at once, im : 
Th' Athenian's genius with the Roman's art, 
Genius and Art ſhould in this inſtance fail, 
Nor Rome tho? join'd with Athens here prevail: 
"Tis not in. man, tis not in more than man, 
To make me find one fault in Nature's plan. 
Plac'd low ourſelves, we cenſure thoſe above, 
And, wanting judgment, think that ſhe wants love; 
where we ought in reaſon to commend, 
And think her mott a foe, when moſt a friend. 
Such be Philoſopher their ſpecious art, 
Tho? Friendſhip pleads, ſhall never warp my heart; 
Ne'er malge me from this breaſt one paſſion tear, 
Which Nature, my beſt friend, hath planted there. 
F. Forgiving, as a friend, what, whilk 1 live, 


As a Philoſopher I can't forgive, 
In this one point at laſt I join with you; 
To Nature pay all that is Nature's due 
But let uot clouded Reaſon fink ſo low, 
To fancy debts ſhe does not, Quangt owe, 
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- | And then defend, miſtaking them for her's ? 


On fair compaxiſon; if on that land 


* 
Is, Folly, which admits not of defence; 
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Bear, to full manhood grown, thoſe ſhackles bear, 
h Nature meant us for a time to wear 
As we wear leading- ſtrings, which, uſeleſs grown, 
Are laid afide, when we can walk alone. 
But on thyſelf, by peeviſh humour ſway d, 
Wilt thou lay burdens Nature never laid ? 
Wilt thou make faults, whilſt Judgment weakly errs, 


* 


Dar'f thou to ſay, in our enlighten'd age, 
That this grand maſter paſſion, this brave rage, 
Which flames out for thy Country, was impreſt 
And ſix'd by Nature in the human breaſt ? 

If you prefer the place where you was born, 
And hold all others in contempt and ſcorn 


With 1ib'ral and a more than equal hand 

Her gifts as in profuſion Plenty ſends : 

If Virtue meets with more and better friends ; 
If Science finds a patron mongſt the great; 
If Honeſty is Miniſter of State; 

If Power, the guardian of aur rights deſign d, 
Is to that great, that only end conſind; 

If riches are employ d to bleſs the poor z 

If Law is ſacred, Liberty ſecure; 

Let but theſe facts depend on proofs of weights 
Reaſon declares, thy love can't be too great; 
And in this light could he our Country view, 
A very Hottentot muſt love it too. 

But if, by Fate's decrees, you owe your birth 
To ſome moſt barren and penurious earth, 
Where, ev'ry comfort of this Life denied, 
Her real wants are ſcantily ſupplied, * 
Where Pow'r is Reaſon, Liberty a joke, 

Laws never made, or made but to be broke; 

To fix thy love on ſuch a wretched ſpot, 

Becauſe in Lutt's wild fever there begot, 

Becauſe, thy weight no longer fit to bear, 

By 8 choice, thy mother dropt thee 
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It can't be Nature, fer it is not Senſe. 

By the ſame argument which hers you hold, 

(When Falſehood's inſolent let Truth be bold) 

If propagation can in torments dwell, ; 

A Devil muſt, if born there, love his hell. 

P. Had Fate, to whoſe decrees I lowly bond, 

And &'en in puniſhment confeſs a friend, 

Ordain'd my birth in ſome place yet untry'd, | 

On purpoſe made to mortify my pride, 

Where the Sun never gave one glimpſe of day, 

Where Science never yet could dart one ray; 

Had I been bornon ſome bleak, blaſted plain 

Of barren Scotland, in a Stuart's reign 

Or in ſome kingdom, where men, weak or worſe, 

Turn'd Nature's ev'ry bleſſing to a curſe, 

Where crowns of Freedom by the fathers won, 

Dropp'd leaf by leaf from each degen'rate fon ; 

In ſpite of all the wiſdom you diſplay, 

All you have faid, and yet may have to ſay, 

My weakneſs here, if weakneſs, I confeſs, 

I, as my Country, had not lov'd her leſs. 
Whether ſtrict Reaſon bears me out in this, 

Let thoſe who, always ſeeking, always miſs 

The ways of Reaſon, doubt with preeious zeal ; 

Their's be the praiſe to argue, mine to feel. - 

Wiſh we to trace this to the root, 

We, like a tree, may know it by its fruit, 


. 
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From its rich ſtem ten thouſand virtues ſpring, Enlarges as it rolls, and comprehends * 
Ten thouſand bleſſings on its branches cling ; The {ocial charities of blood, and friends, N. 
Vet in the cirele of revolving years, ? "THI ſmaller ftreams included, not o'erpaſt, Le 
Not one misfortune, not one vice appears. It riſes to our Country's love at laſt ; A 
Hence then, and what you Reaſon call adore ; And he, with lib'ral and enlarged mind, . If, 
This, if not Reaſon, muſt be ſomething more. Who loves his Country, cannot hate mankind. " 

But, (for I wiſh not others to confine, F. Friend as you would appear to Common Senſe, Le 
Be their opinions u rain'd as mine) Tell me, or think no more of a defenee, Be 
Whether this love's of good or evil growth, Is it a proof of love by choice to run 
A viee, a virtue, or a ſpice of both, A vagrant from your Country ? : Of 
Let men of nicer argument decide: | P. Can the ſon, Fo 
If it is virtuous, ſoothe an honeſt pride (Shame, ſhame, on all ſuch ſons) with ruthlek W 
With lib'ral praiſe, if vicious, be content, eye, | Y Su 
It is a vice I never can repent ; And heart more patient than the flint, ſtand by, Th 
A vice which, weigh'd in heav'n, ſhall more avail | And by ſome ruffian, from all ſhame divorc'd, W. 

IThu ten cold virtues in the other ſcale. All virtue, ſee his honour'd mother forc'd! Re 
F. This wild, untemper'd zeal (which after all | Then, no,. by Him that made me, not e'en then, Shi 
Wyre, Candour unimpeach'd, might madneſs call) Could I witty patience, by the worſt of men, An 
Is it a virtue ? That you ſcarce pretend : | Behold my Country plunder'd, beggar'd, loſt 4 
Or can it be a vice, like Virtue's friend, Beyond redemption, all her glories croſs'd 
Which draws us off from and diſſol ves the force Een when occafion made them ripe, her fame Th 
Of private ties, nay tops us in our courſe Fled like a dream, while ſhe awakes to ſhame. To 
To that grand object of the human ſoul, I F. Is it not more the office of a friend, An 
That nobler love which compreher4s the whole ? The office of a patron, to defend In 
Coop'd in the limits of this petty iſle, Her ſinking Rate, than baſely t) decline, Th 
This nook, which ſcarce deſerves a frown or ſmile, | So great a cauſe, and in deſpair reſign ? An 
Weigh'd with Creation, you, by whim undone, - P. Beyond my reach, alas! the grievance lies, To 
Give all your thoughts to what is ſcarce worth one. | And, whilit more able patriots douht, ſhe dies. Wh 
'The gen'rous Soul, by Nature taught to ſoar, From a foul ſource, more deep than we ſuppoſe, Bre 
Her ſtrength confirm'd in philoſophic lore, Fatally deep and dark, this grievance flows. Ma 
At one grand view takes in a world with eaſe, "Tis not that Peace our glorious hopes defeats, All 
And, ſeeing all mankind, loves all ſhe ſees. Tis not the voice of Faction in the ſtreets, Thi 

P. Was it moſt ſure, which yet a doubt endures, |} * Tis not a groſs attack on Freedom made, Anc 
Not found in Reaſon's creed, tho* found in yours, | "Tis not the arm of Privilege diſplay'd F 
That theſe two ſervices, like what we're told Againſt the ſubject, whillt ſhe wears no ſting 
And know of God's and Mammon's, cannot hold | To diſappoint the purpoſe of a King; On 
And draw together; that however loth, 6 heſe are no ills, or trifles, if compar'd F 
We neither ſerve, attempting to ſerve both; With thoſe, which are contriv'd, tho' not declar'd, No 
could not doubt a moment which to chuſe, Tell me, Philoſopher, is it a crime, F 
And which in common reaſon to refuſe. To pry into the ſecret womb of Time; 

Indpnted oft for purpoſes of art, Or, born in ignorance, muſt we deſpair But 
Born of the head, tho? father'd on the heart, To reach events, and read the future there? F 
This grand love of the world muſt be confi Why, be it ſo—ſtill *tis the right of man, P 
A barren ſpeculation at the beſt. | | Imparted by his Maker, where he can, Arn 
Not one man in a thouſand, ſhould he live To former times and men his eye to caſt, (On 
Beyond the uſual term of life, could give, And judge of what's to come, by what is paſt. Thie 
So rare occaſion comes, and to ſo few, Should there be found in ſome not diſtant year Crea 
Proof whether his regards are feign'd or true. (O how 1 wiſh to be no prophet here), Wit! 

The love we bear our Country, is a root Amongſt our Britiſh Lords ſhould there be found May 
Which never fails to bring forth golden fruit; Some great in pow'r, in principles unſound, |! Or, 
Tis in the mind an everlaſting ſpring Who look on Freedom with an evil-eye,, Cran 
Of glorious agions, which become a King, In whom the ſprings of loyalty are dry; Wh 
Nor leſs become a ſubje& z *tis a debt Who wiſh to ſoar on wild Ambition's wings, And 
Which bad men, tho” they pay not, can't forget; Who hate the Commons, and who love not Kings Mak 
A duty, which the good delight to pay, Who would divide the People and the Throne Inf 
And-ev'ry man can practiſe ev'ry day. To ſet up ſep'rate int'reſts of their own ; And 

Nor, for my life (ſo very dim my eye, Who hate whatever aids their wholeſome growth, May 
Or dull your argument), can I deſcry And only join with, to deſtroy them both; F. 
What you with faith aſſert, how that dear love Should there be found ſuch men in after- times, 

Which binds me to my Country can remove, May Heav'n in mercy to our grievous crime In fe 
And make me of neceſſity forego, Allot ſome milder vengeance, nor to them A. 
That gen' ral love which to the world I owe. And to their rage this wretched land condemn. | 
Thoſe ties of private nature, ſmall extent, Thou God above, on whom all States depends F. 
In which the mind of narrow caſt is pent, * Who knoweſt from the firſt their riſe and end, F. 
Are only ſteps on which the gen rous ſoul If there's a day mark'd in the Book of Fate R F. 
Mounts by degrees till ſhe includes the whole. When ruin muſt involve our equal State; — 
That ſpring of love, which in the human mind, When law, alas ! muſt be no more, and we, 2 e 
Founded on ſelf, flows narrow and confin d, | To Freedom born, muſt be no longer free 3 v 
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Let not a mob of tyrants ſeize the helm, 
Nor titled upſtarts league to tob the realm: 
Let not, whatever other ills aſſail, 
A damned Ariſtgcracy prevail. 
If, all too ſhort, our courſe of Freedom run, 
'Tis thy good pleaſure we ſhould be undone, - 
Let us, ſome comfort in our griefs to bring, 
Be ſlaves to one, and be that one a King. 
F. Poets, accuſtom's by their trade to feign, 
Oft ſubſtitute creations of the brain 
For real ſubſtance, and, themſelves deceiv'd, 
Would have the fiction by mankind believ'd. 
Such is your caſe. But grant, to ſoothe your pride, 
That you know more than all the world befide, 
Why deal in hints, why make a moment's doubt? 
Reſolv'd, and like a man, at once ſpeak out, 
Shew us our danger, tell us where it lies, 
And, to enſure our ſafety, make us wiſe. | 
P. Rather than bear the pain of thought, fools 
ſtray 3 
The proud will rather loſe than aſk their way 
To men of ſenſe what needs it to unfold 
And tell a tale which they muſt know untold ? 
In the Bad, int'reſt warps the canker'd heart, 
The Good are hood-wink'd by the tricks of art; 
And whilft arch, ſubtle hypocrites contrive 
To keep the flames of diſcontent alive, 
Whilſt they, with arts to honeſt men unknown, 
Breed doubts between the People and the Throne, 
Making us fear, where Reaſon never yet 
Allow'd one fear, or could one doubt admit, 
Themſelves paſs unſuſpected in diſguiſe, 
And *gainſt our real danger ſeal our eyes. 
F. Mark them, and let their names recorded 


ſtand 

On Shame's black roll, Rink thro? all the land. 

P. That might ſome coage, but no prudence be; 
No hurt to them, and jeopardy to me. 

F. Leave out their names. 

P. For that kind caution thanks ; 

But may not Judges ſometimes fill up blanks ? 

F. Your Country's laws in doubt ae reject?ꝰ 


P. The laws I love, the lawyers I ſuſpect: 
Amongſt twelve Judges may not one be , 
(On bare, bare poſſibility I ground 
This wholeſome doubt) who may enlarge, retrench, 
Create and uncreate, and from the bench, 
With winks, ſmiles, nods, and ſuch like paltry arts, 
May work and worm into a Jury's hearts; 
Or, baffled there, may, turbulent of ſoul, 
Cramp their high office, and their rights controul ; 
Who may, tho” Judge, turn Advocate at large, 
And deal replies out by the way of charge 
Making interpretation all the way, : 
And, leaving law without the leaſt d e, 
May damn his conſcience to approve his ſenſe ? 
F. Whilft, the true guardians of this charter d 
In full and vigour, Juries ftand, 
A Judge in vain ſhall awe, cajole, perplex. 
- Suppoſe I ſhould be tried in Middleſex ? 
F. To pack a Jury they will never dare. 
P. Theres no occaſion to pack Juries there. 
2 "Gainſt prejudice all arguments are weak, 
Reaſon herſelf without effect muſt ſpeak. ; 


But why, bewitch' d, to India turn thy eyes 

Cannot our Europe thy vaſt wrath ſufſice? 

Cannot thy miſbegotten Muſe lay bare 

Her brawny arm, and play the butcher there? 
P. Thy counſel taken, what ſhould Satire do ? 

Where could ſhe find an object that is new? 

Thoſe travell'd youths, whom tender mothers wean; 

And fend abroad to fee and to be ſeen, : 

With whom, leſt they ſhould fornicate, or worſe, 

A Tutor's ſent, by way of adry nurſe, 

Each of whom juſt enough of ſpirit bears, 

To ſhewour follies, and to bring home their's, 

Have made all Europe's vices ſo well known, 

They ſeem almoſt as nat'ral as our own. 

F. Will India for thy purpoſe better do ? — 
P. In one reſpe at leaſt theres ſomething new: 
F. A harmleſs people, in whom Nature ſpeaks 

Free and untainted ; mongſt whom Satire ſeeks, 

But vainly ſeeks, ſo ſimply plain their hearts, 

One boſom where to lodge her poiſon'd darts. | 
P. From knowledge ſpeak you this, or doubt on doubt 

Weigh'd and reſoly'd, hath Reaſon found'it out? 

Neither from knowledge, nor by Reaſon taught, 

You have faith ey'ry where but where you ought. 

India or Europe What's there in a name? 

Propenſity to vice in both the ſame, 

Nature alike in both works for man's good, 


| | Alike in both by man himſelf withſtood. - 
' | Nabobs, as well as thoſe who hunt them down, 


Deſerve a cord much better than a crown, 
And a Mogul can thrones as much debaſe 
As any poliſh'd Prince of Chriſtian race. 
F. Could you, ataſk more hard than you ſuppoſe⸗ 
Cou'd you, in ridicule whilſt Satire glows, 
Make all their follies to the life appear, 
Tis ten to one you gain no credit here. 2 
Howe er well · drawn, the picture after all, 
Becauſe we know not the original, 
Would not find favour.in the public eye. 
P. That, having your good leave, I mean to try, 

And if your obſervations ſterling hold, 
If the piece ſhould be heary, tame, and cold, 
To make it to the fide of Nature lean; _ 
And, meaning nothing, ſomething ſeem to. mean, 
To make the whole in lively colours glow, | 
To bring before us ſomething thiat we know, 
And from all honeſt men applaufe to win, 
JN groupe the Company, and put them in. | 
F. Be that ungen'rous thought by ſhame ſuppreſ d: 
Add not diſtreſs to thoſe tuo much diſtrefs d. 
Have they not, by blind zeal, miſled, laid bare 
Thoſe ſores which never might endure the air ? 
Have they not brought their myſteries fo low, 
That what the wiſe ſuſpected not, fools know ? 
From their firſt riſe e en to the preſent hour, 
Have they not prov'd their own abufe of po r 
Made it impoſſible, if fairly view'd, 
Ever to have that dang'rous pow'r renew'd ; 
Whilſt unſeduc'd by Miniſters, the Thrane 
Regards our intereſt, and knows its own ? 
P. Should ev'ry other ſubje& chance to fail, 
Thoſe ho have fail'd, and thoſe who with to ſail 
In the laſt fleet, afford an ample field, 

ich muſt beyond my hopes a harveſt yield. 

On ſuch vile food Satire can never thrive. 
P. She cannot ſtarve, if there was only Clive. 


Fly theh thy „like a coward fly, 
Renounce her int'reſt, and her laws 4215 
Vol. VII. 


END OF THE FAREWELS: 
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HE time hath been, a boyiſh, bluſhing time, 
When modeſty was ſcarcely held a crime ; 

| When the moſt wicked had ſome touch of grace, 

' And trembled to meet Virtue face to face ; 

When thoſe, who, in the cauſe of Sin grown grey, 

Had ſerv'd her without grudging day by day, 

Were yet fo weak an aukward ſhame to feel, 

And ftrove that gloripus ſervice to conceal ; 

We, better bred, and than our fires more wiſe, 

Such paltry narrowneſs of ſoul deſpiſe, 

To virtue ev*ry mean pretence diſclaim, 

Lay bare our crimes, and glory in our ſhame. 

Time was, ere Temperance had fled the realm; 

Ere luxury fat guttling at the helm 

From meal to meal, without one moment's ſpace 
Reſerv'd for buſineſs, or allow'd for grace; 

Ere Vanity had ſo far conquer'd Senſe 

To make us all wild rivals in expence, , 

To make vne fool ftrive to outvie another, 

And every coxcomb dreſs againſt his brother ; 

Ere baniſh'd Induſtry had left our ſhores, | 
And Labour was by Pride kick'd out of doors; 
Ere Idleneſs prevail'd ſole Queen in Courts, 

Or only yielded to a rage for ſports ; 

Ere each weak mind was with externals caught, 
And diſſipation held the place of thought; 

Fre gambling Lords in vice ſo far were gone 

To cog the die, and bid the ſun look on ; 

Ere a great nation not leſs juſt than free, 

Was made a beggar by economy ; * 

Ere rugged honeſty was out of vogue, 

Ere Faſhion ſtamp'd her ſanction on the rogue; 


Time was, that men had conſcience, that they 


made 

| Scruples to owe, what never could be paid. 

Was one then found, however high his name, 

So far above his fellows damn'd to ſhame, 

Who dar'd abuſe and falfify his truſt, 

Who, being great, yet dar'd to be unjuſt ; 

Shunn'd like a plague, or but at diſtance view'd, 

He walk'd the crouded ftreets in ſolitude, 

Nor could his rank, and ftation in the land, 

Bribe one mean knave to take him by the hand. 

$uch rigid maxims (O, might ſuch revive 

To keep expiring Honefty alive) 

Made rogues, all other hopes of fame deny'd, 

Not juſt thro” principle, but juſt thro' pride. 
Our times, more poliſh'd, wear a diff rent face; 

Debts are an honour ; payment a diſgrace. 
Men of weak winds, high-plac'd en Folly's liſt, 

May gravely tell us trade cannot ſubſiſt, 

Nor all thoſe thouſands who're in trade employ'd, 

If faith twixt man and man is once deſtroy d. 

Why be it ſo—-We in that point accord; 

But what is trade and tradeſmen to a Lord ? 
Faber, from day to day, from year to year, 

Hath had the cries of tradeſmen in his car, 

Of tradeſmen by his villainy betray'd, 

And, vainly ſecking juſtice, bankrupts made. 


* 
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CHURCHILL'S POEMS. 
What is't to Faber? Lordly as before, 

He ſits at eaſe, and lives to ruin more. 

Fix'd at his door, as motionleſs as ſtone, 
Begging, but only begging for their own, 
Unheard they ſtand, or only heard by thoſe, 
Thoſe ſlaves in livery, who only meck their woes. 
What is't to Faber ? He continues great, 

Lives on in grandeur, and runs out in ſtate. 

The helpleſs widow, wrung with deep deſpair, 
In bitterneſs of ſoul, pours forth her pray'r, 
Hugging her ſtarving babes with ſtreaming eyes, 
And calls down vengeance, vengeance from 


ſkies. - 
What is't to Faber ? He ſtands ſafe and clear, 
Heay'n can commence no legal action here, 
And on his breaſt a mighty plate he wears, 
A plate more firm than triple braſs, which beary 
The name of Privilege gaintt vulgar awe ; 
He feels no Conſcience, and he fears no Law. 
Nor think, acquainted with ſmall knaves alone, 
Who have not ſhame outliv'd, and grace outgrown, 
The great world hidden from thy reptile view, 
That on ſuch men, to whom contempt is due, 
Contempt ſhall fall, and their vile author's name 
Recorded ſtand thro” all the Land of Shame. 
No—to his porch, like Perſians to the ſun, 
Behold contending crowds of courtiers run; 
See, to his aid what noble troops advance, 
All fworn to keep his crimes in countenance. 
Nor wonder at ĩt They partake the charge, 
As ſmall their conſcience, and their debts as large. 
Propp'd by ſuch clients, and without controul 
From all that's honeſt in the human ſoul, 
In grandeur mean, with inſolence unjuſt, 
Whilſt none but knaves can praiſe, and fools will 
truſt, 

Careſs'd and courted, Faber ſeems to ſtand 
A mighty pillar in a guilty land, 
And (a ſad truth to which ſucceeding times 
Will ſcarce give credit, when tis told in rimes} 
Did not ſtrict Honour with a jealous eye 
Watch round the Throne, did not true Piety 
(Who, link'd with Honour, for the nobleſt ends, 
Ranks none but honeſt men amongſt her friends) 
Forbids bs to be cruſh'd with ſuch a weight, 
He might in time be Miniſter of State. 

But why enlarge I on ſuch petty crimes ? 
They might have ſhock'd the faith of former times, 
But now are held as nothing. We begin 
Where our fires ended, and improve in fin, - 
Rack our invention, and leave nothing new 
In vice and folly for our ſons to do. 

Nor deem this cenſure hard ; there's not a place 
Moſt conſecrate to purpoſes of grace, 
Which Vice hath not polluted ; none ſo high, 
But with bold pinion ſhe hath dar'd to fly, 
And build there for her pleaſure ; none ſo low, 
But the hath crept into it; made it know, 
And feel her pow'r ; in courts, in camps ſhe reigns 
O'er ſober citizens, and fimple ſwains ; 
E'en in our temples ſhe hath fix'd her throne, . 
And *boye God's holy altars plac'd her own. 

More to increaſe the horror of our State, 
To make her empire laſting as tis great, 
To make us in full-grown perfection feel 
Curſes which neither Art nor Time can hell, 
All ſhame difcarded, all remains of pride, 


Meanneſy fits crown'd, and triumphs by her fide ; 
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Meanneſs, who gleans out of the human mind 
Thoſe few good ſeeds which Vice had left behind, 
Thoſe ſeeds which might in time to virtue tend, 
And leaves the ſoul without a pow'r to mend; 
Meanneſs, at fight of whom, with brave diſdain 
The breaſt of Manhood ſwells, but ſwells in vain, 
Before whom Honour,makes a forc'd retreat, 
And Freedom is compell'd to quit her ſeat ; 
Meanneſs which, like that mark by bloody Cain 
Borne in his forehead for a brother lain, 
God, in his great and all-ſubduing rage, 
Ordains the ſtanding mark of this vile age. 

The venal hero trucks his fame for gold, 
The patriots virtue for a place is ſold, 
The ſtateſman bargains for his Country's ſhame, 


. And for preferment prieſts their God diſclaim. 


Worn out with luſt, her day of let:h'ry o'er, 
The mother trains the daughter which ſhe bore 
In her own paths ; the father aids the plan, 
And, when the innocent is ripe for man, 
Sells her to ſome old letcher for a wife, 
And makes her an adultereſs for life, 
Or in the Papers bids his name appear, 
And advertiſes for a L- K 
Huſband and wife (whom Av'rice muft applaud) 
Agree to ſave the charge of pimp and bawd ; 
Theſe parts they play themſelves, a frugal pair, 
And ſhare the infamy, the gain to ſhare ; 
Well-pleas'd to find, when they the profits tell, 
That they have play'd the whore and rogue ſo well, 
Vor are theſe things (which might imply a ſpark 
Of ſhame till left) tranſacted in the dark. | 
No—to the public they are open laid, 
And carried on like any other trade. 
Scorning to mince damnation, and too proud 
To work the works of darkneſs in a cloud, 
In fulleſt vigour Vice maintains her ſway 3 
Free are her marts, and open at noon-day. 
Meanneſs, now wed to Impudence, no more 
In darkneſs ſkulks, and trembles, as of yore, 
When the light breaks upon her coward eye; 
Boldly the talks on earth, and to the ſky 
Lifts her proud head, nor fears leſt time abate, 
And turn her huſband's love to canker'd hate, 
Since Fate, to make them more ſincerely one, 
Hath crown'd their loves with Montague their ſon ; 
A ſon ſo like his dam, ſo like his fire, 
With all the mother's craft, the father's fire, 
An image ſo expreſs in every part, 
So like in all bad qualities of heart, 
That, had they fifty children, he alone 
Would ſtand as heir apparent to the throne. 
With our ow" iſland vices not content, 
We rob our neighbours on the continent, 
Dance Europe round, and viſit ev'ry Court, 
To ape their follies and their crimes import, 
To diff rent lands for diff rent fins we roam, 
And, richly freighted, bring our cargo home, 
Nobly induſtrious to make vice appear 
In her full ſtate, and perfect only here. 
To Holland, where Politeneſs ever reigns, 
Where primitive Sincerity remains, 
And makes a ſtand, where Freedom in her courſe 
Hath left her name, tho" ſhe hath loſt her force 
In that, as other lands, where ſimple Trade 
Was never in the garb of Fraud array d, 
Where Av'rice never dar'd to ſhew his head, 
Where, like a ſmiling cherub, Mercy, led + 


* 


By Reaſon, bleſſes the ſweet · blooded race, 

And Cruelty could never find a place, 7 
To Holland for that Charity we roam, r 
Which happily begins and ends at home. I” 

France, in return for peace and pow'r reſtor'd, 

For all thoſe countries, which the hero's ſword 
Unprofitably purchas'd, idly thrown 
Into her lap, and made once more her own 3 
France hath afforded large and rich ſupplies 
Of vanities full-trimm'd, of poliſh'd lies, 
Of ſoothing flatteries, which thro the ears 
Steal to and melt the heart of ſlaviſh fears 
Which break the ſpirit, and of abject fraud 
For which, alas ! we need not ſend abroad. 
Spain gives us pride—which Spain to all the earth 
May largely give, nor fear herſeli a dearth—  * 
Gives us that jealouſy, which, born of fear 
And mean diſtruſt, grows not by nature hero 
Gives us that ſuperſtition, which pretends. 
By the worſt means to ſerve the beſt of end 
That cruelty, which, ſtranger to the brave, 
'Dwells only with the coward, and the ſlave z 
That cruelty, which led her chriſtian bands 
With more than ſavage rage o'er ſavage lands, 
Bade her without remorſe whole countries thin, 
And hold of nought but mercy as a fin. 
India, nurſe of ev'ry ſofter art, 
Who, feigning to refine, unmans the heart, 
Who lays the realms of Senſe and Virtue waſte, 
Who mars whilſt ſhe pretends ww mend our taſte ; 
Italia, to compleat and crown our ſhame, 
Sends us a fiend, and Legion is his name. 
The farce of greatneſs without being great, 
Pride without pow'r, titles without eitate, 
Souls without vigour, bodies Without force, 
Hate without cauſe, revenge without remorſe, 
Dark mean revenge, murder without defence, 
ealouſy without love, ſound without ſenſe, 

irth without Humour, without wit grimace, 
Faith without reaſon, goſpel without grace, 
Zeal without knowledge, without nature art, 
Men without manhood, women without heart, 
Haif-men, who, dry and pithleſs, are debarr'd d 
From man's beſt joys—no ſooner made than marr d 
Halif-men, whom many a rich and noble dame, 
To ſerve her luſt, and yet ſecure her fame, 
Keeps on high diet, as we capons feed, 
To glut our appetites at laſt decreed ; 
Nomen, who dance in poſtures ſo obſcene, 
They might awaken ſhame in Aretine ; 
Who, when retir'd from the day's piercing light, 
They celebrate the myſteries of night, 
Might make the Muſes, in a corner plac'd 
To view their monſtrous luſts, deem Sappho chaſte x 
Theſe, and a thouſand follies rank as theſe, 
A thouſand faults, ten thouſand fools, ho pleaſe 
Our pall'd and fickly taſte, ten thouſand knaves, 
Who ſerve our foes as ſpies, and us as ſlaves, 
Who by degrees, and unperceiv'd, prepare 
Our necks for chains which they already wear, 
Madly we entertain, at the expence | 

Of Fame, of Virtue, Taſte, and Common Senſe. 
Nor ſtop we here—the ſoft luxurious Eaſt, 
Where man, his ſoul degraded, from the beaſt 
In nothing diff *rent but in we views 
They walk on four legs, he walks on two. 
Attracts our eye; and flowing from that ſource, _ 
Sins of the blackeſt eharacter, ſins worſe. 
= ; O2 
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Than all her plagues, which truly to unfold 
Would make the beit blood in my veins run cold, 
And ftrike all manhood dead, which but to name 
Would call up in my cheeks the marks of ſhame ; 
Sins, if ſuch figs can be, which ſhut out grace, 
Which for the guilty leave no hope, no place 
E'en in God's mercy, fins gainſt Nature's plan 
Poſſeſs the land at large, and man for man 
Burn in thoſe fires, which Hell alone could raiſe 
To make him more than damn'd, which, in the 
days 

— niſhment, when guilt becomes her prey, 

ny all her tortures ſhe can ſcarce repay. 

Be grace ſhut out, be mercy deaf, let God 
With tenfold terrors arm that dreadful nod 
Which ſpeaks them loſt, and ſentenc'd to deſpair ; 
Diſtending wide her jaws, let Hell prepare 
For thoſe who thus offend amongſt markind, 
A fire more fierce, and tortures more refin'd ; 

weight, 

On earth, alas ! they meet a diff rent fate; 
And whilſt the law3, falſe guſce, falſe mercy ſhewn, 
Are taught to wear a ſoftneſs not their on, 
Men, whom the beaſts would ſpurn, ſhould they ap- 


pear X 
Amongf the honeſt herd, find refuge here. 
No longer by vain fear or ſhame controul'd, 
From long, too long ſecurity grown bold, 
Mocking rebuke, they brave it in out ſtreets, 
2 at noon his miſtreſs meets: 
So. public in crimes, ſo daring grown, 
They almoſt take a pride to haye them known; 
And each unnat ral villain ſcarce endures | 
To make a ſecret of his vile amours. 
Go where we will, at ev'ry time and place, 
Sodom confronts, and ſtares us in the face; 
"They ply in public at our very doors, C 
And take the bread from much more honeſt whores. 
Thoſe who are mean, high potamours ſecure, 
And the rich guilty ſcreen the guilty poor; 
The fin too proud to feel from reaſon awe, 
And thoſe who practiſe it too great for law. 
Weman, the pride and happineſs of Man, 
Without whoſe foft endearments Nature's plan 
Had been a blank, and Life not worth a thought ; 
Weman, by all the Loves and Graces taught, 
With ſofteſt arts, and fure, tho? hidden (kill, 
To humanize, and mould us to-her will ; ; 
Woman, with more than common grace form'd here, 
With the perſuaſive language of a tear 
To melt the rugged temper of our ifle, 
Or win us to herpurpoſe with 2 ſmile ; 
Miman, by fate the quickeſt ſpur decreed, 
The faireft, beſt reward of ev ry deed 
Which bears the ftamp of honour ; at whoſe name 
Our ancient herbes caught a quicker flame, 
And dar'd beyond belief, whilſt o'er the plain, 
Spurning the carcaſes of Princes flain, 
proudly {trode, whilt Horror blew 
The fatal trump, and Death ftalk'd full in view; 
Nimus is out of date, a thing thrown by 
As having loft its uſe ; no more the eye 
Wich femate beauty caught, in wild amaze, 
Gates enttanc d, and could for evet gaze; 
No more the heart, that ſeat where love reſides, 
Exch breath drann quick and ſhort, in fuller tides 
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Liſe poſting thro* the veins, each pulſe on fire, 
And the whole body tingling with deſire, 
Pants for thoſe charms, which Virtue might engage 
To break his vow, and thaw the froſt of Age, 
Bidding each trembling nerve, each muſcle ſtrain, 
And giving pleaſure which is almoſt pai PT 
Women are kept for nothing but the breed ; 
For pleaſure we muſt have a Ganymede ; 
A fine, freſh Hylas, 4 delicious boy, 
To ſerve our purpoſes of beaſtly joy. 
Faireſt of nymphs where ev ry nymph is fair, 
Whom Nature form'd with more than common care, 
With more than common care whom Art improv'd, 
And both declar'd worthy to be lov'd, 
neglected , Whilt a croud 
Purſue, and conſecrate| the ſteps . 
She, hapleſs maid, bornin a wretched hour, 
Welker 190 gay prime in vain, like ſome fair 
ow'r, 

Sweet in its ſcent, and lively in its hue, 
Which withers on the ſtalk from whence it grew, 
And dies uncropp's ; whilſt he, admix'd, careſi d, 
Belov'd, and ey'ry where a welcome gueſt, 
With brutes of rank and fortune plays the whore, 
For th's unnat'ral Juſt a 175 7 ſewer. 
Dine with Apicius—at his ſumptuous board 
Find All the world of dainties can afford 
Ard yet {ſo much diſtemper d ſpirits pall 
The fickly appetite (amidſt them all 
For ev'ry gueſt, the landlord fits and ftarves. 

The foreſt haunch, fine fat, in flavour high, 
Kept to a moment, ſmokes before his 
But ſmokes in vain ; bis heedleſs eye o'er 
And loaths what he had deified before ; 5 
The turtle, of a great and glorious fGize, 
Worth its own weight in gold, a mighty prize 
For which a man of taſte all riſques run, 
Itſelf a feaſt, and ev ry diſh in one 
The turtle in luxurious pomp comes in, 
Kept, kill'd » cut up, prepar'd, and dreſs'd by 

in: | 


In vain it comes, in vain lies full in view; 

As Quin hath drefs'd it, he may eat it too, i 

Apictus cannot. When the glaſs goes round, 
uick-circling, and the roof with mirth reſound, 

he ſits, and ſilent All alone ; 

Tho' in 2 croud, and to himſelf ſcarce known, 

On grief he feeds, nor friends can cure, nor wine 

Suſpend his cares, and make him ceaſe to pine, 
Why mourns Apicius thus? Why nuns his eye, 

Heedleſs, o'er delicates, which from the ſcFy 

Might 2 Joye ? where now his generous 


, 
That, to invent a new and better diſh, 
The world might burn, and all mankind expire, 
So he might roaſt a Phenix at the fire? 
Why ſwims that eye in tears, which, thro" a race 
Of fixty years, never ſhew'd ane ſign of grace ? 
Why doth that pamper d glutton eat no more, 
Who only liv'd to eat, his ſtomach E 

Fate calld 


And drown'd in floods of forrow ? 

His father from the grave to ſecond life ? 

Hath Clodius on his hands return'd his wife ; 

Or hath the law, by ſtricteſt juſtice taught, 
* to reſtore the dower ſhe brought ? 
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Hath ſome bold creditor againſt his will 

Brought in, and forc'd him to diſcharge a bill, 

Where eating had no ſhare ? Hath ſome vain wench 

Run out his wealth, and forc'd him to retrench ? 

Hath any rival glutton got the ſtart, 

And beat him in his own luxurious art; | 

Bought, cates for which Apicius could not pay, 

Or dreft old dainties in a newer way ? - 

Hath his cook, worthy to be ſlain with rods, 

Spoil'd a dith fit to entertain the gods; | 

Or hath ſome varlet, croſs'd by cruel fate, 

Thrown down the price of empire in a plate? 
None, none of theſe his ſervants all are try d, 

So ſure they walk on ice, and never ſlide; 

His cook, an acquiſition made in France, 

Might put a Chloe out of countenance, 

Nor, tho' old Holles ſtill maintains his ſtand, ' 

Hath he one rival glutton in the land ; 

Women are all the objects of his hate, 

His debts are all unpaid, and yet his ſtate 

In full ſecurity and triumph held, ; 

Unlefs for once a knave ſhould be expell'd ; 


His wife is ſtill a whore, and in his po-] r, 4 


The woman gone, he till retains the dow'r ; 

Sound in the grave (thanks to his filial care : 

Which mix'd the draught, and kindly ſent him 
there 

His father and, till the laſt trump ſhake 

The corners of the earth, ſhall not awake. : 

Whence flows this ſorrow then ? Behind the chair 
Did'ſt thou not ſee, deck'd with a ſolitaire, 

Which on his bare breaſt glitt'ring play d, and grac'd 
With niceſt ornamerits, à ſtripling plac'd, 

A ſmooth, ſmug, fripling, in life's faireſt prime ? 
Did'ft thou not mind too, how from time to time 
The monſtrous letcher, tempted to deſpiſe 

All other dainties, thither turn'd his eyes ? 

How he ſeem'd inly to reproach us all, 

Who ſtrove his fix'd attention to recall, 

And how he wiſh'd, e'en at the time of grace, 
Like Janus, to have had a double face? 

His cauſe of grief behold in that fair boy; 
Apicius dotes, and Corydon is coy. 

Wan and unthinking Aripling | When the glaſs 
Meets thy too curious eye, and, as you paſs, 
Flatt'ring, preſents in ſmiles thy image there, 
Why doſt thou bleſs the gods, who made thee fair ? 
Blame their large bounties, and with reaſon blame ; 
Curſe, curſe thy beauty, for it leads to ſhame. 
When thy hot Lord, to work thee to his end, 

Bids ſhow'rs of gold into thy breaſt deſcend, 
Suſpect his gifts, nor the vile giver truſt ; 
They're baits for virtue, and ſmell ſtrong of luſt. 
On thoſe gay, gaudy trappings which adorn 
The temple of thy body, look with ſcorn, 
View them with horror ; they pollution mean, 
And deepeſt ruin: thou haſt often ſeen, 
From *mongſt the herd, the faire and the beſt 
With grandeur mock'd, for Adrifice decreed, 
Only in greater pomp at laſt to Need. 
Be warn d in time, the 'd danger ſhun, 
— moment is to be * diss, 

t tho", temptation proof, thy virtue 
Nor bribes can move, nor arts can undermine, 
All other methods failing, one reſource 
I; kill behind, and thou muſt yield to force. 


_ 


101 


Paint to thyſelf the horrors of a rape, 
eſcape 3 

Mind not his promiſes—they're made in ſport— 
Made to be broke Was he not bred at Court? 
Truſt not his honour, he's a man of birth; 
Attend not to his "re made on earth, 
Not regiſter d in Heay'n—he mocks at grace, 
And in his creed God never found a place 
Look not for Conſcience for he knows her not, 
So long a ſtranger, ſhe is quite forgot 
Nor think thyſelf in law ſecure and firm 
Thy maſter is a Lord, and thou a worm, 
A mean reptile, never meant to think, 
Who, being well ſupplied with meat and drink, 
And ſuffer'd juſt to crawl from place to place, 
Muſt ſerve his luſte, and think he does thee grace. 

Fly, then, whilſt yet tis in thy pow'r to fly: 
But whither can't thou go? on whom rely 
For wiſh d prutectian? Virtue's ſure to meet 
An arm'd hoſt of ſaes in ev'ry ſtreet. | 
What boots it, of Apicius fearful grown, 


, Headlong to fly into the arms of Stone? 


Or why take refuge in the houſe of pray'r, 
If ſure to meet with an Apicius there? | 
Truſt not old age, which will thy faith betrays 
Saint Socrates is ſtill a goat tho' gray 
Truft not green youth; Florio will ſcarce go down 
And, at eighteen, hath ſurfeited the town ; | 
Truſt not to rakes—alas ! tis all pretence— 
They: take up raking only as a fence 
'Gainiſt common fame—place H in thy view; 
He keeps one whore as Barrowby kept two 
Truſt not to marriage—T a wife, 
Who chaſte as Dian might have paſs'd her life, 
Had ſhe not, far more prudent in her aim, 
(To propagate the honours of his name, 
And fave expiring titles) taken care 
Without his knowledge to provide an heir; 
Truſt not to marriage, in mankind unread ; 
Sm _— muried man, and new wed. 
| Would'ſthou be ſafe ? Society forſwear, 
Fly to the deſart, and ſeek ſhelter there, 
Herd with the · brute they follow Nature's plana 
There's not one brute ſo dangerous as man | 
In Afric's wilds-"mongſt them that refuge find, 
Which luſt denies thee here among mankind ; 
Renounce thy name, thy nature, and no more 
Pique thy vain pride on manhood ; on all four 
Walk, as you ſee thoſe honeſt creatures do, 
And quite forget that once you walk'd on two. 

But if the thoughts of ſolitude alarm, 
And ſocial life hath one remaining charm, 
If ſtill thou art to jeopardy decreed 
Amongſt the monſters of Auguſta's breed, 
Lay by thy ſex, thy ſafety to procure ; 
Put off the man, from men to live ſecure ; 
Go forth a woman to the public view, 
And with their garb aſſume their manners too. 
Had the /ight-foxted Greek of Chiron's ſchool 
Been wiſe enough — this ſingle rule, #@ 
The maudlin hero, like a puling boy - 
Robb d of his play - thing on the plains of Troy 
Had never blubber'd at Patroclus tomb, 
And plac'd his minion in his miſtreſs' room, 
Be not in this than catamites more nice, 


Do that for virtue, which they do for vice 


/ | 


Nor (could her wiſhes and her care prevail) g 
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Thus ſhalt thou paſs untainted life's gay bloom, 
Thus ſtand uncourted in the drawing-room, 
At midnight thus, untempted, walk the ftreet, 
And run no danger but of being beat. 

Where is the mother, whoſe officious zeal * 
Diſcreetly judging what her daughters feel 
By what the felt herſelf in days of yore, 
Againſt that letcher Man makes faſt the door? 
Who not permits, e'en for the ſake of pray'r, 
A prieſt, uncaſtrated, to enter there, | 
Would ſuffer in the houſe a fly that's male? 
Let her diſcharge her cares, throw wide her doors, 
Her daughters cannot, if they would, be whores 3 
Nor can a man be found, as times now go, 
Who thinks it worth his while to make them fo. 

Tho? they more freſh, more lively than the morn, 
And brighter than the: noon-day ſun, adorn 
The works of Nature; tho” the mother's grace 
Revives, improv'd, in every daughter's face; 
Undiſciplin'd in dull Diſeretion's rules, 
Untaught, and undebauch'd by boarding-ſchools, 
Free and unguarded, let them range the town, 
Go forth at random, and run Pleafure down, 
Start where ſhe will, difcard all taint of fear, 
Nor think of danger, when no danger's near. 
Watch _ their ſteps They're ſafe without * 


Unleſs, "like jennets, they conceive by air, 

And ev'ry one of them may die a nun, . 

Unleſs they breed, like carrion, in the ſun. 

Men, dead to pleaſure, as they're dead to grace, 
Againſt the law of Nature ſet their face, 

| The grand primæval law, and ſeem combin'd 

To ſtop the propagation of mankind ; 


Vile Pathicks read the Marriage Act with pride, 
d fancy that the Law is on their fide. 
down, and ftrength a ſtranger to his bed, 
Old 


„ tho? yet alive, is dead; 
T-— lives no more, or lives not to our iſle ; 
No longer bleſt with a Cs ſmile 
T— is at P diſgrac'd, 
And M grown gray, perforce grows chaſte ; 
Nor, to the credit of our modeſt race, 
Riſes one ſtallion to fupply their place. 
A maidenhead, which, twenty years ago, 
In mid December the rank fly — blow 
Tho' cloſely. kept, n0W, when the Dog-Star's heat 
Enflames the marrow in the very ſtreet, 
May lie untouch'd, left for the wofms, by thoſe 
Who daintily paſs by, and hold their noſe. 
Poor, plain Concupiſcence is in diſgrace, 
And fimple Letch'ry dares not ſhew her face, 
Leſt ſhe be ſent to Bridewell : bankrupts made, 
To fave their fortunes, bawds leave off that trade, - 
Which firſt had left off them; to Wellcloſe Square 
Fine, _ you ſtrumpets (for d preaches 
tnere 
Throng for ſubſiſtence ; pimps no longer thrive, 
And penſions only keep L— alive. 
Whegxe is the mother, who thinks all her pain, 
And all her jeopardy of travail, gain, 
When a man-child js born ; thinks ev'ry pray'r 
Paid to the full, and anſwer'd in an heir? 
Short-fighted woman] little doth ſhe know 
What ſtreams of ſorrow from that ſource may flow 3 3 
Little ſuſpect, while ſhe ſurveys her boy, 
Her young Narcifſus, with an eye of joy 
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Too full for continence, that Fate could give 
Her darling as acurſe ; that ſhe may live, 

Ere ſixteen winters their ſhort courſe have run, 
In-agonies of ſoul, to curſe that ſon. 

Pray then for daughters, ye wiſe mothers, pray ; 
They ſhall reward your love, not make you gray 
Before your time with ſorrow they ſhall give 
Ages of peace and comfort, whilſt ye live 
Make life moſt truly worth your care, and ſave, 

In ſpite of death, your mem'ries from the grave. 

That ſenſe, with more than manly vigout 

fraught, 
That fortitude of ſoul, that reich of thought, 
That genius, great beyond the narrow bound 
Of earth's low walk, that judgment perfect found 


When wanted moſt, that purity of taſte | 
Which Critics mention by the name of Chafte 


Adorn'd with elegance, that eaſy flow 
Of ready wit which never made a foe, 


| That face, that form, that dignity, that eaſe, 


Thoſe pow'rs of pleaſing, with that will to pleaſe, 
By which Lepel, when in her youthful days, 
E'en from the currriſh Pope extorted praiſe, 
We ſee, tranſmitted, in her daughter ſhine, 
And view a new Lepel in Caroline. 

Is a ſon born into this world of woe ? 
In never-ceafing ſtreams let ſorrow flow: 
Be from that hour the houſe with ſables hung, 
Let lamentations dwell upon thy tongue, 
E'en from the moment that he firſt began 
To wail and whine ; let him not ſee g man; 
Lock, lock him up, far from the public eye, 
Give him no ity to buy, 
Or to be bought: B-——, tho' rich, was ſold, 
And gave his body up to ſhame for gold. 

Let it be bruited all about the town, 
That he is coarſe, indelicate and brown, 
An antidote to luſt, his face deep ſcarr'd 
With the ſmall-pox, his body maim'd and marr'd, 
Eat up with the King's-evil, and his blood, 
Tainted throughout, a thick and putrid flood, 
Where dwells Corruption, making him all o'er, 
From head to foot, a rank and running ſore. 
Should'ſt thon report him as by Nature made, 
He is undone, and by thy praiſe betray d; 


Give him out fair, letchers in number more, 
More brutal and more fierce, than throng'd the 


door 
Of Lot in Sodom, ſhall to thine repair, 
And force a paſſage, tho' a God is there. 

Let him not have one ſervant that is male ; 
Where Lords are baffled, ſervants oft prevail. 
Some vices they propoſe, to all agree 
was guilty, but was M free ? 

Give him no tutor—throw him to a punk, 
Rather than truſt his morals to a monk 
Monks we all know—we, who have liv'd at home, 
From fair report, and travellers, who roam, 
More feelingly—nor truſt him to the gown, 
'Tis oft a covering in this vile town 
For baſe deſigns; ourſelves have liv'd to ſee 
More than one parſon in the pillory. 

Should he have brothers, (image to thy view 

A ſcene, which, tho' not public made, is true] 
Let not one brother be to t other known, 

Nor let his father fit with him alone. 

Be all his ſervants female, young, and fair ; 
And if the pride of Nature * thy heir 
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To deeds of venery, if, hot and wild, 
He chance to get ſome ſcore of maids with child, 
Chide, but forgive him 3 whoredom is a crime, 
Which, more at this than any other time, 
Calls for indulgence, and, mongſt ſuch a race, 
To have a baſtard is ſome ſign of grace. 
Born in ſuch times, ſhould I fit tamely down, 
Suppreſs my rage, and ſaunter thro' the town 
As one who knew not, or who ſhar'd theſe crimes ? 
Should I at lefler evils point my rimes, 
And let this giant fin, in the full eye 
Of obſervation, paſs unwounded by ? 
Tho' our meek wives, paſſive obedience taught, 
Patiently bear thoſe wrongs for which they ought, 
With the brave ſpirit of their dams poſſeſs d, 
To plant a dagger in each huſband's breaſt, 
To cut off male increaſe from this fair iſle, 
And turn our Thames into another Nile; 
Tho', on his Sunday, the ſmug pulpiteer, 
Loud gainſt all other crimes, is filent here, 
And thinks himſelf abſoly'd, in the pretence 
Of decency, which meant for the defence 
Of real Virtue, and to raiſe her price, 
Becomes an agent for the cauſe of Vice | 
Tho' the Law ſleeps, and thro the care they take 
To drug her well, may never more awake 
Born in ſuch times, nor with that patience curſt 
Which ſaints may boaſt of, I mult ſpeak, or burſt. 
But if, too eager in my bold career. 
Haply I wound the nice and chaſter ear, 
If all unguarded, all too rude, I ſpeak, 
And call up bluſhes in the maiden's cheek, 
Forgive, ye fair—my real motives view 
And to forgiveneſs add your praiſes,too. 
For you I write—nor with a better plan, 
The cauſe of Woman is moſt worthy Man— 
For you I ſtill will write, nor hold my hand, 
Whilſt there's one ſlave of Sodom in the land. 
Let them fly far, and ſkulk from place to place, 
Not daring to meet manhood face to face, 
Their ſteps I'll track, nor yield them one retreat 
Where they may hide their heads, or reſt their feet, 
Till God in wrath ſhall let his vengeance fall, 
And make a great example of them all, 
Bidding in one grand pile this town expire, 
Her tow'rs in duſt, her Thames a lake of fire ; 
Or they (moſt worth our wiſh) convinc'd, tho' late, 
Of their paſt crimes, and dangerous eſtate, 
Pardon of women with repentance buy, 
And learn to honour them, as much as I. 


END OF THE TIMES. 


INDEPENDENCE. 


Hu the Bard (tho few.ſuch Bards we find) 

Who, *bove controulment, dares to ſpeak his 
mind 

Dares unabaſh'd, inev'ry place appear, 

Ard nothing fears, but what he ought to fear. 

Him Faſhibn cannot tempt, him abject Need 

Cannot compel, him Pride cannot miſlead 
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To be the ſlave of Greatneſs, to ſtrike ſail, 
When, ſweeping onward with her peacack's tail, 
Quality, in full plumage, paſſes by; 

He views her with a fix'd, contemptuous eye, 
And mocks the puppet, keeps his own due ſtate, 
And is above converſing with the great. 

Periſh thoſe ſlaves, thoſe minions of the quill,. 
Who have conſpir'd to ſeize that ſacred hill 
Where the Nine Siſters pour a genuine ftrain, 

And ſunk the mountain level with the plain ; 

Who, with mean, private views, and ſervile art, 

No ſpark of virtue living in their heart, 

Have baſely turn'd apoſtates, have debas'd 

Their dignity of office, have diſgrac'd, 

Like Eli's ſons, the altars where they ſtand, 

And caus'd their names to ſtink thro” all the land, 

Have ſtoop'd to proſtitute their venal pen | | 
or the ſupport of great but guilty men, 

Have made the Bard, of their own vile accord, 

Inferior to that thing we call a Lord. 

What is a Lord ? Doth that plain ſimple word 
Coatain ſome magic ſpell? As ſoon as heard, 
'Like an alarum-bell on Night's dull ear, 

Doth it ftrike louder, and more ſtrong appear 

Than other words ? Whether we will or no, 

Thro' Reaſon's Court doth it unqueſtion'd ge 

E'en on the mention, and of courſe tranſmit 

Notions of ſomething excellent, of wit 

Pleaſing tho? keen, of humour free tho“ chaſte, 

Of ſterling genius with ſound judgment grac d, 

Of virtue far above temptation's reach, 

And honour which not malice can impeach ? 

Believe it not—'twas Nature's firſt intent, 

Before their rank became their puniſhment, 

They ſhould have paſs'd for men, nor bluſh'd to 
prize | 

The bleſſings ſhe beſtow'd.— She gave them eyes, 

And they could ſee—ſhe gave them ears—they 
heard— 

The inſtruments of ſtirring, and they ſtirr d 

Like us, they were deſign'd to eat, to drink, 

To talk, and (ev'ry now and then) to think. : 

Till they, by pride corrupted, for the ſake 


1 Of ſingularity, diſclaim'd that make; 


Till they, diſdaining Nature's vulgar mode, 

Flew off, and ſtruck into another road, 

More fitting Quality, and to our view 

Came forth a ſpecies altogether new, 

Something we had not known, and could not knut, 

Like nothing of God's making here below; 

Nature exclaim'd with wonder—Lords are Things, 

Which, -never made by me, were made by Kings. 
A Lord (nor let the honeſt and the brave 

The true, old noble with the fool and knave 

Here mix his fame; curſt be that thought of mine, 

Which with a B— and F— ſhould Grafton join) 

A Lord (nor here let cenſure raſhly call 

My juit contempt of ſome, abuſe of all, 

And as of late, when Sedom was my theme, 

Slander my purpoſe, and my Muſe blaſpheme, 

Becauſe the ſtops not, rapid in her ſong, 

To make exceptions as ſhe goes along, 

Tho' well ſhe hopes to find, another year, 

A whole Minority exceptions here) 

A mere, mere Lord, with nothing but the name, 

Wealth all his worth, and title all his fame, 

Lives on another man ; himſelf a blank, 


Thankleſs he lives, or muſt ſome grandſire thank 


Thou, tho' a Bard, might'ſt be their fellow yet, 


Tho Privilege in that point ſtill remains. 


And which by finking, we the victor deem. 


Which ſhew d at once his weakneſs and his pride, 
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For ſmuggled honours, and ill-gotten pelf ; 
A Bard owes all to Nature and himſelf. 
Gods, how my ſoul is burnt up with diſdain, 
When 1 fee men, whom Phebus in his train 
Might view with pride, lacquey the heels of thoſe 
Whom Genius ranks amongſt her greateſt foes |! 
And what's the cauſe ? Why theſe ſame ſons of 
Scorn, 
No thanks to them, were to a title born, 
And could not help it; by chance hither ſent, 
And only deities by accident. 
Hard fortune on our getting chanc'd to ſhine, 
Their birthright honours had been your's or mine. 
*T was a mere random ſtroke ; and ſhould the Throne 
Eye thee with favour, proud and Jordly grown, 


But Felix never can be made a Wir. 

No, in good faith—that's one of theſe few things 
Which Fate hath plac'd beyond the reach of Kings. 
Bards may be Lords, but tis not in the cards, 

Play how we will, to Lords into Bards. 

A Bard Lerd-—Why let them hand in hand 
Go forth as friends, vel thro* the land; 
Obſerve which word the people can digeſt 
Moſt readily, which goes to market bet, 

Which gets moſt credit; whether men will truſt 
A Bard becauſe they think he may be juſt, 
Or on a Lerd will chuſe to riſk their gains, 


A Bard Lord. let Reaſon take her ſcales, 
And fairly weigh thoſe words ; ſee which prevails, 
Which in the balance lightly kicks the beam, 


"Tis done, and Hermes, by command of Jove, 
Summons a ſynod in the ſacred grove. 
Gods throng with gods to take their chairs on high, 
And fit in ſtate the Senate of the ſky ; | 
Whilſt, in a kind of parliament below, 
Men Rare at thoſe above, and want to know 
What they're tranſafting. Reaſon takes her ſtand 
A the midſt, a balance in her hand, 
Which oer and o'er the tries, and finds it true. 
From either ſide, conducted full in view, 
A man comes forth, of vigour ſtrange and queer ; 
We now and then fee ſomething like them here. 

The firſt was meagre, flimſy, vbid of ſtrength, 
But Nature kindly had made up in length 
What the in breadth denied. Erect and proud, 
A head and ſhoulders taller than the croud, 
He deem'd them pigmies all: looſe hung his ſkin 
O'er his bare bones ; his face ſo very thin, 
So very narrow, and ſo much beat out, 
That Phyſiognomiſts have mide a doubt, 

ion loſt, expreſſion quite forgot, 

Whether it could be call'd a face or not; 
At end of it howe'er, unbleſs'd with beard, 
Some twenty fathom length of chin appear'd : 
With legs, which we might well conceive that Fate 
Meant only to ſupport a ſpider's weight, 
Firmly he ftrove to tread, and with a ſtride 


Shaking himſelf to pieces, ſeem' d to cry, 

«© Obſerve, good people, how I ſhake the ſky.” 
In his right-hand a paper did he hold, 

On which, at large, in characters of gold, 

Diſtinct, and plain for thoſe who run to ſee, 

Saint Archibald had wrote L, O, R, D. 
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This, with an air of ſcorn, he from afar 

Twirl'd into Reaſon's ſcales, and on that bar, 

Which from his foul he hated, yet admir'd, 

Quick turn'd his back, and as he came retir'd. 

The Judge to all around his name declar'd ; 

Each goddeſs titter'd, each god laugh'd, Jove ſtar d, 

And the whole people cried, with one accord, 

* Good Heaven bleſs vs all, is that a Lord! 
Such was the fi the ſecond was a man, 

Whom Nature built on quite a diffrent plan; 

A bear, whom from the motnent he was born, 

His dam deſpis'd, and left wnlict'd in ſcorn ; 

A Babel, which, the pow'r of Art undone, 

She could not finiſh when ſhe had begun; 

An utter Chan, out of which no _ | 

But that of God could ſtrike one ſpark of light. 
Broad were his ſhoulders, and from blade to blade 

AH might at full length have laid; 

Vaſt were his bones, his muſcles twiſted ſtrong; 

His face was ſhort, but broader than twas long; 

His features, tho* by Nature they were large, 

Contentment had contriv'd to overchatge, 

And bury meaning, ſave that we might ſpy 

Senſe low'ring on the penthouſe of his eye ; 

His arms were two twin oaks ; his legs ſo ſtout 

That they might bear a manſion-houſe about; 

Nor were they, look but at his body there, 

Deſign'd by Fate a much leſs weight to bear. 
O'er 3 _ Caſfſock, which had once betn 

ack, 
Which hung in tatters on his brawny back, 


A fight moſt ſtrange, and aukward to behold, 
e threw a covering of blue and gold. 


Juſt at the time of life, when man by rule, 
The fop laid down, takes up the graver fool, 
He ſtarted up a fop, and, fond of ſhow, 
Look'd like another Hercules turn'd beau. 

A ſubjeft, met with only now and then, 
Much fitter for the pencil than the pen; 
Hogarth would draw him (Envy muſt allow) 
E'en to the life, was Hogarth living now. 

With ſuch aceouttements, with ſuch a form, 
Much like a porpoiſe juſt before a ftorm, 
Onward he'roll'd : a laugh prevail'd around, 

E'en Tove was ſeen to ſimper. z at the ſound 

(Nor was the cauſe unknown, for from his youth 
Himſelf he ſtudied by the glaſs of Truth) 

He join'd their mirth, nor ſhall the gods condemn, 
If, whilſt they laugh'd at him, he laugh'd at them. 
Fudge Reaſon view'd him with an eye of grace, 
Look'd through his ſoul, and quite forgot his face, 
And, from his hand 1 vd, with fair regard 
Plac'd in her other ſcale the name of Bard. 

Then (for ſhe did as Judges ought todo, 

She nothing of the caſe beforehand knew, _ 
Nor wiſh'd to know; ſhe never ftretch's the laws, 
Nor, baſely to anticipate a cauſe. 4 | 
Compell'd Sollicitors, no longer free, 

To ſhew thoſe briefs ſhe had no right to ſee) 

Then ſhe with equal hand her ſcales held out, 

Nor did the cauſe one moment hang in doubt ; 

She held her ſcales out fair to public view, 
The Lore, as ſparks fly upwards, upwards flew. 
More light than air, deceitful in the weight; 

The Bard, preponderating, kept his ſtate. 
Reaſon approv'd, and with a voice whoſe ſound 
Shook earth, ſhook heaven, on the cleareſt ground, 
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Pronourcing for the Bards a fall decree 


Cried—** "Thoſe muſt honour dem, who honour me 3 


«© They from this prefent day, where'er I reign, 

In their own right, precedence ſhall obtain: 

« Merit rules here; be it enough that Birth 

«© Intoxicates, and ſways the fools of earth.” 
Nor thifſk that here, in hatred to a Lord, 

I've forg'd a tale, or alter'd a record ; "3 

Search when you will (I am not naw in ſport) 

You'll find it regilter'd in Reaſon's Court. 


Nor think that Envy here hath ſtrung my lyre, 
That I depreciate what I moſt admire ; 


And look on titles with an eye of ſcorn, 
Becauſe I was not to a title born. 

By Him that made me, I am much more proud, 
More inby ſatisfied to have a croud 


Point at me as I paſs, and ery,—* That's he 


% A poor, but honeft Bard, who dares be free 
% Amidft corruption, than to have a train 
Of flick'ring levege-ſlaves to make me vain 
Of things I ought to bluſh for ; to run, fly, 
And live but in the motion of my eye; 
When 1 am leſs than man, my faults t adore, - 
And make mhe think that I am ſomething more. 
Recall paſt times, bring back the days of old, 
When the great Noble bore his honours bold, 
And in the face of peril when he dar'd | 
Things which bis legal baſtard, if declar'd, 
Might well diſcredit ; faithful to his truſt, 
In the extremeſt points of juſtice juſt, | 
Well-knowiog ali, and loy'd by all he knew, 
True to his King, and to his Country true; 
Honeſt at Court, above the baits of gain, 
Plain in his dreſs, and in his manners plain; 
Mod'rate in wealth, gen'rous but not profuſe, 
Well worthy riches, for he knew their uſe ; 
Poſſeſſing much, and yet deſerving more, 
Deſerving thoſe high honours which he wore 
With eale to all, and in return gain'd fame, 
Which all men paid, becauſe he did not claim; 
When the grim war was plac'd in dread array, 
Fierce as the lion roaring for his prey, 
Or lioneſs of royal whelps foredone, 


In peace, as mild as the departing ſun, 


A gen'ral bleſſing whereſoe'er he turn'd, _ 
Patron of learning, nor himſelf unlearn'd ; 
Ever awake at Pity's tender call, 
A father of the poor, a friend to all ; 
Recall ſuch times, and from the grave bring back 
A worth like this, my heart ſhall bend, or crack, 
My ſtubborn pride give way, my tongue proclaim, 
And ev'ry Muſe conſpire to ſwell his fame, 
Till Envy ſhall to him that praiſe allow, 
Which ſhe cannot deny to Temple now, 

This juſtice claims, nor ſhall the Bard forget, 
Delighted with the taſk, to pay that debt, 
To pay it like a man, and in his lays, 
Sounding fuch worth, 
But let not Pride and Prejudice miſdeem, 
And think -that empty titles are my theme ; 
Titles, with me, are vain, and nothing worth, 
I rev'rence Virtue, but I laugh at Rirth. 
Give me a Lord that's honeſt, frank, and brave, 
I am his friend, but cannot be his ſlave ; 
The” none indeed but blockheads would pretend 
To make a flave, where they may make a friend. 
I love his virtues, and will make them known, 
Confeſs his rank, but can't forget my own. 

VOL. VIII. 


prove his on right to praiſe, - 


| 


|| Tamely make way, if ſuch a wretch appear ? 


( 


In her full heat and vigour the impreſt 
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Give me a Lord, who, to a title born; f 
Boaſts nothing elſe, 1'll pay him ſcorn with 
What, ſhall my pride (and pride is virttup here) 


Shall I uncover'd ſtand, and bend my knee 
To ſuch a ſhadow of nobility, 

A ſhred, a remnant ? He might rot unknown 
For any real meritof his own, 

And never had come forth to public notez 

Had he not worn by chance his father's coat. 
To think a M worth my leaft regards, 

Is treaſon to the Majefty of Bards. 

By Nature form'd (when for her honours ſalce 
She ſomething more than common ſtrove to make; 
When, overlooking each minute defect, ; 
And all too eagcr to be quite correct, 


Her ſtamp moſt ſtrongly on the favour'd breaſt) 
The Bard (nor think too lightly thatT mean 


5 Thoſe little, piddling, witlings, who o'erweert 


Of their ſmall parts, the Murphys of the ſtage, 
The Maſons and the Whiteheads of the age, 
Who all in raptures their owr. works rehearſe, 
And draw! out meaſur'd profe, which they call verſe) 
The real Bard, whom native genius fires, 
Whom every Maid of Caftaly infpires, 

Let him conſider wherefore he was meant; 

Let him but anſwer Nature's great intent, 

And fairly weigh himſelf with other men, 
Would ne'er debaſe the glories of his pen, 
Would in full Rate, like a true Monarch, live, 


Nor 'bate one ingh of his preragatiwe. 


Methinks I fee old Wingate frowning here, 
(Wingate may in the ſeaſon be a Peer, 
Tho' now, againſt his will, of figures fick, 


He's forc'd to diet on Arichmetics 


E'en whilſt he envies ev'ry Jew he meets, 


Who cries old cloaths to fell ebout the ftreets) 
| Methinks (his mind with future honours big, 


His Tyburn bob turn'd to a dreſs'd bag wig) 

I hear him cry What dath this jargon mean? 
« Was ever ſuch a damn'd dull blockhead ſeen ? 
« Majeft Bard-——Prerogatzve———Diſdain 
&© Hath got into, and turn'd the fellow's brain; 
To Betilem with him—give him whips and firaw—< 
I'm very ſenſible he's mad in law. | 

4 A ſaucy groom who trades in reaſon, thus 

& To ſet himſelf upon a pur with us; 
If this here's ſuffer d, and if that rhere fool 

* May when he pleaſes ſend us all to ſchool, 
Ny then our only buſineſs is odtright ; 

46% To take our caps, and bid the world good night. 
«© T've kept a Bard myſelf this twenty years, _ 

« But nothing of this kind in him appears. 


% He, like a thorough true-bred ſpaniel, licks np 
% The hand which cuffs him, and the foot which + 


kicks; 


He fetches and he carries, blacks my ſhoes, 


«© Nor thinks it a diſcredit to his Muſe; 
A creatuft of the right Cameleon hue, 
c He wears my colours, yellow or true-bluez 


% Juſt as I wear them 3 tis all one to him, 


«© Whether I change thro* conſcience, or thro? 
whim. | 
«© Now this is ſomething lite; on ſuch a plan” | 
i A Bard may find a friend in a great manz _ 
«© But this proud coxcomb—Zounds, I thought th all 


«© Of this queer tribe had been like my Old Paul.“ 
| 2 5 
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Injurious thought ! accurſed be the tongue 
On which the vile inſinuation hung, 
The heart where twas engender'd ! Curſt be thoſe, 
Thoſe Bards, who not themſelves alone expoſe, 
But Me, but All, and make the very name 
By which they're call'd, a ſtanding mark of ſhame. 
Talk not of cuſtom tis the coward's plea, 


Current with fools, but paſſes not with me; 


An old ſtale trick, which Guilt hath orten tried 

By numbers to o'erpow'r the better ſide. - 4 _ 
Why tell me, that from the birth of Rime, 
No matter wheh, down to the preſent time, 


Ass by th' original decree of Fate, a 


Bardi have protection ſought amongſt the great; 

Conſcious of weakneſs, have applied to them 

As vines to elms, and twining round their ſtem, 

Flouriſh'd on high ; to gain this wiſh'd ſupport, 

E'en Virgil to Mæcenas paid his court; 

As to the cuſtom, tis a point agreed, 

But *twas a fooliſh diffidence, not need, 

From which it roſe : had Bards but truly known 

That ſtrength, which is moſt properly their own, 

Without a Lo opp'd, they might have ſtood, 

And overtopp'd thoſe giants of the wood. | 

But why, when preſent times my care engage, 

Muſt I go back to the Auguſtan age? 5 

Why, anxious for the living, am I led 

Into the manſions of the ancient dead ? 

Can they find patrons no where but at Rome, 

And muſt I ſeek Mzcenas in the tomb? 

Name but a Wingate, twenty fools of. note 

Start up, and from report Mæcenas quote; 

Under his colours Lords are proud to fight, 

Forgetting that Mæcenas was a Knight 3 

Phey mention him, as if to uſe his name 

Was in ſome meaſure to partake his fame, 

Tho' Virgil, were he living, in the ſtreet 

Might rot for them, or geriſh in the Fleet. 

See how they redden, and the charge diſclaim— 

Virgil, and in the Fleet /—Forbid it, Shame. 

Hence, ye vain boaſters, to the Fleet repair, 
„And aſk, with bluſhes aſk, if LI ovp js there®. 

Patrons, in days of yore, were men of ſenſe, 

Were men of and had a fair pretence 


Io rule in letters. Some of them were heard 


To read off- hand, and never ſpell a word; 
Some of them too, to ſuch a monſtrous height 
Was learning riſen, for themſelves could write, 
And kept their Secretaries, as the great 


Do many other fooliſh things, for ſtate. 


Our patrone are of quite a diff rent ſtrain, 
With neither ſenſe nor taſte, againſt the grain, 
They patronize for faſhion ſake—no more— 
And keep a Bard, juſt as they keep a F/hore. 
Melcombe F (og ſuch occafion Iam loth 
To name dead) was a rare proof of both. 
Some of them would be puzzled e'en to read, 
Nor could deſerve their Clergy by their Creed ; 
Others can write, but ſuch a pagan hand, 

A Willes 1 ſhould always at our elbow ſtand ; 


* 


„Mr., Lloyd died in the Fleet, Dec. 15, 1764, 
y wh publication of this poem. 
2 Bubb Dodington, Lord Melcombe. He 
* 28, 1762. 
t Decypherer to the State. 
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Many, if begg'd, a Chancellor, of right; 
Would order into keeping at firſt fight. 
Thoſe who ſtand faireſt to the public view, 
Take to themſelves the praiſe to others due ; 
They rob the very ſpital, and make free 


hath not had a word to ſay, + 

Since winds and waves bore Singleſpeech away. 
Patrons in days of yore, like patrons now, 

Expected that the Bard ſhould make his bow 

At coming in, and ev'ry now and then 

Hint to the world that they were more than'men ; 

But, like the patrons of the preſent day, 

They never bilk'd the poet of his pay. 

Virgil lov'd rural eaſe, and, far from harm, 

Mzcenas fix*d him in a neat, ſnug farm, 


Horace lov'd wine, and t%;wo” his friend at Court, 
Could buy it off the key in ev'ry port; 


Horace lov'd mirth, Mæcenas lov'd it too, 
They met, they laugh'd, as Goy || and 1 may do, 


To which was Miniſter, and which way Bard. 
Not ſo our patrons—grave as grave can be, 

They know themſelves, they keep up dignity ; 

Bards are a forward rice, nor is it fit 80 


Nor in thoſe moments paid the 5 


__.. | That men of fortune rank with men of wit; 


Wit, if familiar made, will find her ftrength— 
"Tis beſt to keep her weak and at arms-length. 

"Tis well enough for Bards, if patrons give, | 
From hand to mouth, the ſcanty means to live. 
Such is their language, and their practice ſuch, 
They promiſe little, and they give not'much. | 
Let the weak Bard, with proſtituted ſtrain, 

Praiſe that proud Scot, whom all good men diſdain z 
What's his rewagd ? Why, his own fame undone; 
He may obtain a patent for the run 

Of his Lord's kitchen, and have ample time, 
With offal fed, to court the cook in rime ; 

Or (if he ſtrives true patriots to diſgrace) 

May at the ſecond table get a place, 

With ſomewhat greater ſlaves allow'd to dine; 
And play at crambo o'er his gill of wine. 

And are there Bards, who on Creation's file 
Stand rank'd as men, who breathe in this fair iſle 
The air of Freedom, with ſo little gall, | 
So low a ſpirit, proſtrate thus. go fall 
Before theſe idols, and without a groan | 
Bear wrongs might call forth murmurs frotn a ſtone ? 
Better, and much more noble, to abjure 
The fight of men, and in ſome cave, ſecure 
From all the outrages of pride, to feaſt 
On Nature's ſallads, and be free at leaft. ' ©. 

Better (tho' that, to ſay the truth, is worſe © 

Than almoſt any other modern curſe 

Diſcard all ſenſe, divorce the thankleſs Muſe, 
Critics commence, and write in the Reviews; ' 
Write without tremor, Griffiths cannot read 
No fool can fail, where can ſucceed: 


But (not to make a brave and/honeſt Pride 


Try thoſe means firſt, ſhe muff diſdain when tried) 
There are a thouſand ways, a and arts, 
By which, and fairly, men of real parts 


A Frenchman, Secretary to Mr, Wilkes. 


. 


With thoſe, alas ! who've leaſt to ſpare.—We ſee, 


Where he might, free from trouble, paſs his days 
In his own way, and pay his rent in praiſe. ' 
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May gain a living, gain what Nature craves ; 

Let thoſe, who pine for more, live, and be ſlaves. 
Our real wants in a ſmall compaſs lye, 

But lawleſs Appetite with eager eye, 

Kept in a conſtant fever, more requires, 

And we are burnt up with our own defires. 

Hence our dependence, hence our ſlav'ry ſprings ; 
Bards, if contented, are as great as Kings. * 
Ourſelves are to ourſelves the cauſe of il! ; 

We may be independent, if we will. | 

The man who ſuits his ſpirit to his ſtate, 

Stands on an equal footing with the great; 

Moguls themſelves are not more rich, and he 

Who rules the Engliſh nation,- not more free. 
Chains were not forg'd more durable and ſtrong 
For Bards than others, but they've worn them long, 
And therefore wear them ſtill; they*ve quite forgot 
What Freedom is, and therefore prize her not. 
Could they, tho' in their ſleep, could they but 

know | 

The bleſſings which from Independence flow; 
Could they but have a ſhort and tranſient gleam 

Of Liberty, tho* "twas but in a dream; 

They would no more in bondage bend their knee, 
But, once made Freemen, would be always free. 
The Muſe, if ſhe one moment freedom gains, 

Can never more ſubmit to ſing in chains. 
Bred in a cage, far from the feather'd throng, 
The bird repays his keeper with his ſong, 

But if ſome playful child ſets wide the door, 
Abroad he fliez, and thinks of home no more, 
With love of liberty begins to burn, A 
And rather ſtarves than to his cage return. 
Hail, Independence—by true reaſon taught, 
How few — known, and priz'd thee as they 
ought. 

Some give thee up for riot; ſome, like boys, 
Reſign thee, in their childiſh moods, for toys ; 
Ambition ſome, ſome avarice miſleads, 

And in both caſes Independence bleeds: 

Abroad, in queſt of thee, how many roam, 

Nor know they had thee in their reach at home; 
Some, tho* about their paths, their beds about, 
Have never had the ſenſe to find thee out; 

Others, who know of what they are poſſeſs'd, 
Like fearful miſers, lock thee in a cheſt, 

Nor have the reſolution to produce ». * 

In theſe bad times, and bring thee forth for uſe. 


Hail, Independence—tho' thy name's ſcarce known, 


Tho" thou, alas ! art out of faſhion grown, 

Tho! all deſpiſe thee, I will not deſpiſe, 

Nor live one moment longer than I prize 

Thy preſence, and enjoy : by angry Fate 

Bow'd down, and almoſt cred Tr hou cam'ſt, tho? 
late, | 

Thou cam'ſt upon me, like a ſecond birth, 

And made me know what life was truly worth, 

Hail, Independence—never may my cot, 

"Till I forget thee, be by thee forgot; 

Thither, O thither, oftentimes repair; 

Cotes * thou lov'ſt too, ſhall meet thee 


3 
All thoughts, but what ariſe from joy, give o'er ; 
Peace dwells within, and Law ſhall guard the door. 


* 


Humphrey Cotes. 


4 


O'erweening Bard! Law guard thy door, what 
Law ? 


The Law of England To controul, and awe 
Thoſe ſaucy hopes, to ftrike that ſpirit dumb, 
Behold, in ſtate, Adminiſtration come. 

Why let her come, in all her terrors too; 

I dare to ſuffer all the dares to do. | 

I know her malice well, and know her pride, 

I know her ſtrength, but will not change my fide, 
This melting maſs of fleſh the may controul 
With iron ribs, ſhe cannot chain my ſoul. 
No — to the laſt reſolv'd her worſt to bear, 

I'm Mill at Large, and Independent there. 

Where is this Miniſter * Where is the band 
Of ready ſlaves, who at his elbo:y ſtand . 
To hear, and to perform his wicked will? 

Why, for the firſt time, are they ſlow to ill? 

When ſome gr:11d act gainſt Law is to be done, 
Doth ſleep ; doth bloodhound run 

To L „and worry thoſe ſmall deer, 

When he might do more precious miſchief here? 
Doth Webb turn tail ? Doth he refuſe to draw 

Illegal warrants, and to call them Law? 

Doth Webb, at Guildford kick'd, from Guildford 


run, > 
With that cold lump of unbak'd dough, his ſon, 
And, his more honeſt riyal Ketch to cheat, 
Purchaſe a burial-place where three ways meet? 
Believe it not; is ſtill, 
And never fleeps, when he ſhould wake toil} ; 
doth leſſer miſchiefs by the bye, 
The great ones till the Term in petto lie; 
Webb lives, and to the ſtricteſt juſtice true, 
Scorns to defraud the hangman of his due. 
O my poor Country weak and or power d » 
By thine own ſons—eat to the bone—devour'd | 
By vipers, which, in thine own entrails bred, 
Prey on thy life, and with thy blood are fed, 
With unavailing griefs thy wrongs I ſeg, 
And, for myſelf not feeling, feel far thee. 


{1 grieve, but can't deſpair—for, lo, at hand 


Freedom preſents a choice, but faithful band 

Of /oyal patriots, men who greatly dare 

In ſuch a noble cauſe, men fit to hear 

The weight of empires; Fortune, Rank, and 
Senſe, hy 

Virtue and Knowledge, leagu'd with Eleguence, 
March in their ranks; Freedom from file to file 
Darts her delighted eye, and with a ſmile | 
Approves her honeſt ſans, whilſt down her cheek, 
Az *twere by ſtealth (her heart too full to ſpeak) 
Qne tear in ſilence creeps, one honeſt tear, 

And ſeems to ſay, © Why-is not Granby here?“ 
O ye brave few, in whom we ill may find 
A love of Virtue, Freedom, 21d Mankind, 

Go forth, in majeſty of woe avray'd,, . 

See, at your feet your Country g neels for aid, 
And (many of her children traitors grown) 
Kneels to thoſe ſons the fill can call her own x 
Seeming to breathe her laft io ey'ry breath, 

She kneels for freedom, or ſhe bez3 tor death 
Fly then, each duteous fon, each Engliſh chief, 
And to your drooping parent bring relieſ. 


1Go forth—nor let the firen voice of Eaſe 


Tempt ye to ſleep, whilſt tempeits ſwell the ſeas ; 
Go forth—nor let Hypocriſy, whoſe, tongue 


With many a fair, falſe, fatal art is hung, 
P 2 . 
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Like Bethel's fawning prophet croſs your way, Thanks to each cordial, each adviſing friend, 
When your great errand brocks not of delay ; And am, if not too late, refolv'd to mend, 
|, Nor let vain Fear, who cries to all ſhe meets, Reſoly'd to give ſome reſpite to my pen, 
Trembling and pale—< A lion in the fireets''— Apply myſelf once more to books and men, 
Damp your free ſpirits ; let not threats affright, View what is preſent, what is paſt review, 
Nor bribes corrupt, nor flatteries delight. And my old ſtock exhauſted, lay in new. 
Be as one man—Concord ſucceſs enſures For twice fix moons (let winds, turn'd porters, 
here's not an Engliſh heart but what is yours. bear 
Go forth—and Virtue, ever in your fight, This oath to Heay'n) for twice fix moons, I ſwear, 
Shall be your guide by day, ycur guard by night— | No Muſe ſhall tempt me with her ſiren lay, 
Go forth the champions of your native land., | Nor draw me from Improyement's thorny way 3 
And may the battle proſper in your hand Verſe I abjure, nor will forgive that friend, 
It may, it muſt—Ye cannat be withſtood— | Who in my hearing ſhall a rime commend. 
Be your Hearts honeſt, as your Cauſe is good, It cannot be—Whether I will, or no, 


Such as they are, my thoughts in meaſure flow. 
Convinc'd, determin'd, I in proſe begin, 

8 | But ere I write one ſentence, verſe creeps in, > 
END OF INDEPENDENCE, And :aints me thro' and thro' : by this good light, 
5 2 1 In verſe I talk by day, I dream by night; 

If now arid then I curſe, my curſes chime, 

Nor can I pray, unleſs I pray in rime, 

| E'en now I err, in ſpite of common ſenſe, 


— And my confeſſion doubles my offence. 
; Reſt then, my ,friends—ſpare, ſpare your precious 
; breath, 


And be your Numbers not leſs ſound than death; 
Perturbed ſpirits reſt, nor thus appear 
To walte your counſels in a ſpendthrift's ear, 
x On your yu I cannot ſubſiſt, 
- N Nor e'en in verſe become economiſt ; 
J O U Ws . | E g ef Reſt then, my friends, nor, hateful to my eyes, 
ps Let Envy in the ſhape of Pity riſe 
To blaſt me ere my time ; with patience wait, 
| | (Tis no long interval) propitious Fate 
| SJE of my friends (for friends I muſt ſuppoſe 


Shall glut yous pride, and ev'ry fon of phlegm 
All, who, not daring to appear my foes, Find ample room to cenſure and condemn. 


Feign great good-will, and, not more full of ſpits | Read ſome three hundred lines, (no eaſy taſk ; 


Than full of craft, under falſe colours fight) But probably the laſt that I ſhall aſk) * 
Some of my friends (fo laviſhly I print) And give me up for ever; wait one hour, 


As more in ſorrow than in anger, hint Nay not ſo much, revenge is in your pow'ry 


- (Tho? that indeed will ſcarce admit a doubt) And ye may cry, „ Ere Time hath turn'd his 
That I ſhall run my ftock of genius out, glaſs, 

My no great ſtock, and, publiſhing fo faſt, 1 « Lo! whit «ve propheſied is come to paſs.” 

Muſt needs become a bankrupt at the laſt. 


Let thoſe, who poetry in poems claim, 

«© The huſbandman, to ſpare a thankful foil, Or not read this, or only read to blame; 

& Which, rich in diſpoſition, pays his toil + | Let thoſe, who are by fiftion's charms enſlav d, 

«© More than a hundred fold, which ſwells his ſtore | Return me thanks for half-a-grown well fav'd ; 

Een to his wifh, and makes his barnsrun o'er, | Let thoſe, who love a little gall in rime, 
© By long experience taught who teaches beſt, Poſtpone their purchaſe now, and call next time; 

% Foregoes his hopes a while, and gives it reſt. Let thoſe, who, void of nature, look for art ; 

<< The land, allow d its loffes to repair, Take up their money, and in peace depart; 

0 Refreſh'd, and full in ſtrength, delights to wear | Let thoſe, who energy of diction prize, 

4% A ſecond youth, and to the farmer's eyes I | For Billingſgate quit Flexney, and be wiſe ; * 

<< Bids richer crops and double harveſts riſe. | | Here ie no lie, no gall, no art, no force; 
Nor think this practice to the earth confin'd, | Mean are the words, and ſuch as come of courſe, 

ve It reaches to the culture of the mind. © | The ſubje& not leſs ſimple than the la; 

«© The mind of man craves reſt, and cannot bear, A plain, unlabour'd Journey of a day. 

4 Thoꝰ next in pow r to God's continual care. Far from Me now be ev'ry tuneful Maid, 

& Genius himſelf (nor here let Genius frown) I neither aſk, nor can receive their aid. 

ce Muſt, to enſure his vigour, be laid down, Pegaſus turn'd into a-common hack, 

6 And fallow'd well: Churchill known but] Alone I jog, and keep the beaten track, 

._ "OY | Nor would I have the Siſters of the Hill 

« Which the moſt light obſerver ſcarce could miſs, | Behold their Bard in ſuch a diſhabille. 

*« He might have flouriſh'd twenty years or more, Abſent, but only abfent for a time, 

% Tho' now, alas ! poor man! worn out in four.” | Let them careſs ſome dearer ſon of time; 
Recover'd from the vanity of yoyth, I Let them, as far as decency permits, 

I ted, alag ] this melancholy truth, Without ſuſpicion, play the fool with wits, 
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Gunſt fools be guarded ; tis a certain rule, Let ev'ry Muſe be gone; in vain he turns 3 
Wits are falſe things, there's danger in a fool. 


r an tna bunt, 4 
A more than Etna in his cownrd breaſt, 


wo 


Let them, tho' modeſt, Cray more modeft wooe ; : 2 1 
Let them with Maſon bleat, and bray, and cooe z And Guilt, with vengeance arm'd, forbids him 


15 
14 
Let them with Frinklin, proud of ſome fimall : = q 
Greek, | Tho” ſoft\as plumage from young zephyr's wing, | 4 
| Make Sophocles diſguis'd, in Engliſh ſpeak ; His couch\ſeems hard, and no relief5can bring. | 
Let them with Glover o'er Medea dose; Ingratitude hath planted daggers there, , * 
Let them with Dodſſey wail Cleone's woes, No good man can deſerve, na brave man bear. N 
Whilſt he, fine feeling creature, all in tears, Thus, or in any better way the pleaſe, | 7 FITS 
Melts as they melt, and weeps with Weeping peers 3 | With _ great men, or with great men like | 
Let them with fimple Whitehead; taught to creep ' theſe, ark 
Silent and foft, lay Fontenelle aſleep ®; Let them their appetite for laughter feed ; 14 


Let them with Browne contrive to vulgar trick, I on my Journey all alone proceed 
To cure the dead, and make the living ſick ; E. ae 3 
Let them in charity to Murphy give 
Some old French piece, that he may ſteal andd | 
live ; - END OF THE JOUANET, 
Let them with antick Foote ſubſcriptions get, ; | 
And advertiſe a Summer-houſe of Wit. | 

Thus, or in any better way they pleaſe, a? 
With theſe great men, or with great men like Aa * 

theſe, 


18 Let them their appetite for laughter feed ; 
Jen 1 Journey all alone Lig oy . | | 
If faſhionable grown, and fond of pow'r, tins 
With dert ons Scots let them diſport their hour: DE HAN 
Let them dancef fairy · like, round Oſſian's tomb; "OT e es a 
Let them forge lies, and Ai eries for Hume; N | 
Let them with Home, the very prince of verſe, | ; " 0-6 
Make ſomething like a Tragedy in Er/e ;- ; "POSI 
Under dark 155 flimiey 4 | | | | | | 
Let them wit ¶Ogilvie ſpin out a tale 7 | 
Of rueful len h; Let them plain things obſcure, | CHURCHILL - SERMONS; 
Debaſe what's truly rich, and what is poor | | 15 . 
Make poorer {till by jargon moſt uncouth; | ——— 
With ev'ry pert, prim prettineſs of youth H LTH to great Glaſter-»from 4a man un- 
Born of falſe Taſte, with Fancy (like a child known, 
Not knowing what it cries for) Ts wild, Who holds his health as dearly as his own, 
With bl ſtile, by affectation taught, Accept this greeting nor let modeſt fear 
his With much falſe colouring, and little thought, Call up one maiden bluſh— mean not here 
| With phraſes ſtrange, and diale& decreed To wound with flattery—'tis a villain's art, 
By veaſon never to have paſs'd the Tweed, And ſuits not with the franleneſs gf my heart, 
With words which Nature meant each other's foe, Truth beſt becomes an Orthedax Divine, . 
Forc'd to compound whether they will or no ; And, ſpite of hell, that charaReris mine: 
With ſuch materials, let them, if they will, To ſpeak e'en bitter truths I cannot fear; 
To prove at once their pleaſantry and ſkill, But truth, my Lord, is, panegyric here. bert Wl 
Build up a bard to war gainſt Common Senſe, Health to great Gloſter-nor, thro' love of eaſe, 
By way of compliment to Providence; Which all Priefts love, let this addreſs diſpleaſe. 
Let them with Armſtrong, taking leave of Senſe, I aſk no favour, not one note I crave, 
Read muſty lectures on Benevolence, And when this buſy brain reſts in the grave, 
Or con the pages of his gaping Day, (For till that time it never can have reſt) 
Where all his former fame was thrown away, I will not trouble you with one bequeſt ; ; 
Where all but barren labour was forgat, Some humbler friend, my mortal journey dons, 
And the vain ſtiffneſs of a letter d Scot ; | | More near in blood, a nephew or a ſon, 
Let them with Armſtrong paſs the term of light, In that dread hour executor Ill leave j 
But not one hour of darkneſs ; when the night For I, alas! have many to receive, 
_ Suſpends this mortal coil, when Memory wakes, To give but little To great Glalter bealch 3 
When for our paſt miſdoings Conſcience takes Nor let thy true and proper love of weakh 
A deep revenge, when by Reflection led, Here take a falſe alarm in purſe tho' poor, 


She draws his curtains, and looks Cornfort dead, | In ſpirit I'm right proud, nor can endure 

| | The mention of a bribe-»thy 's frees 
I, tho” a Nedicator, ſcorn a : 
| Let thy own offspring all thy fortunes ſhare j 
See The School for Lovers, by Mr. Whitehead, I would not Allen xpb, nor Allen's hei- 


taxen from Fontenelle. | Think not, a thought 8 — | 
F See The Cure of Saul, by Dr. Browne. Which pomps of this world ne ver could conttoul, 
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Which never offer d up at Power's vain ſhrine, 
Think not that pomp and pow'r can work on 


"Tis not thy name, tho? that indeed is great, 
*Tis not the tinſel trumpery of ſtate, _ 

Tis not thy title, Doctor, tho' thou art, 

Tis not thy mitre, which hath won my heart. 
State is a farce, names are but empty things, . 
Degrees are bought, and, by miſtaken kings, 
Titles are oft miſplaced; mitres, which ſhine 
So bright in other eyes, are dull in mine, 
Unleſs ſet off by Virtue : who deceives 

Under the ſatred ſanction of Learn Sleeves, | 
Enhances guilt, commits a double fin ; 

So fair without, and yet ſo foul within. 

*Tis not thy outward form, thy eaſy mien, 
Thy ſweet complacency, thy brow ſerene, 
Thy open front, thy love-commanding eye, 
Where fifty Cupids, as in ambuſh, lie, 
Which can from fixty to ſixteen impart 

The force of love, and point his blunted dart ; 
*Tix not thy face, tho*.that. by Nature's made 
An index to thy ſoul, tho' there diſplay d 

We ſee thy mind at large, and thro thy ſkin 
Peeps out that courteſy which dwells within; 
"Tis not thy birth, for that is low as mine, 
Around our heads no lineal glories ſhine— 

But what is birth—when, to delight mankind, 
Heralds can make thoſe arms they cannot find ; 
When thou art to thyſelf, thy fire unknown, 
A whole Welch genealogy alone ? 

No, tis thy inward man, thy proper worth, | 
Thy right juſt eſtimation here on earth, 
Thy life and doctrine uniformly join'd, 

And flowing from that wholeſome ſource thy mind, 
Thy known contempt of perſecution's rod, | 


Wo 


Thy charity for man, ; thy love of God, g 
Thy faith in Chriſt, ſo well approv'd mongſt 
men, ' 

Which now give life and utt'rance to my pen: 

Thy virtue, not thy rank, demands my lays ; 

*Tis not the Biſhop, but the Saint I praiſe. 

Rais'd by that theme, I ſoar on wings more » 

And burft forth into praiſe with-held too long. 

Much did I wih, 'e'en whilſt I kept thoſe ſheep, 

Which, for my curſe, I was ordain'd to keep ; 
Ordain'd, alas ! to keep thro* need, nut choice, 

Thoſe ſheep which never heard their ſhepherd's 


voice, 
Which did not know, yet would not learn their 
; J 
Which iray'd themſelves, yet griev'd that I ſhould 


ſtray, 
Thoſe ſheep, which my good Father (on his bier 
Let filial duty drop the pious tear) 
Kept well, yet ſtarv'd himſelf ; e'en at that time, 
ilſt I was pure, and innocent of rime, 

hilſ ſacred dullneſs ever in my view, 
Sleep at my bidding crept from pew to pew, 
Much did F wiſh, tho? little could I hope, 
A friend in him who was a friend of Pope. 

His hand, faid I, my youthful ſteps ſhall guide, 
And lead me ſafe where thoufands fall befide ; 
His temper, his experience ſhall controul, 
And huſh to peace the tempeſt of my ſoul ; | 
His judgment, teach me, from the public ſchool, 
How not to err, and how to err by rule; . 


He, all the feelings pf my youth forgot, 


Inſtruct me, mingle profit with delight, 


Where Pope was wrong, where Shakeſpeare was not 


right ; | 
Where they are juſtly prais'd, and where thio' 
whim, ; | 
How little's due to them, how much to him. 
Rais'd *bove the ſlav*ry of common rules, 
Of common ſenſe, of modern, ancient ſchools, 
Thoſe feelings baniſh'd, which miſlead us all, 
Fools as we are, and which we Nature call, 
He, by his great example, might impart 
A better ſomething,: and baptize it Art; 


. 
-. 


Might ſhew me what is taſte, by what is not ; 
By him ſupported, with a proper pride, 
I might hold all mankind as fools beſide 


He (ſhould a world perverſe and peeviſh grown, 


Explode his maxims, -and aſſert their own) 
Might teach me, like himſelf to be content, 
And let their folly be their puniſhment ; 

Might like himſelf teach his adopted ſon, 
Gainſt all the world, to quote a Warburton. 
Fool that I was, could I ſo much deceive 

My ſoul with lying hopes; could I believe 

That he, the ſervant of his Maker ſworn, 

The ſervant of his Saviour, would be torn 

From their embrace, and leave that dear employ, 
The cure of ſouls, his duty and his joy, 

For toys like mine, and waſte his precious time, 
On which ſo much depended, for arime ? 
Should he forſake the taſk he undertook, . 
Deſert his flock, and break his paſt*ral crook ? 
Should he (forbid it Heaven) ſo high in place, 

So rich in knowledge, quit the work of Grace, 
And, idly wand'ring o'er the Muſes' Hill, 

Let the ſalvation of mankind ſtand fill ? 

Be ſuch revolt from Grace, and far from me 
The will to think it—gnilt is in the thought— 
Not ſo, not ſo, hath Warburton been taught, 
Not ſo learn d Chriſt—Recall that day, well- 
known, 

When (to maintain God's honour—and his own) 
He call'd blaſphemers forth—Methinks I now 
See ſtern rebuke enthroned on his brow, 

And arm'd with tenfold terrors—from this tongue, 
Where fiery zeal and Chriftian fury hung, 
Methinks I hear the deep-ton'd thunders roll, 
And chill with horror ev'ry ſinner's ſoul— 

In vain they ftrive to fly—flight cannot ſave, 
And Potter trembles even in his grave— 

With all the conſcious pride of innocence, 
Methinks I hear him; in his own defence, 

Bear witneſs to himſelf, whilſt all men knew, 
By goſpel rules, his witneſs to be true. 

O glorious man, thy zeal I muſt commend, 

Thob it depriv d me of my deareſt friend. 
The real motives of thy anger known, 
Wilkes muſt the juſtice of that anger own, 
And could thy boſom haye been bar'd to view, 

Pitied himſelf, in turn had pitied you. 

Bred to the law, you wiſely took the gown, 
Which I, like Demas, fooliſhly laid down. 
Hence double ſtrength our- Holy Mother drew : 
Me ſhe got rid of, and made prize of you. 

I, like an idle truant, fond of play, 
Doting on toys, and throwing gems away, 


ö 
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Graſping at ſhadows, let the ſubſtance lip 3 

But you, my. Lord, renounc/d-Attorneythip --. + 

With better purpoſe, and more noble alm, 

And wiſely play'd a more ſubſtantial game. 

Nor did Law mourn, bleſs'd in her younger ſon, 

For Mansfield oes what Gloſter would have done. 
Doctor, Dean, Biſhop, Gloſter, and My Lord, 

If. haply theſe high titles may accord 

With thy meek ſpirit, if the barren ſound 

Of pride delights thee, to the topmoſt round 

Of Fortune's. ladder got, deſpiſe. not one, 

For want of {| \ hypocriſy undone, 

Who, far below, turns up his wond'ring eye, 

And, without envy, ſees thee plac'd ſo high; 

Let not thy brain (as brains leſs potent might) 

Dizzy, confounded, giddy with the height, 

Turn round, and loſe diſtinction, loſe. hey ſkill 

And wonted powers of knowing good from ill, 

Of ſifting truth from falſehood, friends from foes ; 

Let Gloſter well remember, how he roſe, 

Nor turn his back on men who made him great; 


Let on not, gorg'd with pow'r, and drunk with! 


ate, 
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Forget what once he was, tho* now ſo high; 


— 


MB How low, how mean, and full as poor a8 I. CES 
Py ——— — — 
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| + ft is preſomed the ſudden death of the Authbr 


will ſufficiently apologize for the DzpicaTion re- 
maining unfiniſh'd. 


JOHN CHURCHILL. 
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——quzque ipſe miſerrima vidi, 
Et quorum pars magna fui.—— 
Virs. Ex. Lib. II. 


64 0-3 © || I. 
ARGUMENT. 


Propoſal of the fubjefi— Inoccation— Apology—— Alle- 
21 i CE Mn. I to her A 
fiftance—The ftory begun Retreſpect of the former 
part of the voyage Tie ſhip arrives at Candia— 
Ancient ſtate of that iſland—Preſent flate of the ad 
jacent iſles Fl Greece=—The ſeaſon of the yea. 
Charatter of the maſter and his officert—Story of 
Palemon and Anna Evening deſcribed— Midnight 
—The ſhip weighs anchor and departs from the 
haven—State of the wweather— Morning——Situation 
of the neighbouring fore: Operation of taking 
the ſun's azimuth——Deſcription of the l as ſeen 
from wie land. 


The ſcene is near the city of Candia; and the time 


about four days and a half. 


The ſcene of the Second Canto lies in the ſea, 
between Cape Freſchin in Candia, and the Iſland of 
Falconera, which is nearly twelve leagues northward 
of Cape Spada. The time is from nine in the morn- 
ing till one o'clock of the following morning. 


WII 2 intereſts wake the world to arms, 
And fright the peaceful vale with dire alarms; 
While Ocean hears vindictive thunders rol] 

Along his trembling wave from pole to pole ; 
Sick of the ſcene, where war, with ruthleſs hand, 
Spreads deſolation o'er the bleeding land; 

Sick of the tumult, where the trumpet's breath 
Bids ruin ſmile, and drowns the groan of death ! 
*Tis mine, retir'd beneath this cavern hoar, 


That hands all lonely on the a- beat ſhore, 


POEMS or MR. FALCONER, 


Far other themes of deep diftreſs to ſing 


Than ever trembled from the vocal firing,  - 

No pomp of battle ſwells th' exalted ftrain, 

Nor gleaming arms ring dreadful on the plain : 

But, o'er the ſcene while pale remembrance 

Fate with fell triumphs rides upon the deeps. 

Here hoſtile elements tumultuous riſe, 

And lawleſs floods rebel againſt the ſkies ; 

| Till hope expires, and Peril and Diſmay 

Wave their black enſigns on the watery way. 
Immortal train, who guide the maze of ſong, 

To whom all ſcience, arts and arms belong; 

Who bid the trumpet of eternal fame 

Exalt the warrior's and the poet's name 

If e'er with trembling hope 1 fondly ſtray d, 

In life's fair morn, beneath your hallow'd ſhade 

To hear the ſweetly mournful lute complain, 

And melt the heart with ecſtaſy of pain; 

Or liſten, while th* enchanting voice of love, 

While all Elyſium warbled thro' the grove 3 

Oh! by the hollow blaſt that moans around, 

That ſweeps the wild harp with a plaintive ſound; 


By the long ſurge that foams thro* yonder cave, 


Whoſe vaults remurmur to the roaring wave; 
With living colours give my verſe to glow, 
The ſad memorial of a tale of woe 
A ſcene from dumb oblivion to reſtore, 
To fame unknown, and new to epic lore |! 
Alas! neglected by the ſacred Nine, 
Their ſuppliant feels no genial ray divine! 
Ah ! will they leave Pieria's happy ſhore, 
To plow the tide where wintry tempeſts roar ? 
Or ſhall a youth approach their hallow'd fane, 
Stranger to Phebus, and the tuneful train '— 
Far from the Muſes' academic grove, 
Twas his the vaſt and trackleſs deep to rove. 
Alternate change of climates has he known, 
And felt the fierce extremes of either zone: 
Where polar ſkies congeal th' eternal ſnow, 
Or equinoCtial ſuns for ever glow. 5 
Smote by the freezing or the ſcorching blaſt, 
% A ſhip-boy on the high and giddy maſt *.” 
From regions where Peruvian billows roar, 
To the bleak coaſts of ſavage Labrador. 


* Shakeſpeare. 


<4. 4 6 a 6 SAS r 4c. —-Þmc jw ci.qTi 1 10 ² UU SE.” OY OE IO Og 


a as 1G AA a 


2» a Fc w@c @#s 4 @©@ #&a t<=<S> ef S@ *@ [7 bas 


#5 #h cw. vv +. 


11 


> 


FALCONER'S POEMS: 


1 


From where Damaſcus, pride of Aſian plains ! 
Stoops her proud neck beneath tyrannic chains, 
To where the Iſthmus , lay'd by adverſe tides, 
Atlantic and Pacific ſeas divides. 

But while he meaſur d oer the painful race, 

In Fortune's wild illimitable chace, R 
Adverſity, comganion of his way : 
Still o'er the victim hung with iron ſway 3 

Bade new diſtreſſes ey'ry inſtant grow, 

Marking each change o* place with change of woe. 
In regions where the Almighty's chaſtening hand 
With livid peltilence afſſicts the land ; 4 

Or where pale Famine blaſts the hopeful year, 
Parent of want and miſery ſevere ! 


Or where, all dreadful in th' embattled line, 


The hoſtile ſhips in flaming combat join; 


Where the torn veſſel wind and wave aſſail, 


Till o'er her crew diſtreſs and death prevail 
Where'er he wander d, thus vindictive Fate 
Purſued his weary ſteps with laſting hate 
Rous'd by her mandate, ttorms of black array 
Winter'd the morn of life's advancing day; 
Relax'd the finews of the living lyre, 
And quench the kindling ſpark of vital fire. 
Thus while forgotten or unknown he wooes, 
What hope to win the coy reluttant Mule ! 
'Then let not Cenſure, with malignant joy, 
The harveſt of his humble hope deſtroy | 
His verſe no laurel wreath attempts to claim, 
Nor ſculptur'd braſs to tell the poet's name. 
If terms uncauth, and jarring phraſes, wound 
The ſofter ſenſe with inharmonious ſound, 
Yet here lu liſtening ſympathy prevail, 
While conſciqus Truth unfolds her piteous tale! 
And lo! the Power that wakes ch eventful { 
Haſtes hither from Lethean banks along: 
She ſweeps the gloom, and ruſhing on the ſight, 
Spreads o'er the kindling ſcene propitious light 
In her right hand an ample roll appears, 
Fraught with long annals of preceding years 3 
With every wiſe and noble art of manu, 
Since firſt the circling hours their courſe began: 
Her left a filver wand on high diſplay d, 
Whoſe magic touch diſpels vblivion's ſhade. 
Penſive her look ; on radiant wings that glow, 
Like ſuno's birds, or Iris' flaming bow, 
She fails ; and ſwifter than the courſe of light, 
Directs her rapid intellectual flight. 
The fugitive ideas ſhe reſtores, «9 
And calls the wandering thought — Lethe's ſhores. 
To things long paſt a ſecond date the gives, 
And hoary Time from her freſh youth receives. 
Congenial ſiſter of immortal Fame, * 


And o'er th* obſeur d idea pours the light 
Whole wing unerring glides thro' time and place, 
And trackleſs ſcours th immenſity of ſpace! 


* Darie 


VOL. vin 
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They bow to Ottoman's imperi 
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A ſhip from t. o'er the deep impell'd 
By — 45 wine ber courſe for Venice held ; 

Of fam'd Britannia were the gallant crew, 

And from that iſle her name the veſt! drew. 

The wayward ſteps of Fortune, that delude 

Full oft to ruin, eager they purſu d. 

And, dazzled by her viſionary glare, 

Advanc'd incautious of each fatal ſnare 3 

Thoꝰ warn d full oft? the ſlippery track to ſnun, 
Yet Hope, with flattering voice, betray'd them on. 
Beguil'd to danger thus, they left behind . 
The ſcene of peace, and ſocial joy reſign'd. 
Long abſent they from friends and native home, 
The cheerleſs ocean were inur'd to roam 

Yet Heaven, in pity to ſevere diftreſss = 
Had crown'd ws painful voyage with ſucceſs 3 
Still, to atone for toils and hazards paſt, 
Reſtor d them td maternal plains at laſt. 

Thrice had the ſun, to rule the varying year; 
Acroſs th* equator roll'd his flaming ſphere, 
Since taft the veſlel ſpread her ample ſail 
From Albion's coaſt, aBſequious to the gale. 

She o'er the ſpacious flood, from ſhore to ſhore; 
Unwearying wafted her. commeicial ſtore. 

The richeſt ports of Afric the had view'd, 
Thence to fair Italy her courſe purſu'd ; 

Had left behind Trinacria's burning iſle, 

And viſited the margin of the Nile. 

And now, that winter round the pole: 
The circling voyage haſtens to its gol. 
They, blind to Fate's inevitable law, 

No dark event to blaſt their hope foreſaw ; 

But from gay Venice ſoon expect to ſteer 

For Brifain's coaſt, and dread no perils near. 
A thouſand tender thoughts their ſouls. employ, 
That fondly dance to ſcenes of future joy. 

Thus time elape d, while o'er the pathleſs tide 
Their ſhips thro' Grecian ſeas the pilots guide. 
Occaſion call'd to tauch at Candia's ſhore, 
Which, bleſt with favouring winds, they ſoon ex- 


lore 


„ 
The haven enter, borne before the gale, 


Diſpatch their commerce, and prepare to ſail. 
Eternal Powers l what ruins from afar 

Mark the fell track of deſolating war 

Here Art and Corpmerce, with auſpicious reign, 

| Once breath d ſweet influence on the happy plain ! 

While o'er the lawn, with dance and feſtive ſong, 

Young Pleaſure led the jocund hours along. 

In gay luxuriance Ceres too was ſeen 

To crown the yallies with eternal green. 


What Albion is, fair Candia then appear d 
Ah! who the flight of ages can revoke ? 
The free-born ſpirit of her ſons is broke ; 

ious yoke | 
No longer fame the drooping heart inſpires, 
For rude oppreſſion quench d its genial fires. 
ButRil! her fields, with golden harveſts crown'd, 
Supply the barren ſhores of Greece around. 
What pale diſtreſs afflifts thoſe wretched iſles ! 
There hope ne'er dawns, and pleaſure never {miles, 
The vaſſal wretch obſequious drags his chain, 
And hears his famiſh'd babes lament in vain. 
Theſe eyes have ſeen the dull reluctant ſoil 
A ſeventh year ſcorn the weary lab'rer's tuil. 


No blooming Venus, on the deſart ſhore, 


No# view, with tumgh, cole gut . 


For wealth, for valor, courted, and rever d, 5 


bl 
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t the peaceful vale with dire alarms; 
hears vindictive thunders roll 
Along his trembling wave from pole to pole; 
Sick of the ſcene, where war, with ruthleſs hand, 
ER Oo eetng lap ; 8 

E of the tumult, where the trumpet's breath 
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Than ever trembled from the vocal firing; - : 

No pomp of battle ſwells th” exalted ftrain, 

Nor gleaming arms ring dreadful on the plain : 

But, o'er the ſcene while pale remembrance weeps, 

Fate with fell triumphs rides upon the deeps. 

Here hoſtile elements tumultuous riſe, 

And lawleſs floods rebel againſt the ſkies ; 

| Till hope expires, and Peril and Diſmay 

Wave their black enſigns on the watery way. 
Immortal train, who guide the maze of ſong, 

To whom all ſcience, arts and arms belong; 

Who bid the trumpet of erernal fame 

Exalt the warrior's and the poet's name 

If e'er with trembling hope I fondly ſtray d, 

In life's fair morn, beneath your hallow'd ſhade, 

To hear the ſweetly mournful lute complain, 

And melt the heart with ecſtaſy of pain; 

Or liſten, while th* enchanting voice of love, 

While all Elyfium warbled thro* the grove 3. 


of | Oh ! by the hollow blaſt that moans around, 


That ſweeps the wild harp with a plaintive ſound z 
By the long ſurge that foams thro* vonder cave, 
Whoſe vaults remurmur to the roaring wave; 
With living colours give my verſe to glow, 
The ſad memorial of a tale of woe ! 25 ' 
A ſcene from dumb oblivion to reſtore, 
To fame unknown, and new to epic lore ! 

Alas! neglected by the ſacred Nine, 
Their ſuppliant feels no genial ray divine 
Ah ! will they leave Pieria's happy ſhore, 
To plow the tide where wintry tempeſts roar ? 
Or ſhall a youth approach their hallow'd fane, 
Stranger to Phebus, and the tuneful train — 
Far from the Muſes' academic grove, 
Twas his the vaſt and trackleſs deep to rove. 
Alternate of climates has he known, 
And felt the fierce extremes of either zone: 
Where polar ſkies congeal th' eternal ſnow, 
Or equinoctial ſuns for ever glow. 8 
Smote by the freezing or the ſ blaſt, 
« A ſhip- boy on the high and giddy maſt *.” 
From regions where Peruvian billows roar, 
To the bleak coaſts of ſavage Labrador. 


* Shakeſpeare. 
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And quench the kindling ſpark of vital fire. 
| unknown he wooes, 


Vet here let liſtening ſy 
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From where Damaſcus, pride of Aſian plains! 
$ her neck beneath tyrannic chains, 
To where PR , lay'd by adverſe tides, 


* 
- 


Atlantic and Pacific ſeas divides. 
But while he meaſur'd O er the painful race, 
In Fortune's wild illimitable chace, 0 a 
Adverſity, anion of hie way 2 +8 


Still o'er the victim hung with iron ſway z 
Bade new diftreſſes ey'ry inſtant grow, 


Marking each change ql wh chang of vow 


In regions where the Almighty's chaſtening 
With livid peſtilence atflits the land ; . 58 
Or where pale Famine blaſts tho hopeful year, | 
Parent of want and miſery ſevere : 

Or where, all dreadful in th embattled line, 1 
The hoftile ſhips in flaming combat join; 


Where the torn veſſel wind and wave aſſail, 


Till o'er her crew diſtreſs and death prevail 
Where'er he wander d, thus vindictive Fate 
Purſued his weary Reps with laſting hate 
Rous'd by her mandates. tors of black array 
Winter'd the morn of life's advancing day 3 
Relax d the finews of the living lyre, 


— | 
The harveſt of his humble deſtroy! _ 


His verſe no laurel wreath attempts to claim, 


Nor ſculptur d braſs to tell the poet's name. _ * 
If terms-uncauth, and jarring phraſes, wound 


Whil oY ne trip 
i | | 
And 1ol the Power that wakes ch eventful ſong, 


Hates hither from Lethian banks along: 


She ſweeps the gloom, — — 2 - 
Spreads o'er the kindling ſeene propitious } þ 

In her right hand an ample roll appears, - | 
Fraught with long annals of preceding years 4 
With every wiſe and noble art of m 
Since firſt the circling hours their courſe began : 
Her left a filver wand on high diſplay'd, 1 
Whoſe magie touch diſpels vblivion's ſhade. | 
Penfive her look 3 on radiant wings that glow, 
Like Juno's birds, or Iris flaming bow, 


| She fails; and ſwifter than the courſe of licht, 


Directs her rapid intelleftulll fight. 

— r 

o things long paſt a. ſc n gives, > 

a E EE Grin fold puck neacives 

Congenial ſiſter of immortal Fame, TI 

She ſhares her power, and Memory is ber name. 
daughter of pri Ti | 
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" ] Of fam'd Britannia were the 


1 
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L 


A ſhip from oer the deep impell'd 
dag wind e held; - 

ant crew, 

And from that iſle her name the veſdl drew. 


| The wayward ſteps of Fortune, that delude 


Full oft to ruin, eager they purſu d. 

And, dazzled by her viſionary glate, | 
Advanc' d incautious of each fatal ſnare 3 

Tho' warn d full oft* the flippery track to ſhun, 


left behind 4 


Yet Heaven, in pity to ſevere diſtreſs 

Had crown'd painful voyage with ſucceſs 

Still, to atone for teils and hazards paſt, _ 

Reftor'd them th maternal plains at W. 
Thrice had the ſun, L 

Acroſs th equ zbere, £ 


Had left behind Trinactia's burning iſles 
And now, that wipter deepens round the poles 3 
The circling haſtens to its goal. 4. 
They, blind to Fate's inevitable law, 


I Vo dark event to blaſt their hope foreſaw ; 


But from gay Venice ſoon expect to ſteer | go 


For Britain's coat, and dread no perils near. 


at Candia's ſhore, of 


| Which, ble with favoaring winds, they ſoon er- 


plore 3 _ | | 
The haven enter, borne before the gale, 
Diſpatch their commerce, and prepare to ſail. 


Young Pleaſure led the jocund hours along. 
In gay luxuriance Ceres too was ſeen | 
To crown the yallies with eternal green- 
» arten, and. rever'd, 


There hope ne er dens, and pleaſure never {ailes, | 
And hears. bis faralh'd babes lament in s. 


weary lab ver n toil. | 


No blooming Venus, on the deſart ſhore, 


- 


| [Now views with gend coptine guid . uz 


ng voice,  betray'd them n. 


While o'er the lawns with dance and feſtive ſong, 7 
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No lovely Helens now, with fatal charms, 
Call forth th' avenging chiefs of Greece to arms. 
No fair Penelopes inchant the eye, 
whom contending kings are proud to die. 
ere ſullen Beauty ſheds a twilight ray, 
While ſorrow bids her venal bloom decay. 
Thoſe charms, ſo long renown'd in claffic ſtrains, 
Had dimly ſhone on Albion's happier plains ! 
Now, in the ſouthern hemiſp ſun 
Thio' the bright Virgin and the Scales had run; 
And on the ecliptic wheel'd his winding way, 
Till the fierce Scorpion felt his flaming ray. 
The ſhip was moor d beſide the wave-worn ftrand ; 
Four days her anchors bite the golden ſand: 
For ſickening vapours lull the air to ſleep, 
And ndt a breeze awakes the filent deep. 
This, when th' autumnal equinox is o'er, 
And Phœbus in the north declines no more, 
. Oft' deems the prelude of approaching ſtorms. 
Tre to his truſt when ſacred duty calls, 
No brooding ſtorm the maſter's appals : 
Th' advancing ſeaſot warns him to the main; 
A captive, fetter d to the oar of gain 
His anxious heart, impatient of delay, 
Expects the winds to fail from Candia's bay; 
Determin'd, from whatever point they riſe, 
To truſt his fortune to the ſeas and ſkies. 
Thou living ray of intellectual fire, 
Whoſe voluntary gleams my verſe inſpire ! 
Ere yet the deep'ning incidents prevail, 
Till rous'd attention feel our plaintive tale, 
Record whom, chief among the gallant crew, 
Th' unbleſt purſuit of fortune hither drew ! 
| Can ſons of Neptune, generous, brave and bold, 
In pain and hazard toil for ſordid gold ? + 
They can! for gold too oft', with magic art, 
Subdues each nobler impulſe of the heart : 
This crowns the proſperous villain with applauſe, 
To whom, in'vain, ſad Merit pleads her cauſe 1 
This ſtrews with roſes life's perplexing road, 
And leads the way to Pleaſure's bleſt abode ; 
With ſlaughter d victims fills the weeping plain, 
And ſmooths the furrows of the treacherous main. 
Ober the gay veſſel, and her daring band, 
Experienc'd Albert held the chief command; 
- Tho! train'd in boifterous elements, his mind 
Was yet by ſoft humanity refin'd. 
Each joy of wedded love at home he knew ; 
Abroad confeſt'the father of his crew ! 
Brave, liberal, juſt, the calm domeſtic ſcene 
Had o'er his temper, breath'd a gay ſerene. 
Him ſcience taught by myftic lore to trace 
The planets wheeling in eternal race; 
To mark the ſhip in floating balance held, 
By earth attracted and by ſeas repell'd ; | 
Or point her devious track, thro* climes u 
That leads to every ſhore and every zone. 
He faw the moon thro heaven's blue concave glide, 
And into motion charm; th* expanding tide ; | 
While earth impetuous round her axle rolls, 
Exalts her watery zone, and fink the poles. 
Light and attraction, from their genial ſource, 
He ſaw ſtill wandering with diminiſh'd force; 
While on the margin of declining day, 
Night's ſhadowy cone reluQtant melts away. 
| Inur'd to peril, with unconquer d ſoul, 
The chief beheld tempeſtuous oceans roll ; 


His genius, ever for the event prepar'd, 

Roſe with the ſtorm, and all its dangers ſhar d. 
The ſecond p and office Rodmond bore: 

A hardy ſon of England's furtheſt ſhore ! 

Where bleak Northumbria pours her ſavage train 

In ſable ſquadrons o'er the northern main; 

That, with her pitchy entrails ftor'd, reſort, 

A footy tribe! to fair Auguſta's 

Where'er in ambuſh lurk the fatal ſands, 

They claim the danger ; proud of ſkilful bands ! 

For while with darkling courſe their veſſels ſweep 

The winding ſhore, or plough the faithleſs deep, 

O'er bar“ and ſhelf the watery path they ſound, 

With dext'rous arm ; ſagacious of the ground ! 

Fearleſs they combat every hoſtile wind, 

Wheeling in mazy tracks with courſe 1 

Expert to moor, heie terrors line 3 

Or win the anchor from its dark abode :— 

But drooping and relax d in climes afar, 

Tumultuous and undiſciplin'd in war. 

Such Rodmond was ; by learning unrefin'd, 

That oft* enlightens to corrupt the mind: 

Boiſterous of manners z train'd incarly youth 

To ſcenes that ſhame the conſcious cheek of truth ; 

To ſcenes that Nature's ſtruggling voice controul, 

And freeze compaſſion riſing in the ſoul ! 

Where OP hell-hounds, prowling round the 


, 

With foul intent the ſtranded bark explore 
Deaf to the voice of woe, her decks they board, 
While tardy Juſtice Numbers o er her ſword— 
F. indignant Muſes. ſeverely taught to fee 

inks from a theme the bluſhes to revegy? 

Too oft” example, arm'd with poiſons fell, 
Pollutes the ſhrine where mercy loves to dwel! : 
Thus Rodmond, train'd by this unhallow'd crew, 
The ſacred ſocial paſſions never knew : 7 
Unſkill'd to argue; in diſpute yet loud; 

Bold without caution , without honours proud; 
In art unſchool'd, each veteran rule he priz'd, 
And all improvement haughtily deſpis'd : 

— tho? full oft” to future . blind, 

With- {kill ſuperior glow'd his daring mind, 
Throꝰ ſnares of death the * to guide, 
When midnight ſhades involve the raging tide. 

To Rodmond next, in order of command, 
Succeeds the youngeſt of our naval band. 

But what avails it to record a name 
That courts no rank among the ſons of Fame ? 
While yet a ſtripling, oft* with fond alarms, 
His boſom danc'd to Nature's boundleſs charms 
On him fair Science dawn'd in happier hovr, 
Awakening into bloom young Fancy's flower; „ 
But frowning Fortune with untimely blaſt 
The bloſſom wither'd, and the dawn o'ercatte 
Forlorn of heart, and by ſevere decree | 
Condemn'd reluctant to the faithleſs ſea, 

With long farewell he left the laurel grove, 
Where Science and the tuneful Siſters rove.- 
Hither he wander'd, anxious to explore 
Antiquities of nations now no more ; 

To penetrate each diſtant realm unknown, 
And rage excurſive o'er th untravell'd zone. 


* A baris known, in h , to bea maſsof 
earth or ſand collected by the ſurge of the ſea, at the 
entrance of a river or haven ; ſo as to render the n# 


vigation difficult, and often dangerous. 
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In valn !—for rude Adverſity's command, Deep anguiſh, while Palemon heard his doom, 

Still on the margin of each famous land, Drew o'er his lovely face a ſaddening gloom. 

With unrelenting ire his ſteps d, In vain with bitter ſorrow he repin'd, 

And every gate of hope againſt him clos'd. No tender pity touch'd that ſordid mind 

Permit my verſe, ye bleſt Pierian train, To thee, brave Albert, was the charge conſign'd. 

To call Ation this ill-fated ſwain ! The ſtately ſhip, forſaking England's ſhore, 

\For, like that bard unhappy, on his head I To regions far remote Palemon bore, 

Malignant ftars their hottile influence ſhed, | Incapable of change, th* unhappy youth 

Both, in lamenting numbers, o er the deep, Still lov'd fair Anna with eternal truth : 

With conſcious anguiſh taught the harp to weep 3 From clime to clime an exile doom'd to roam, 

And both the raging ſurge in ſafety bore His heart till panted. for its ſecret home. y 

Amid deſtruction panting to the ſhore. The moon had circled twice her wayward zone, 

This laſt our tragic tory from the wave To him ſince young Arion firſt was known ; 

Of dark oblivion haply yet may ſave ; : Who, wandering here thro' many a ſcene renown'd, 
With genuine ſympathy may yet complain, In Alexandria's port the veſſel found 3 ; 

While fad remembrance bleeds at every vein. Where, anxious to review his native ſhore, * 

Such were the pilots ; tutor d to divine He on the roaring wave embark'd once more. 


Th' untravel'd courſe by geometric line 3 Oft', by pale Cynthia's melancholy light, 
Train'd to command, — — rA of night; 


1 


Whoſe various force conforms to every gale.— In whoſe ſad boſom many a ſigh ſuppreſt, 
Charg'd with the commerce, hither alſo came + | Some painful ſecret of the ſoul confeſt, 
A gallant youth, Palemon was his name: Perhaps Arion ſoon the cauſedivin'd, | 
A father's ſtern reſentment doom'd, to prove, - | Tho' ſhunning ill to probe a wounded mind: 
He came, the victim of unhappy love He felt the chaſtity of ſilent woe, 
His heart for Albert's beauteous daughter bled ; Thoꝰ glad the balm of comfort to beſtow ; 
For her a ſecret flame his boſom fed. He, with Palemon, oft recounted o'er 
Nor let the wretched ſlaves of Folly ſcorn The tales of hapleſs love in ancient lore, £1 

. This genuine paſſion, Nature's eldeſt- born Recall'd to memory by th* adjacent ſhore. : 
"Twas his with laſting anguiſh to complain, The ſcene thus preſent, and its ftory known, 


While blooming Anna mourn'd the cauſe in vain. The lover ſigh'd for ſorrows not his own. 
Graceful of form, by Nature taught to pleaſe, | Thus, tho? a recent date their friendſhip bore, 


Of power to melt the female breaſt with eaſe, Soon the ripe metal own'd the quick'ning ore; 
To her Palemon told his tender tale, 1 For in one tide their paſſions ſeem'd to roll, 
Soft as the voice of ſummer's evening gale. By kindred-age, and ſympathy of ſoul. 
- O'erjoy'd, he ſaw her lovely eyes relent ; Theſe o'er th* inferior naval trainpreſide, 
The bluſhing maiden ſmil'd with ſweet conſent. The courſe determine, or the commerce guide ; 
7 Oft' in the mazes of a neighbouring grove, O'er all the reſt, an undiſtinguiſh'd crew 
Unheard, they breath'd alternate vows of love: Her wing of deepeſt ſhade Oblivion drew. 
By fond ſociety their paſſion grew, A ſullen langour ſtill the ſkies oppreſt, 
Like the young bloſſom fed with vernal dey. And held th' unwilling ſhip in ſtrong arreſt. 
In evil hour th* officious tongue of Fame High in his chariot glow'd the lamp of day, 
Betray'd the ſecret of their mutual flame. . | Ofer Ida flaming with meridian ray. 
With grief and anger ſtruggling in his breaſt, . | Relax'd from toil the ſailors range the ſhore, 
Palemon's father heard the tale confeſt. Where famine, war, and ſtorm are felt no more: 
Long had he liſten'd with Suſpicion's ear, The hour to ſocial pleaſure they reſign, 
And learnt, ſagacious, this event to fear. | And black remembrance drown in generous wine, 
Too well, fair youth! thy liberal heart he knew; {On deck, beneath the ſhading canvas ſpread, 
A heart to Nature's warm impreſſions true Rodmond a rueful tale of wonders read, FA 
Full oft his wiſdom trove, with fruitleſs toil, Of dragons roaring on the enchanted coaſt, 
With avarice to pollute that generous ſoil : The hideous goblin, and ling ghoſt— 
That ſoil, impregnated with nobler ſeed, But with Arion, from the ſultry heat 
Refug'd the culture of ſo rank a weed, Of noon, Palemon ſought a cool retreat, : 
Elate with wealth, in active commerce won And lo! the ſhore with mournful proſpects crown'd® x . 
And baſking in the ſmile of Fortune's ſun, The rampart torn with many a fatal wound; 1418 
With ſcorn the parent ey d the lowly ſhade, The ruin'd bulwark tottering o'er the ſtrand ; "ns 
That veil'd the beauties of this charming maid. | Bewail the ſtroke of War's hand. | 
Indignant he rebulꝰ d th* enamour'd boy, What ſcenes of woe this hapleſs iſle o'erſpread ! 4 
The flattering promiſe of his future joy Where late thrice fifty thouſand warriors bled. 1 51 
He ſooth'd and menac'd, anxious to reclaim Full twice twelve ſummers were yon towers afſail'd, — 11 
This hopeful paſſion, or divert its aim: Tini barbarous Ottoman at laſt preyail'd ; 118 
Oft led the youth where circling joys delight | TM | 
The raviſh'd ſenſe, or beauty charms the ſight. gs | 0 i 
With all her powers inchanting Muſic fail'd, | The intelligent reader will readily diſcover, that N 
And Pleaſure's ſyren - voice no more prevail d. | | theſe remarks allude to the ever - memorable ſiege of l A 
& The Merchant, kindling then with proud diſdain, | Candia, which was taken from the Venetians by the W 
he In look and voice afſum'd an harſher ſtrain. Turks in 1669 ; being then conſidered as, impregna« | j N. 
P In abſence now his only hope remain'd z ® ble, and eftermed the moſt formidable fortreſs in thy wal 
| Aud ſach the tern decree his will ordain's, univerſe. « | h 
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While thundering mines the Ibvely plains o'erturn'd, | 
While heroes fell, and domes and temples burn'd. 

But now before thera happier ſcenes ariſe! 
Elyſian vales ſalute their raviſh'd eyes: 
Ot:ve and cedar forin'd a grateful ſhade, 
Where light with gay romantic error ſtray'd. 
The myrtles here wich fond careſſes twine ; 
There, rich with nectar, melts the pregnant vine. 
And lo! the ſtream, renown'd in claiſic ſong, 
Sad Lethey glides the ſilent vale along, 
On moſſy banks beneath the citron grove, 
The youthful wanderers found a wild alcove : 
Soft o'er the fairy region langour'ſtole, | 
And with ſweet melancholy charm'd the ſoul, 
Here firſt Palemon, while his penſive mind 
For conſolation on his friend reclin'd, 
In pity's bleeding boſom pour d the ftream 
Of love's ſoft anguiſh, and of grief ſupteme 
Too true thy words by ſweet remembrance taught, 
My heart in ſecret bleeds with tender thought: 
In vain it courts the ſolitary ſhade, 
By every action, every look betr:y'd ! 
Ihe pride of generous woe diſdains appeal 
To hearts that unreleuting frofts congeal: 
Vet ſure, if. right Palemo can divine, 
The ſenſe of gentle pity awells in thine. | 
Yes! all his cares thy iympathy ſhall know, 
And prove the kind companion of his woe. 
In humble ſtation tho* by fortune pla d, 
Yet never ſeaman more ſerenely brave , 
Led Britain's conqu'ring ſquadrons yer the wave. 
Where full in view Augulta's ſpire are ſeen, 
With flow'ry lawns, -and waving Woods between, 
A peaceful dwclling ſtands in modeſt pride, 
Where Thames, flow-winding, rolls his ample tide. 
There live the hope and pleaſure of his life, 
A pious daughter, with a faithful wife. 
For his return, with fond officious care, | 
Still every grateful object theſe prepare; 
Whatever can allure the ſmell or fight, 
Or wake the drooping ſpirits to gelight. 

This blooming maid in virtues path to guide, 
Her anxious parents all their cares apply'd. 
Her ſpotleſs foul, where ſoft compaſſion reign'd, 
No vice untun'd, no ſickening folly ſtain'd. 
No fairer grows the lily of the vale, | 
Whoſe boſom opens to the yernal gate : 
Her eyes, unconſcious of their fatal charms 
Thrill'd every heart with exquifite alarms : | 
Her face, in beauty's ſweet attraction dreſt, 


| 
h 


While health thi rifes with the new-born day, 
Breath'd o her cheek the ſofteſt bluſh of My. 
Still in her look complacence ſmil'd ſerene ; , 
She mov d the charmer of the rural ſcene: 

Tas at that ſeaſon when the fields reſurge 
Their lovcliett hues, array'd in vernal bloom; 


Yon ſhip, rich-freighted from th Italian ſhore, | 


To Thames? fair banks her coſtly tribute bore : 
While thus my father ſaw his ample hoard, 

From this return, with recent treaſure ſtor d; 

Me, with affairs of commerce charg'd, he ſent 
To Albert's humble manſion ; ſoon I went, 
Too ſoon, alas! unconſcious of th' event \ 


The gentle miſtreſs of my hopes I ſaw : 


| 


| 
From ſtings of ſharper woe the ſoul relieves. 


| Still baffled by ſuperior Nature's law. 
The ſmile of ,maiden innocence expreſt ; | a 


There ſtruck with ſweet ſurprize and wy awe, 
| 
| 
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There, wounded firſt by love's reſiftleſs arms, 

My glowing boſom throbb'd with ſtrange alarms. 

My ever-charming Anna ! who alone | 

Can all the frowns bf cruel fate atone 3 : 

O! while all- conſcious memory holds her power, 

Can I forget that ſweetly- painful hour, | 

When trom thoſe eyes, with lovely lightning fraughi, 

My fluttering ſpirits firſt th* infection caught: 

When, as I gaz'd, my faultering tongue betray'd 

The heart's quick tumults, or refus'd its aid - 

While the dim light my raviſh'd eyes forſook, 

And every limb unſtrung with terror ſhook ! 

With all her powers diſſenting reaſon ſtrove 

To tame at firſt the kindling flame of love; 

She ſtrove in vain ! ſabdu'd by charms divine, 

My ſoul a victim fell at beanty's ſhrine. 

Oft from the din of buſtling life I ſtray d, 

In happier ſcenes, to ſee my lovely maid. 

Full oft, where Thames his wandering current 
leads, 


{| We rov'd at evening hour thro flow'ry meads. 


There, while my heart's ſoft anguiſh I reveal'd, 
To her with tender ſighs my hope appeal'd. 
While the ſweet nymph my faithful tale beliey'd, 


| Her ſnowy breaſt with ſecret tumult heav's ; 


For, train'd in rural ſcenes from earlieſt youth, 
Nature was her's, and innocence and truth. 

She never knew the city damſel's art, 

Whoſe frothy pertneſs charms the vacant heart 
My ſuit prevail'd ; for love inform'd my tongue, 
And on his votary's lips perſuaſion hung. | 
Her eyes with conſcious ſympathy withdrew, 

And o'er her cheek the roſy current flew.— 
Thrice happy hours ! where, with no dark allay, 
Life's faireſt ſunſhine gills the vernal day 

For here the ſigh, that ſoft affection heaves, 


Elyſian ſcenes, too happy long to laſt— 

Too ſoon a ſtorm the ſmiling dawn o ercaſt 

Too ſoon ſome demon to my father bore 

The tidings that his heart with anguiſh tore 
My pride to kindle, with difſuaſive voice, 
Awhile he Jabour'd to degrade my choice: 
Then, in the whirling wave of pleaſure, ſought 
From its lov'd object to divert my thought. 
With equal hope he might attempt to bind, 

In chains of adamant, the lawleſs wind : 

For love had aim'd the fatal ſhaft too ſure : 
Hope fed the wound, and abſence knew no cure. 
With alienated look, each art he ſaw 


His anxious mind on various ſchemes revoly'd ; 


At laſt on cruel exile he reſolv'd. 


The rigorous doom was fix d; airs how vain 
To him of tender anguifh to complain 
His foul, that never love's ſweet influence felt, 
By ſoci?l ſympathy could never melt; 
With ſtern command to Albert's charge he gwe, 
Tow ift Palemon o'er the diſtant wave. 

The ſhip was laden and prepar'd to ſail, 
And only waited now the leading gale. 
"Twas ours, in that fad period, firſt to prove 
The heart-felt torments of deſpaĩring love. 
Th' impatient wiſh that never feels repoſe ; 
Defire that with perpetual current flows ; 
The fluctuating pangs of hope and fear ; 
Joy diſtant ſtill, and ſorrow ever near 


a —_ Mr a En 


- 


FALCONER'S POEM. 


The weſtern breezes inauſpicious blew, & 
Haſtening the moment of our laſt adieu. 
The veſſel parted on the falling tide 5 
Yet time one ſacred hour to love ſupply d. & 
The night was filent, and, advancing faſt, 
The moon o'er Thames her filver mantle caſt. 
Impatient hope the midnight path explor'd, 
And led me to the nymph my ſoul ador'd. N 
Soon her quick footſteps ſtruck my liſtening ear ! 
She came confeſt ! the lovely maid drew near 
But ah ! what force of language can impart 
Th' impetuous joy that glow d in either heart 
O]! ye, whoſe melting hearts are form'4 to prove 
The trembling eeſtaſies of genuine love 
When, with delicious agony, the thought 
Is to the verge of high deliriura wrought 3 
Your ſecret-ſympathy alone can tell 
What raptures then the throbbing boſom ſwell : 
O'er all the nerves what tender tumults roll, 
While love with ſweet inchantment melts the ſoul ! 
In tranſport loſt, by trembling hope impreſt, 
The bluſhing virgin ſunk upon my breaſt 3 
While her's congenial beat with fond alarms : 
Diſſolving ſoftnefs ! paradiſe of charms ! 
Flaſh'd from our eyes, in warm transfuſion flew 
Our blending ſpirits, that each other drew |! 
O bliſs ſupreme ! where virtues ſelf can melt 
With joys that guilty pleaſure never felt ! 
Form'd to refine the thought with chaſte defire, 
And kindle ſweet affeQion's pureſt fire! 
Ah ! wherefore ſhuuld my hopeleſs love, ſhe cries, 
While ſorrow burſt with interrupting fighs, 
For ever deſtin'd to lament in vain, [ 
Such flattering, fond ideas entertain? . 
My heart thro' ſcenes of fair illufion ſtray d, 
To joys decreed for ſome ſuperior maid. 
"Tis mine to feel the ſharpeſt ſings of grief, 
Where never gentle hope affords relief, 
Go then, dear youth! thy father's rage atone 3 
And let this torfur'd boſom beat alone 
The hovering anger yet thou may'ſ appeaſe 3 
Go then, dear youth ! nor tempt the faithleſs ſeas ! 
Find out ſome happier daughter of the town, 
With fortune's fairer5oys thy love to crown 3 
Where ſmiling o'er thee, with indulgent ray, 
Proſperity ſhall hail each new-born day. 
Too well thou know'ſ good Albert's niggard fate, 
111 fitted to fuſtain thy father's hate; 
Go then, I charge thee, by thy generous love, 
That fatal to my father thus may prove ! 
On me alone let dark affliction fall! ; 
Whoſe heart, for thee, will gladly ſuffer all. 
2 haſte thee hence, n late, 
or raſh] to brave oppoſing fate 
She 227 . — 5 n her angel face 
O'er all her beauties ſhower d celeſtial grace. 
Not Helen, in her bridal charms array d, 
Was half ſo lovely as this gentle maid. 
O ſoul of all my wiſnes 1 reply d, 
Can that ſoft fabric ſtem affliction's tide ? 
Canſt thou, fair emblem of exalted truth 
To forrow doom the ſummer of thy youth; 
And I, perfidious ! all that ſweetneſs ſee 
Confign'd to laſting miſery for me ? | 
Sooner this moment may the eternal doom 
Palemon in the filent earth entomb !| | 


l 
F 
| 


Thus, white the pangs of thought ſeverer grew, | 


| 
* 


Atteſt thou moon, fair regent A the night ! 
W hoſe luſtre fickens at this mournful fight z 
By all the pangs divided lovers feel, 

That ſweet poſſeſſion only knows to heal ! 

By all the horrors brooding o'er the deep ! 
Where fate and ruin ſad dominion keep; 
Tho? tyrant duty o'er me threatening ſtands, ' 
And claims obedience to her ftern commands : 
Should fortune cruel or auſpicious prove, 

Her ſmile or frown ſhall never change my love! 
My heart, that now muſt every joy reſign, 
Incapable of change, is only thine 

O ceaſe to weep ! this ſtorm will yet decay, 

And theſe ſad clouds of ſorrow melt aways 
While thro' the rugged path of life we go, 

All mortals taſte the bitter draught'sf Wwe. 
The fam'd and great, decreed to equal pain 
Full oft in ſplendid wretchedneſs complain. 

For this proſperity, with brighter ray, 


In ſmiling contraſt gilds our vital day. A 
Thou too, ſweet maid! ere twice ten months are 


| o'er 

Shalt hail Palemon to his native ſhore, - 

Where never intereſt ſhall divide us more. - 

Her — ſoul, o'erwhelm'd with tender 
griets 

Now found an interval of ſhort relief : 

So melts the ſurface of the frozen ſtreum, 

Beneath the wintry ſun's departing beam. 

With warning haſte the ſhades of night withdrew, 

And gave the ſignal of a ſad adieu. 

As on my neck th afflicted maiden hung, 

A thouſand racking*doubts her wrung ; 

She wept the terrors of the wave, 

Too oft, alas! the ing lover's gtave Þ. 


wich ſoft — 1 diſpell'd her fear, 


And from her cheek beguil'd the falling tear. 

While dying fondneſs languiſh'd in her eyes, 

_ 3 her ſoul to heaven in 

Who hear the ſad e e bleeding love ! 

Ye, who the ſecret laws of fate explore, 

Alone can tell if he returns no mote : 

Or if the hour of future joy remain, 

long-ſuffer'd pain! 

ry guardlan miniſter attend, ou 

And from all ill the much-lov'd youth defend ! 

vain, 4 | 6% 

And, urg'd by ſtrong attraction, met again. 

At laſt, by cruel fortune torn apart, 

While tender paſſion ſtream'd in either heart, 

Our eyes transfix'd with agoniſing look, 

One ſad farewel, one laſt embrace we took. 

Forlorn of hope the lovely maid I left, 

Penſive and pale; of every joy bereft, 

She to her couch retir'd to weep, 

While her ſad ſwain embarlæ d upon the deep. 
His tale thus clos'd, from ſympathy of grief, 

Pal-mon's boſom felt a ſweet relief. | 

The hapleſs bird, thus raviſh'd from the ſkies, 

Where all forlorn his lov'd companion flies, 

In ſecret long bewails his cruel fate, 2 

With fond remembrance of his winged mate: 

Till grown familiar with a foreign train, 

Compos'd at length, his ſadly-warbling {train 

In ſweet oblivion charms the ſetaſe of pain. 


— 


With grief o'erwhelm'd we -parted twice in 
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Ye tender maids, in whoſe pathetic ſouls 
Compaſſion's ſacred ſtream impetuous rolls; 
Whoſe warm affections exquiſitely feel 
The ſecret wound you tremble to reveal ; 

Ah ! may no wanderer of the faithleſs main 
Pour through your breaſt the ſoft delicious bane ! 
May never fatal tenderneſs approve - 

The fond effuſions of their ardent love. 

© ! warn'd by friendſhip's counſel, learn to ſhun 
The fatal where thouſands are undone ! 

Now as the 
Approach'd the lonely margin of the main, 
Firſt, with attention rouz'd, Arion ey'd 
The lover, form'd in Nature's pride. 
His frame the happieſt ſymmetry diſplay d; 

And locks of waving gold his neck array'd. 

In every look the Paphian graces ſhine, 

Soft- ing o'er his cheek their bloom divine, 
ity lighten d heart be ſmil'd ſerenely gay, 

Like young Adonis ar the ſon of May. - 

Receiv'd her apple on the Trojan plain ! 

The ſun's bright orb, declining all ſerene, 
Now glanc d obliquely o'er the woodland ſcene. 
Creation ſmiles around ; on every ſpray 
The warbling birds exalt their evening lay. 
Blithe ſkipping o er yon hill, the fleecy train 

oin the deep chorus of the lowing plain: 

he golden lime and orange there were ſeen, 
On fragrant branches of green. 

The cryſtal ſtreams, that velvet meadows lave, 
To the green ocean rol} with chiding wave. 
The glaſly ocean huſh d forgets to roar, 

But trembling murmurs on the ſandy ſhore: 
And la! his ſurface, lovely to behold ! 


While yet the ſhades, on 'Time's eternal ſcale, 
With vibration o'er the vale; 
While yet the ſongſters of the vocal grove 
With dying numbers tune the ſoul to love ; 
With joyful eyes th' attentive maſter ſees 
Th" auſpicious omens of an eaſtern breeze. 


Now radiant veſper leads the ftarry train, 


» returning o'er the plain, 


LY 


And night flow draws her veil o'er land ind main; 


Round the charg'd bowl the ſailors form a ring; 
By turns recount the wond'rous tale, or fing ; 
As love or battle, hardſhips of the main, 
Or genial wine, awake their ſtrain : 
Then ſomethe watch of night alter nate keep, 
The reſt lie buried in oblivious ſleep. 

Deep midnight now involves the livid ſkies, 
While infant breezes from the ſhore ariſe. 
The waning moon, behind a watery ſhroud, 
Pale-glimmer d o er the long - protracted cloud. 
A mighty ring around her ſilver throne, 
With parting meteors croſt, portentous ſhone. 
"This in the troubled {ky full oft prevails ; 
Oft deem d a ſignal of tempeſtuous gales.— 
While young Arion ſleeps, before his fight 
Tumultyous ſwim the viſions of the ni ght. 
Now blooming Anna, with her happy ſwain, 
Approach'd the ſacred Hymeneal fane : _- 
Anon tremendous lightnings fl#ſh between; 
And funezal pomp, and weeping Hves are ſcen 


— 
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Now with Palemon up a ſteep, 

Whoſe ſymmit trembles o'er the roaring deep, 

With painful ſtep he climb'd ; while far above 

_— Hu —_ them with the voice 4 

udden the li height they fell, 

While dreadful yawn'd —. the jaws of hell. 

Amid this fearful trance, a thundering ſound 

He hears—and thrice the hollow decks rebound. 

Upſtarting from his couch, on deck he ſprung ; 

Thrice with ſhrill note the boatſwain's whiſtle rung. 

All hands unmoor |! laims a boiſterous cry : 

All hands unmoor, the cavern rocks reply 

Rous'd from repoſe, aloft the ſailors ſwarm, 

2 arm. * 
given, up-ſpringing with a bound, 

They lodge the bars, — — g 

At every turn the clanging pauls reſound. 

_—_ reluctant from its oozy cave, 

The ponderous anchor riſes o'er the wave. 

Along their ſſ : ppery maſts the yards aſcend, 

And high in air the canvas wings extend : 

Redoubling cords the lofty canvas guide, 

And thro inextricable mazes glide. 

The lunar rays with long reflection gleam, 


To light the veſſel o'er the filver ſtream: 


Along the glaſſy plain ſerene ſhe glides, 
While azure radiance trembles on her fides. 
From eaſt to north the tranſient breezes play ʒ 
And in the Egyptian quarter ſoon decay. 
A calm enſues ; they dread th* adjacent ſhore ; 
The boats with rowers arm'd are ſent before : 
With cordage faſten'd to the lofty prow, 
Aloof to ſea the ſtately ſhip they tow f. 
The nervous crew their ſweeping oarsextend ; . 
And pealing ſhouts the ſhore of Candia rend. 
Succeſs attends their ſkill ; the danger's o'er: 
The portfis doubled and beheld no more. 
— 8 her lamp pale glimmering on the 
ty 

Scatter d before her van reluctant night. 
She comes not in refulgent pomp array'd, 
But ſternly frowning, wrapt in ſullen ſhade. 
Aboveincumbent vapours, Ida's height, 
Tremendous rock ! emerges on the fight. 
North-eaſt the guardian iſe of Standia lies, 
And weſtward Freſchin's woody capes ariſe. 

With winning poſtures, now the wanton fails 

all their ſnares to charm th* inconſtant gales. 

The ſwelling ſtu'n fails now their wings extend, 
Then ſtay- ſails fidelong to the breeze aſcend : 
While all to court the wandering breeze are plac'd ; 
With yards now thwarting, now obliquely brac'd. 


* The windlaſs is a fort of large roller, uſed to 
wind in the cable, or heave up the anchor. It is 
turned about vertically, by a number of long bars of 
levers; in which operation it is prevented from recoil- 
ing, by the pauls. 

rr forward, 
by means of ropes, extending from fore - part to 
one or more of the boats rowing before her. 

t Studding-ſails are long, narrow ſails, which are 
only uſedin fine weather and fair winds, on the out- 
fide of the larger ſquare-ſails. Stay-ſails are three- 


cornered ſails, which are hoiſted up on the ſtays, 
when the wind eroſſes the ſhip's courſe either direct 
or obliqueha | 
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His glaring orb emits a ſanguine blaze. 
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The dim horizon lowering yapours ſhroud, | | 
And blot the ſun, yet ſtruggling in the cloud: 
Throꝭ the wide atmoſphere, condens'd with haze, 


The pilots now their rules of art apply, 
The myſtic needle's devious aim to try. 

The compaſs plac'd to catch the riſing ray , 
The quadrant's ſhadows ſtudious they ſurvey ! 
the arch the gradual index ſlides, 

While Phebusdown the vertic circle glides. 
Now, ſeen on ocean's utmoſt verge to ſwim, 
He ſweeps it vibrant with his nether limb. 
Their ſage experience thus explores the height 
And polar diſtance of the ſource of light: 
Then thro' — _ maze, 2 trace 
Th' analogy proves the magnet's place. 
The wayward ſteel, to truth thus reconcil'd, 
No more the attentive pilot's eye beguil'd. 

The natives, while the ſhip departs the land, 
Aſhore with admiration gazing ttand. 
Majeſtically flow, befors the breeze, 

In filent pomp ſhe marches on the ſeas. 

Her milk-white bottom caſt a ſofter gleam, 

While trembling throꝰ the green tranſlucent ſtream. 

The wales +, that cloſe above in contraſt ſhone, 

Claſp the long fabric with a jetty zone. 

Britannia, riding awful on the prow, 

Gas d o'er the vaſſal-wave that roll'd below : 

Where'er ſhe mov'd, the vaſſal-waves were ſeen 

To yield obſequious and confeſs their queen. 

Th' imperial trident grac'd her dexter-hand, _ 

Of power to rule the ſurge, like Moſes' wand, 

Th' eternal — of the main to keep, 

And guide her ſquadrons o'er the trembling deep. 

Her left propitious bore a myſtic ſhield, 

Around whoſe margin rolls the wat'ry field. 

There her,bold genius, in his floating car, 

O'er the wild billow hurls the ſtorm of war— 

And lo! the beaſts, that oft with jealous rage 

In bloody combat met, from age to age, 

Tam'd into Union, yok'd in friendſhip's chain, 

Draw his proud chariot round the vanquiſh'd main. 

From 2 margin to the center grew 

Shelves, rocks, and whirlpools, hideous to the 
view 

Th immortal ſhield from Neptune ſhe receiv d, 

When firſt her head above the waters heav'd. 

Looſe floated o'er her limbs an azure veſt ; 

A figur'd ſcutcheon glitter'd on her breaſt ; 

There, from one parent foil, for ever young, 

The blooming roſe and hardy thiſtle ſprung. _ 

— her head an CC was ſeen, 

nwove with laurels of unfading green. 

Such was the ſculptur'd prow from van to rear, 
Th' artillery frown'd, a black tremendous tier 
Embalm'd with orient gum, above the wave, 
The ſwelling fides a yellow radiance gave. 


The operation of taking the ſun's azimuth, in 
—_—__ diſcover the eaſtern or weſtern variation of 


magnetical needle. 

F The wales, here alluded to, are an aſſemblage 
of ſtrong planks which envelope the lower part of the 
ſhip's fide, wherein they are broader and thicker than 
the reſt, and appear ſomewhat like a range of hoops 


On the broad ſtern, a pencil warm and bold, 
That never ſervile rules of art controul'd, 


An allegorie tale on high portray'd, 
| There a young hero, here a royal maid. 


The warlike nymph with fond regard ſurvey'd # 
—— her heart diſmay d. 
His look, that once ſhot terror from afar, 

Like young Alcides, or the god of war, 

Serene as ſummer's evening ſkies ſhe ſaw ; 
Serene yet firm ; tho' mild, impreſſing awe. 


Her nervous arm, inur d to toils ſevere, © 


Brandiſh'd th* er'd Caledonian ſpear. 

The dreadful faulchion of the hills ſhe were, 

Sung to the harp in many à tale of yore, F 

That oft her rivers dy d with hoſtile gore. 

Blue was her rocky ſhield ; her piercing eye 

Flaſh'd, like the meteors of her native ſky : 

Her * high - plum d, was rough wich many 2 
car, EN 

And o'er her helmet gleam'd the northern ſtar. 

The warrior youth appear d of noble frame; 

The hardy offspring of ſome Runic dame. 

Looſe o'er his ſhoulders hung the flacken'd bow, 

Renown'd in ſong, the terror of the foe ! 

The ſword, that oft the barbarous North defy d, 


The ſcourge of tyrants ! glitter d by his fide. 


Clad in refulgent arms, in battle won, 
The George imblazon'd on his corſelet ſhone. 
Faſt by his fide was ſeen a golden lyre, 
77 with numbers of eternal fire; 

ſtrings unlock the witches' midnight ſpell ; 
Or waft wrapt fancy ——— 
Struck with contagion, kindling fancy hears 
The ſongs of heaven ! the muſic of the ſpheres ! . 
Borne on Newtonian wing thro ' air ſhe flies, 
Where other ſuns to other ſyſtems riſe !— 
Theſe front the ſcene conſpicuous—over-head 
Albion's proud oak his filial branches ſpread : 
While on the ſea-beat ſhore obſequious ſtood, 
Beneath their feet, the father of the flood 
Here, the bold native of her cliffs above, 
Perch'd by the martial maid the bird of Jove ; 
There on the watch, ſagacious of his prey, 
With eyes of fire, an Engliſh maſtiff lay. 
Yonder fair commerce ſtretched her winged ſail 3 
Here frown'd the god that wakes the living gale 
High o'er the poop, the flattering winds unfurl'd 
Th' imperial —— 6: the wat'ry world. 

- bluſhing armors all the tops inveſt ; 
le ; 
Then _— the maſts 3 the canvas ſwell'd ow 
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And waving ſtreamers floated in the ſky. 
Thus the rich veſſel moves in trim array, 
Like ſome fair virgin on her bridal day. 
Thus, like a ſwan ſhe cleaves the wat'ry plain ; 
The pride and wonder of the /Egean main ! 
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In black progreſſion, lo hover near; 
Hail ſocial horrors, like my fate ſevere ! 
Old Ocean hail, beneath whoſe azure zone 
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Rodmond exutting felt th? auſpicious wind, 
And by a myſtic charm its aim confin'd.— 
The thoughts of home, chat o'er his fancy roll, 
With trembling joy dilate Palemon's ſoul : 
lifts his heart, before whoſe vivid ray 


F'en they, th' i 
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| Nor leſs o'erjoy 'd, 


Tim ber black 
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with truth, 
Each Faithful u. maid — th* — ponds 
In diſtant boſoms equal ardors glow, 
And mutual mutual joy beſtow.— 
Tall Ida's ſummit now more diſtant grew, 
And Jove's high hill was raiſing on the view 3 
When, from the left approaching, they deſcry 
A liquid column towering ſhoot on high. 
The foaming baſe an angry whirlwind ſweeps, 
Where curling billows rouſe the fearful deeps. 
Still round and round the fluid vortex flies, 
Scattering dun night and horror thro the ſkies. 
The ſwift volution and th' enormous train 
Let ſages vers d in nature's lore explain! 
The hotrid apparition Rill draws nigh, 
And white with foam the whirling ſurges fly — 
The guns were prim'd the 


veers 
battery on the column bears. 

The nitre fir d; and while the dreadtul ſound, 

Convulſive, ſhook the air around, 

The wat'ry valume, trembling to the ſky, 

Burſt down a dreadful deluge from on high! 

Th' affrighted ſurge, recoiling as it fell, 

Rolling in hills diſclos'd th* abyſs of hell. 

But ſoon, this tranſient undulation o'er, 

The ſea ſubſides 3 the whirlwinds rage no more. 

While ſouthward now th increaſing breezes vect, 

Dark clouds incumbent on their wings appear. 

In front they view the conſecrated grove 

Of cypreſs, ſacred ance to Cretan Jove. 

The canvaſs, all around ſupplied, 

Still drinks unquench's the full aerial ride. 

And now, near the lofty, ſtern, 

A ſhoal of ſportive dalphins they diſcern. | 

From burniſh'd ſcales they beam refulgent rays, 

Till all the glowing ocean ſeems to blaze. 

Soon to the ſport of death the crew repair, 

Dart the long lance, —— the baĩted ſnare. 


And, plunging, ftruck the fated victim thro”. 

| Th* upturmog points his ponderovs bulk ſuſtain 3 | 
| On deck he ſtruggles with convulſive pain. 

But while his heart the fatal javelin thrills, 

And flitting life eſcapes in ſenguine rills, 


What radiant changes ſtrike 10 aſtumiſh d fight ! | 
What glowing hues of mingled ſhade and and light 
Not equal beauties gild the Jucid weſt, 
With parting beams all o'er profuſely dreſt. 
Not lovelier colaurs paint the vernal dawn, 
When orient.dews impearl th' enamel'd lawn, 
Than from his fides in br ght ſuffufion flow, 
That now with gold empyreal ſeem to glow ; 
Now in pellucid ſapphires meet the view, 
And emulate the loft celeftial hue ; 
| Now beam a crimſon on the eye z 
And now aſſume the purple's deeper dye. 
But here deſcription clouds each — 
What terms of art can nature's powers 

Now, while on high the 
The ſhip beneath her lofty preſſure reels. 
The auxiliar ſails that court a gentle hee, 
eee: 


Whoſe tubborn foul are ſheath triple te} | 
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watchful ruler of the helm no more, The haliards ® and 
With fix'd attention, eyes the adjacent ſhore ; To clue- lies and 
But by the oracle of dels | N 
The wond'rous magnet, guides the wayward prow. | yards, while ready 
The wind, that ſtill the impreſſive canvas ſwell d, | The weather-carings and the 
Swift and more Fiſt the yielding bark impell'd. | The reefs enroll'd, and every point made 
Impatient thus the glides along the coaſt, Their taſk above thus finiſh'd 
Tüll far behind the hill of Jove.is loſt 
And while aloof from Retimo ſhe ſteers, 
Malacha's foreland full in front appears» 1 
Wide o er yon iſthmus ſtands the 


That once enclos d the hallow'd fane of Jove. 
Here too, memorial of his game ! is found - 
A tomb, in marble ruins on the ground. 
This gloomy tyrant, whoſe triumphant yoke 
The trembling Rates around to ſlav ry broke, 
'Thro' Greece for murder, rape, and inceſt known, 
The Muſes rais'd to high Olympus' throne.— 
For oft, alas; their venal ttrains adorn 
The prince whom bluſhing virtue holds in ſcorn. 
Still Rome and Greece record his endleſs fame, 
And hence yon' mountain yet retains his name. 
But fee ! in confluence borne hefore the blaſt, 
Clouds roll'd on clouds the duſky noon o ercaſt ; 
The black*ning ocean curls ; the winds ariſe ; 
And the dark ſcud * in ſwift ſucceſſion flies. 
While the ſwoln canvas bends, the maſts on high, 
Low in the waves the leeward cannon lie f. 
The ſailors now, to give the ſhip relief, 
Reduce the tupſails by a ſingle reef 1. 
Each lofty yard with ſlacken'd cordage reels, - 
Rattle the creaking blocks, and ringing'wheels. 
Down the tall maſts the topſails fiale.atnain 3 
And, ſoon reduc'd, aſſume their poſt ag un. 
More diftant grew receding Candia's ſhore ; 
And ſouthward of the weſt Cape Spado bore. - 
Four hours the ſun his high. meridian throne 
Had left, and o'er Atlantic regions ſhone ; 
Still blacker clouds, that all the ſkies invades 
Draw o'er-his ſullied orb a diſmal ſhade. F 
A ſquall deep-low'ring blots the ſouthern K 
Before whoſe boiſterous breath the waters fly. 
Its weight the topſails can no more; ſuſtain, 
Reef topſails, reef, the boatſwain calls agaia ! - 


* Scud is a name given by ſeamen to the loweſt 
clouds, which are driven with great rapidity along 
the atmoſphere, in ſqually or tempeſtuous weather. 


ons or ſpaces by which the principal ſails are reduced] Tacks are only uſed in a fide-wind. . 
when the wind increaſes ; and again enlarged proportij- f *# The helm is ſaid to be a-weather, when the 


Then en che lecward ſpeet the ſeamen bend, 175 a 


: malt wheretvar is attached, 2 * ſenſe, 


| 


WHIIeF'e; the foam the np impetuous flies, 
Th. attentive tüieneer 's the helm applies. 
As kf purfuit-alilg ch. actial why, 
ng ardent eyes the falcon marks Uu . N 
tion Aakehes of che doubtful chacse; 
Ode wheAmyg thro? the liquid ſpace 3 Rav 5. 4 
So, gerede d bythe ftcerfman's glowing hands, 
The regent helm her motion fill commands. ny 
But now the tranſient ſquiall to lee ward paſt, 
Again ſhe rallies & the ſullen blaſt. * 
The helm to ſtarboard F turns; with wings meln 
The ſidelong canvas elaſps the Faithleſs wind. f 
The mizen'draws ; ſhe ſprings Wenn. * 
While the fore ſtay- fal bellces before. 
The fore ſail brac*d obliquely to the wind, 1 i 
They near dhe prow th a Ne 1 


— 


_ haul the bowline to the bowſprit end,” 
To topfails'next they haſte j the buntlines gone, 
The eluelines thre? their heel d machinery ran: 
On either fide below the ſheets are mann'd 4 | 
Again the Auttering ſails their Mirts ex be 
Once more the topſails, thou with bene, 
Mounting aloft their ancient poſt reſume. 
Again the bowlines and the Yards are brac'd'|| 
And all th' entangled'cords/in order plac' d. 
The fail, by whirtwinds thus e lately n 
In tatter d ruins is undent,” 4 
With brails 4 refix*d — ſoon prepat d, 
Aſcending, ſpreads along beneath the yard. 
Tv each yard- arm the Dead - rope extend, 
And ſoon their eatings and the wwebins bend, 
That taſk perform d, they firſt che brates ** lack, 
Then to ts ſtation drag the unwilling tackk( ; 
And, while the lee clue - garnet d ſower'd a 


PR "OR FE 


1 'Timoneet (from imonaer, Fr) ) the betas 
vr ſteerſman. 451 l 1 2552 ! 
7+ The heim, being tured 20-furbourd; br to the 
right fide of the ſhip,” directe ine prow tothe left, 
or to port, and viee + verſa, ' * "Hence che helm being 
put a-ftardoard, hen the ſhip T 
directs her pro pwatds the welt. - 

t This ſail, which is wen more tiny called 
the fore aſt-ftay-ſail, is a triangular fal chat runs 
upon the stay, over the bouſprit. It is 
uſed to command the fore part of che ſhip; and :<oun- 
terhalagce the 'fails extended towards "the ſtern. See 
alſo _— note of this Ont gg 
. is . ben. it-ls turned 
aha eb HO nt —— 

Are call 


employed in this 
6 The ropes uſed to truſs up — or 


called brailsse NI. 

The head rope us condto with the upper 
part of the ſaił it ſewed. 0! lte a $5 NMantt 19% 

! +4 Nope-bands, prodounced--wobbing)zare ſmall |the 
cords, uſed. — honeys pate pa to its 
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| Now to the north, from Afric's n Bee," 
A troop of porpoiſes their courſe explore: 
In curling wreaths-they gambol on the tide, 
Now bound aloft," now down the billow glide ; 


| Their tracks'awhilethe hoary waves retain, 


That burn in fparkling trails along the main, 


'| Theſe fleeteſt caurſers of the finny race, 


When threat'ning clouds th* ztherial vault deface, 


45 Their route to ewutd ſtill ſagacious form, 


To ſhun the fiify of th* approaching ſtorm. 
Fair Candia now no more, beneath her lee, 
Protects the veſſel from th' inſulting ſea : 


| Round her broad arms, impatient'of controul 


Rous d from their ſecret deeps the billows A 
Sunk were the bulwarks of the friendly ſhore, 
And all the ſcene an hoſtile aſpect wore. 

The flattering wind, that late with promis'd' aid 


| From Candia's bay d unwilling ſhip betray d, 
No longer fawns beneath the fair diſguiſe, 


But Tike a a ruffian'on his-quarry flies. 
Toſs'd on the tide the feels the tempeſt blow, 
And dreads the vengeance of ſo fell a foe. 

As the proud horſe, with coftly trappings gay, 
Exulting prances to the RP fray z 

Spurning the ground, he glories in his might, 
But reels tumultuous in the ſhock of fight; 


© | Even ib, capatiſon'd in gaudy pride, 


The bounding veſſel dances on the tide. 


I Fierce and more fierce the ſouthern demon blew, 
E 


The ſhip no longer can her topſails 

And every hope of fairer ſkies is fled. | 
Bowlines and haliards are relax'd 3 
Cluelines haul'd down, and ſheets let fly amain; 


| | ] Clued-up each topfail, and by braces ſquar'd ; 
Tang fe the bre, they ally and belly FF." * f 


The ſeamen climb aloft on either yard. 

They furl'd the fail, and pointed to the wind 

The yard, by rolling-tackles * then confin'd. 

While o'er the ſhip the gallant boatſwain flies, 

Like a hoarſe maſtiff thro” the ſtörm he cries : 
Prompt to direct the unſkilful ſtill appears; 

Th' expert he praiſes, and the fearful cheers. 

Now ſome to ſtrike top - gallant yards attend; 
Some travellers f up the weather backſtays || ſend þ 
At each maſt-head the top-ropes & others bend. 


0 2 

7 The tackle 3 is an aſſemblage of pullies, 
ufed to confine — the weather - ſide of the 
maſt, and prevent the former from rubbing againſt 
the latter by the Err moten of the ſhip ina 
turbulent ea. 

104 le is uſual to ſend' down the - top-gallant yards 


yards that are rigged in a ſhip. - 

1 Fravellers are ſlender iron rings, encircling the 
backſtays und uſed to facilitate the hoiſting or lower- 
ing of —_ top-gallant yards, by confining them te 

backſtays, in their afcent or deſcent, ſo as to 
vent them ſwinging about by the agitation of the 


reſpectire yard. es 0G! 400 1 veſſel. 


e Becauſe the le- bräre confines dhe yard ſo chat 
the tack vill not com down to i place till the braces 
are caſt looſe. bau- Nene. 

++ Taught implies Riff, tene, or. Extbiided 
ſtraight: and tally is'a phraſe particularly-applied to, 
the operation of hauling aft the ſheets, 'or drawing 


are long 
right and left fide of the ſhip to the topmaſt-heads, 
0 counteracting 


1 which they are intended to Tecure, by 


the effort of the wind upon the ſails. - 
§ Top-ropes are the cords by which the top-gal- 
lant yards are hoiſted — from dhe deck, or lowered 


them towards the ſhip's ſtern. To belay, is to faſten. 


> 


again in ſtormy weather 


on the approach of "a ſtorm. They are the higheſt 


* 2 ropes, extending from the 


SS 22 83829 


22 28 
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. 
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The youngeſt ſailors from the yards — 

Their Td *, lifts . and braces ſoan remove; 

Then topt an-end, and to the travellers tied, 

Charg'd with their fails, they down the backſtays 
6 flide. 0 

The yards ſecure along the booms f reclin'd ; 

While ſome the flying cords aloft confin'd,—  . 

Their ſails reduced. and all the rigging clear, 

Awhile the crew relax from toils ſev ecke. 

Awhile their ſpirits, with fatigue oppreſts. .- - 

In vain expect thꝰ alternate hour of reſt: 

But with redoubling force the tempeſt blow, - | 

And watery hills in fell ſucceſſiun flow... - - 

A diſmal ſhade o'ercaſts the frouning ſkies; _ 

New truuhles grow 3 new difficulties riſe. 

No ſeaſon this from duty to deſcend 

All hands on deck, th eventual hour attend. 
His race perform'd, the ſacred lawp of day N 

Now dipt in weſtern clouds his parting ray. 7 

His fick'ning fires, half-loſt in ambient haze, | 

Refract along the duſk a crimſon blaze; 

Till deep immerg'd the languid orb declines,. 

And now to cheerleſs night the ſky reſigns ! 

Sad evening's hour, how different from the paſt ! 

No flaming pomp, no bluſhing glories caſt. 

No ray of friendly light is ſeen around; 

The moon and ſtars in hopeleſs ſhade are drown'd. 
The ſhip no longer can her courſes || bear: 

To reef the courſes is the maſter's care: 

The ſailors ſummon” 3 aft, a dating dn 

Attend th' enfulding brails at his command. 

But here the doubtful officers diſpute: , . -. 

Till ſkill and judgment prejudice confute,———. 

Rodmond, whoſe genius never ſoar d beyond. 

The narrow rules of art his youth had conn d, 

Still to the hoſtile "ry, of the wind 

Releas'd the ſheet, and kept the tack confin'd. 

To long-tried practice obſtinately warm, 

He doubts conviction, and relies on form. 

But the ſage maſter his advice 2 7M 

With whom Arion in | 

The watchful ſeaman, whoſe ; $2 eye 

On ſure experience may with truth rely, 5 


Who from the reigning cauſe foretels th effect, 


This barbarous practice ever will rejet. . 
For, fluttering looſe in air, the rigid fail 
Soon flits to ruins in the furious gale ; 


* The parrel, which is uſually a moveable band of 
ropes bann em 


+ Lifts are ropes extending from the head of any 
maſt to the extremities of its particular yard, to ſup- 


And he who ſtrives the enges tb dlm, PE 5-8 
Will never firſt embrail-the lee yard-arm. +. . + 
The maſtes {aid —obedient to command, i Tis 51. 
To raiſe the tack, the ready fajlors ſtand þ.m— - 
Gradual it looſens, while th —— clue, 4 
n unruffling fl . 

he ſheet and weather: -bras they now ſtand by ® 3 
The lee clue-garnet and the bunt- lies ply. 


- "| Thus all prepar d, Ler go the fleet, he a 


Impetuous round the ringing wheels it flies; * 
15 ivering at firſt, till by the blaſt impell d,  # 
igh o'er the lee yard - atm the canvas ſwell d: 
By ſpilling lines f einhrac d. brails confin'd, -. 


- [Ht lies at length unſhaken by the wN]ͤnõ m. 


he foreſajl. then ſecar'd, with. equal care 2 


Again to reef the mainſail they repair,— 


While ſome high mounted over-haul the tye, | 
Below the down-haul-tackle I others ply. "F434 
Jears &, lifts, .and brails, a ſeaman each %,. 
Along the maſt the willing yard deſcends. 


| When lower'd ſufficient they ſecurely brace; 4 


And fix the rolling-tackle in its place; 

The reef-lines ** and their earings now prepar'd,. 

Mounting on pliant ſhrouds &, they man the . 1 
appear, 


I Far on th' extremes two able hands 


Arion there, the hardy boatſwain here; | 
Tat in the van to front the zempeſt hung; 
This round the lee yard-arm, ill omen d! clung.. 


+ It has been remarked before, that the tack is 
always faſtened to windward: ' accordingly as ſoon as 
it is caſt looſe, and the clue-garnet hauled up, the 
weather - clue of the ſail immediately mounts. to the 


-| yard; and this operation muſt be carefully 


in a form, to prevent the ſail — ſplitting, or be- 


ing torn to pieces by ſhivering. 


* It is neceſſary to pull in the weather-brace 
whenever the ' ſheet is.caſt-off, to ae the fail 


from ſhaking violently... _  ,, 
+ The ſpilling- lines, which are only uſed on par- 
| ticular occafions in tempeſtuous are em- 


ployed to drau together and confine che delly of the 
fail, when it is inflated by the. wind over the yard. - 
t The violence of the wind forces the yard ſa 
much outward from the maſt on theſe occaſions, that 
it cannot eaſily be lowered ſo as to reef the ſail, with- 
out the application of a tackle to haul it down on the 
— This is afterwards converted into rollings 
tackle. 8 
& Tears are the ſame to the mainſail, foreſail and 
r 
The tye is the upper, part of the jears. 
Reef - lines are only | uſed to reef the mainſait 


port the weight of the latter 3 to retain it in balance 3} and foreſail. They are paſſed in ſpiral turns through 


or to raiſe one yard-arm higher than the other, which 
is accordingly called topping. _. | 


m The booms in .this place imply any maſts or 


yards lying on the deck, in reſerve, to ſupply, the place yard, 


of others which may be away by of 
1 er L 
he wh is A, ek 6 he 
Dy foreſail and * 1 * 5 the lar 
and loweſt ſails on their ' ſev : the term is 
howerer ſometimes taken in a er eſe. U 


the eye - let holes of the reef, and over the head of 
the ſails fe tween the rope - hand legs, till they reach 
che extremities. of the reef, to which they ars firmly 
extended, fo as d les the reef cloſe, up to the 


T Cog lr 2, CIP 
maſt-heads downwards to the outſide of the ſhip, 


- | ſerving to ſupport the maſts. They are alſo uſed as 


a. range of rope-ladders by which the ſeamen aſcen 
or deſcend, to to. perform, whatever, is nn about 
the fally POTS: £5 ey 


: 8 L 
5 391 ads 54% „„ 
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Each eating to its tation firſt they bend; 
497 — the yard extend; 
The circling , ch extremes entwin'd 


Thro' eye-let holes and roebin-lege were reev d. 
The in double folds involv'd they lay; 
Strain the firm cord, and either end belay. 
Hadft thou, Arion held the lee ward poſt, 
Whileon the yard by mountain billows toſt 
Oblivion o'er our tragic tale 

But ruling heaven prolong'd thy 

Severer ills to ſuffer and relate 

For, while their orders thoſe aloft attend, 
To furl the mainſail, or on deck deſcend, 

A ſea v, np-ſurging with tremendous roll, 
To inſtant ruin ſeems to doom the whole. 
—— —uᷣv nnndr rhe 
It comes all-dreadful, ſtooping from the ſkies ! 
Uplifted on its horrid edge, the feels 

"The ſhock, and on her fide half · bury d reels : 
The ſail, half-bury'd in the whelming wave, 
A fearful warning to the ſeamen gave : 
C [ 
Three ſailors with gallant boatſwain fell. 
"Torn with refiftleſs fury from their hold, 
In vain their ſtruggling arms the yard unfold; 
In vain to grapple flying cords they try ; 
"The cords, a ſolid gripe ! 


Prone on the midnight ſurge, with panting breath 


"They cry for aid, and long contend with death. 
High oer their heads the rolling billows ſweep z 
And down they fink in everlaking fleep.— 


The wretched victims die beneath the lee; 
With fruitleſs ſorrow their Joſt Rate bemoan ; 
Perhaps a fatal prelude to their own! - 
la dark ſuſpence on deck the pilots ſtand, 
Nor can determine on the next command. 
"Tho? till they knew the veſſe!'s armed fide 


Should they, We reef'd, again their ſails extend, 


ain in fluttering fragments rend ; 
Sf , beneath the 4d ain 


32 


à ſingle wave or 


4 next receiv'd, | 


and the inner turns are em-| mizen-yard, 
plagen confine its head -rope cloſe to its ſurface, reefing 

A ſea is 9 by ſailott to] The reef of this (ail is towards the lower end, the 
: hence when a wave burſts | knictles bring ſmall 


| | Long in their minds revolving each event, 
At laſt to furl the courſes they conſent. 
That done to reef the mizen next agree, 


And try * beneath it, ſidelong in the ſea. 
Now down the maſt the ſloping yard declin'd, 
Till 2 topping-lift F confin'd. 


They know no danger, or they ſcorn it all; 
But ev'n the generous ſpirits of the brave, 
Subdu'd by toil, a friendly reſpite crave, 


i 
i 
21 
7 


Far other cares the maſter's mind employ ; 
Approaching perils all his hopes deftroy. 

In yain he ſpreads the graduated chart, 

And bounds the diſtance by the rules of art; 


„To try, g to lay the ſhip with her fide nearly 
in the a Mien of the rep ſea, with the head 


line and the fix following deſcribe 


the operation of and balancing the mizen- 


lines uſed in the room of 


| mall ſhort lin 
over the deck, the veſſel is fait to have ſhipped a ſea. points for this purpoſe ; they are according! knotted 
of it, IO RP ne F Laſhed a-lee, is faftencd tothe lee fide. 


. of the ſtorm. 


Lafer AR 
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In vain athwirt the mimic ſeas expands 

The compaſſes to circumjatent lands. 

Ungrateful taſk | for no aſylum trac'd, 

A paſſage open'd from the wat ry waſte. 

Fate ſeem'd to guard, with adamantine mound, 

The path to every friendly port around. 

While 2 with ere doubts diſmay d, 

The geometric diſtances ſurvey d, : 

On deck the watchful Rodmond cries aloud, 

Secure your lives,-grafp every man a ſhroud !— 

Rous'd from his trance he mounts with eyes aghaſt; 

When o'er the ſhip, in undulation vaſt, 

A giant ſurgedown-ruſhes from on high, 

And fore and aft diffe ver d ruins lie.— 

As when, Britannia's empire to maintain, 

Great Hawke deſcends in yen oe marry 

Around the brazen voice of battle roars, 

And fatal lightning blaſt the hoſtile ſhores ; 

Beneath the ſtorm their ſhatter d navies groan, 

The trembling recoil from zone to zone: 

Thus the torn veſſel felt th* cnormous ftroke ; 

The boats beneath the thundering deluge broke 3 

Forth · ſtarted from their planks the burſting rings, 

Th' extended cordage all afunder ſprings. 

The pilot's fair machinery ſtrews the deck, 

2 
; to the 


Five feet immers d along the line ; 

A: either pump they py the hanking brake, 
y il office 

Rodmand, Arion, and 


At this ſad taſk, all diligent appear. 5 
As ſome fair caftle, ſhook by rude alarms, 


; Oppoſes long th* approach of hoſtile arms ; 


Grim wat around her 
And death and mark his horrid way 
Till in ſome deftin'd  againft her 
In tenfold rage the fatal thunders fall ; | 
The ramparts crack, the ſolid bulwarks rend; 
And hoſtile troops the ſhatter d breach aſcend ; 
Reſolv d till death their ſacred charge to guard: 
$0 the brave mariners their pumps attend, | 
And help inceſſant by retation lend ; 
But all in vain, for now the ſounding cord, 
Undrawn, and undiminifh'd depth explor'd. 
ö ————— | 
rids op cannon groan.— 
rolling 272 volume's height, 
The tortut d fides ſeem burſting with their weight. 


Sorcels Pelorus, with convulfive throes, And wave uproll'd on wave aſfails the ſkies; 
When in his veins the burning glows; | With ever-floating bulwarks they ſurround | 
Hearſe thro* his entrails roars th' » | | The ſhip, half ſwallow'd in the black profound? 
And central thunders rend his frame — With ceaſeleſs hazard and fatigue > 
Accumulated miſchiefs thus ariſe, Dior and anguiſh eery bes, 
And Fate vindictive all their fill defies. For while boundleſs inn o'er 
Sod ao, | The ſea-beat ſhip, th* involving waters roar, 
* The well is an in the ſhip's hola, | Diſplac'd ach by her capacious womb, 
ſerving to ineloſe the s. It is founded by They rage their ancient ſtation to reſume ; . 


: drop- 
a meaſured iron rod into it 12 


e the increaſe or diminutiou of 
caluy diſcovered. 


. The brake is the lever or handle of the pump, 


dy which it is wrought, 


' | Fronting the rude aſſaults of every wave. 


| One only remedy the ſeaſon gave 3 , 
To plunge the nerves of battJe in the wave 1 
From their high platforms thus th* artillery thrown, 
Eas'd of their load, the timbers leſs ſhall groan ; 
But arduous is the taſk their lot requires ; | 
A taſk that hovering Fate alone inſpires ! : 
| For, while intent the yawning decks to caſe, 
That ever and anon are drench d with ſeas, 
Some fatal billow, with recoiling ſweep, 
May whirl the ——— — the deep. 
No ſeaſon this for counſel or delay , 
Too ſoon the eventful moments haſte away l 
Here perſeverance, with each help of art, 
Muſt join the boldeſt efforts of the heart. 
Theſe only now their miſery can relieve ; 
Theſe only now a dawn of ſafety give. 


| While v'er the quivering deck, from van to rear, 
Broad ſurges roll in terrible , 
Rodmond, Arion, and a chin crew, 


This office in the face of death purſue. 
The wheel'd artillery o'er the deck to guide, 
Rodmond deſcending claim'd the weather-fige. 
Fearleſs of heart the chief his orders gave; 


Like ſome ſtrong watch-tower nodding o'er the deep, 
waters ſwe 


unbound 
Rodmond's aſſociates wheel th artillery round; 


Thundering they pl into the flaſhing tide. 

| The thipthus eas'd, forme little reſpite finds, 
In this rude conflift of the ſeas and winds, 

Such eaſe Alcides felts when, clogg d with gore, 
Th' envenom'd mantle fiom his fide he tore; 


When, ſtung with pain, he trove, too late, 
To ſtop the ſwift career of cruel fate. 

Yet then his heart one ray of hope d, 

Sad harbinger of ſevenfold pangs endur'd ! 

Such, and fo ſhort, the of woe the found * 
Cimmerian darkneſs the around, 

Save when the li g on the 


Flaſh thro' the gloom a pale diſaſtrous light. - 
Above all zther, fraught with ſcenes of woe, 
With grim deſtruction threatens all below. 
Beneath the ftorm-laſh'd ſurges fu.jous riſe, 


® The waiſt of 2 


of this kind is an hollow 
* of about five feet 
0 


depth, contained between 
levations of the quarter deelc and ſoreraſtle, and 
having che upper deck for its baſe or platform. 4 
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By ſecret ambuſhes, their force to prove, 

Thro' many a winding channel firſt they rove ; 

Till, gathering fury, lik: the fever'd blood, 

Thro' her dark veins they roll a rapid flood. 

While unrelenting thus the leaks they found, 

The pumps with ever-clanking ftrokes reſound. 

Around each leaping valve, by toil ſubdu'd, | 

The tough bull-hide muſt ever be renew'd. - 

Their ſinking hearts unuſual horrors chill; 

- And down their weary limbs thick dews diftil. © / 

No ray of light their dying hope redeems ! 

Pregrant with ſome new woe each moment teems | 
Again the chief th' inſtructive draught extends, 

And o'er the figur'd plane attentive bends ; 

To him the motion of each orb was known, 

That wheels around the ſun's refulgent throne: 

But here, alas ! his ſcience nought avails !. | 

Art droops unequal, and experience fails. 

The different traverſes, ſince twilight made, 

He on the hydrographic circle laid ; 

Then the broad angle of lee-way * explor'd, 

As ſwept acroſs the graduated chord. 

Her place diſcover'd by the rules of art, 

Unuſual terrors ſhook. the maſter's heart; 

When Falconera's rugged iſle he found | 

Within her drift, with ſhelves and breakers bound; 

For if on thoſe deſtructive ſhallows toſt, 

The helpleſs bark with all her crew are loſt: 

As fatal ſtill appears, that danger v'er, 

The ſteep St. George, and rocky Gardalor. 

With him the pilots of their hopeleſs ſtate 

In mournful conſultation now debate. 

Not more perplexing doubts her chiefs appall, 

When ſome proud city verges to her fall; 

While ruin glares around, and pale affright 

Convenes her councils in the dead of night— 

No blazon'd trophies o'er their concave ſpread, 

Nor ſtoried pillars rais'd aloft the head : : 

But here the queen of ſhade around them threw 

Her dragon-wing, diſaſtrous to the view ! 2 

Dire was the ſcene, with whirlwind, hail and 


ſhower ; 

Black melancholy rull'd the fearful hour ! 
Beneath tremendous roll'd the flaſhing tide, 
Where fate on every billow ſeem'd to ride. 
Inclos'd with ills, by peril unſubdu'd, 

Great in diſtreſs the maſter-ſeaman ſtood : 
Skill'd to command ; deliberate to adviſe ; 
Expert in Action; and in council wiſe ; 
Thus to his partners, by the crew unheard, 
The dictates of his ſoul the chief referr'd : 

Ye faithful mates, who all my trouble ſhare, 
Approv'd companions of your maſter's care! 
To you alas! twere fruitleſs now to tell | 
| Our fat GA, Ap room opal! 15 
This morn wi favouring gales the port we 7 
Nee 
No {kill nor long experience could forecaſt, + 
Th' unſeen h of this deſtructive blaſt. 
Theſe ſeas, where ſtorms at various ſeaſons bio-. 
No reigning winds nor certain omens know, ,.. , | 


5" I 
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Had oft the maſter's happier 
Vet. now, the hour, the ſcene, th' occaſion known, 
Perhaps with equal right preferr'd his on. 


Blunt was his { 


No opens to her 


A leaky ſhip embay'd by dangerous lands, 


| Our bark no tranſient jeopardy ſurrounds ; 


Groaning ſhe lies beneath unnumber'd 
"Tis ours the doubtful remedy to find; 


To ſhun the fury of the ſeas and wind. 


For in this hollow ſwell, with labour ſore, -, 
Her flank can bear the burſting floods no more: 
Yet this or other ills ſhe muſt endure; _ 5 
A dire diſeaſe, and deſperate is the cure 

Thus two expedients offer d to your choice, 
Alone require your counſel and your voice, 


| Theſe only in our power are left to try; 


To periſh here, or from the ſtorm to fir. 
The doubtful balance in my judgment caſt, _ 


For various reaſons I prefer the laſt. 


"Tis true, the veſſel and her coſtly freight, 

To me confign'd, my orders only wait; 

et, ſince the charge of every life is mine, 

o equal votes our counſels I reſign ; | 
Forbid it, heaven, that, in this dreadful hour, 
I claim the dangerous reins of purblind power! 
But ſhould we now reſolve to bear away, 


| Our hopeleſs ſtate can ſuffer no delay. 
Nor can we, thus berett of every ſail, 


Attempt to ſteer obliquely on the gale. 


For then, if broaching fideward to the ſea, 


Our dropſy'd ſhip-may founder by the lee 


No more obedient to the pilot's power, 
- | Tl o'erwhelming wave may ſoon her frame devoùr. 
He ſaid the liſtening mates with fixed regard, 
And filent reverence, his opinion heard. | 


Important was the queſtion. in debate, 

And o'er their counſels hung impending fate. 
Rodmond, in many a ſcene of peril try'd, 

| deſcry'd. 


Of long experience in the naval art, rk 
and naked was his heart; 
Alike to him each climate and each blaſt ; 
— in danger, in retreat the laſt: 
Sagac ious balancing th' oppos d events, 
From Albert his opinion thus diſſents. 

Too true the perils of the preſent hour, 
Where toils exceeding toils our ſtrength o erpowęr 
Yet whither can we turn, what road purſue, 
With death before till opening on the view? 
Our bark, tis true no ſhelter can find, 
Sore ſhatter'd by the ruffian ſeas and wind. 
Yet with what of refuge can we flee, 
Chac'd by this tempeſt and outrageous ſea! 
For while its violence the tempe ps, 


$ 
kee 
Bereft of every ſail we roam the deeps : 


I At random driven, to preſent death we haſte 3 


And one ſhort hour 


may be our laſt. 
In vain the gulph 


Corinth on our lee, n 8 
a paſſage free.; * 

Since, if before the blaſt the veſſel flies, 

Full in her track unnumber'd dangers riſe. 

Here Falconera ſpreads her lurking ſnares ; 

| There diſtant Greece her rugged ſhelfs prepares. 

hould once her bottom ftrike that rocky. ſhore, 


„ The lee-way, or drift, which in this place] The — — were no more j 


are ſy s tertns, is the movement by which 
2 ſhip is I 


wen fideways at the mercy of the wind and Beyonc t 
eprived of the government of the Thus if to ſeud too raſbly we canſent ., 


:yond relief were doom'd to periſh too. 


ſea, when the is d 


— 
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oo late in fatal hour we may repent, 214 * 


— 


The hour, th' occafiqn all your {kill demands; 
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of our purpoſe this appears the ſcope, 
T the danger with the doubtful hope. 
Though ſorely buffeted by every fea, ö; 
Our hull unbroken long may try a-lee. | 
The crew, tho" harraſs'd long with tolls ſevere, 
Still at their pumps perceive no hazards near. 
Shall we, incautious, then the danger tell, 
At once their courage and their hope to guell ? 
Prudence forbids This ſouthern tempeſt 
May c 
Its nac, terrible, may ſoon ſubſide, 
Nor into mountains laſh th* unruly tide. 


ſoon | 
its quarter with the changing moon. 


o oa -- 


Theſe leaks ſhall then decreaſe z the fails once more 


Direct our courſe to ſome relievitg ſhore. 


Thus while he ſpoke, around from man to man 


At either pump a hollow murmur ran. 


For while the veſſel, thro' unnumber'd chinks, | 


Above, below, th' invading water drinks, 
Sounding her depth, they ey'd the wetted ſcale, 
And lo! the leaks o'er all powe i 
Yet in their poſt, by terrors unſubdu'd, 
They with redoubling force their taſk 

And now the ſenior pilot ſeem'd to wait 
Arion's voice to cloſe the dark debate. _ | 
Tho? many a bitter ſtorm, with peril frwght, 
In Neptune's ſchool 

taught, 


So oft he bled by fortune s cruel dart, 
It fell at laſt inmoxious on his heart, 
His mind ſtill ſhunning care with ſecret hate, 
In patient indolence refign'd to fate, af 
But now the horrors that around him roll, 

Thus rous'd to action his rekindling ſoul. 

With fix'd attention, pondering in my mind 
The dark diftrefſes on each fide combin'd ; 
While here we linger in the paſs of fate, 

J ſee no moment left for ſad debate. 
For ſome decifion if we wiſh to form, 
Ere yet our veſſel fink beneath the ftorm, 
Her ſhatter'd ſtate and yon deſponding crew 
At once ſuggeſt what meaſures to purſue. 
The labouring hull already ſeems half fill'd 
With waters thro* an ern — — — 
As in a dropſy, wallowing wi eight, 
Half-drown'd the lies, a dead inactive weight 
Thus, drench'd by every wave, her riven deck, 
Stript and defenceleſs, floats a naked wreck 3 
Her wounded flanks no longer can fuſtain ' 
Theſe fell invaſions of the burſting main. 
At every pitch; th" o'erwhelming biltows bend 
Beneath their load, the quivering bowſprit-end. 
= 1 warning ! ſince the maſts Nb 

at ſupport with trembling hope - rely. 
At either pump our ſeamen pant for breath 
In dark diſmay anticipating death. 
Still all our powers th increaſing leaks 
We ſink at ſea, no ſhore, no haven ni 
One dawn of hope yet breaks athwart 
To light and fave us from the watery tomb. 
That bids us ſhun the death impending here; 


Fly from the following blaſt, and ſhoreward ſteer. 


"Tis urg'd indeed; the fury of the gale 
Prechudes the help'of every guiding fail 
And driven before iton the wat'ry waſte, 


To weky ſhores and ſcenes of death we haſte. | 


But haply Falconera we may ſhun : 
And far to Grecian coaſts is yet the run: 


* 


the wandering ſtripling 
Not twice nine ſummers yet matur d his thought. 


—— © 


— 
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I Leſs harraſs d then, our ſcudding ſhip may bear 


Th' aſſaulting ſurge repell'd upon her rear; 


- | Ev'n then the wearied ſtorm as ſoon ſhall die, 


Or leſs torment the groaning pines on high. 
Should we at laſt be drive by dire decree 
Too near the fatal margin of the ſe, 
The hull diſmaſted there awhile may ride, 
With lengthen'd cables, on the raging tide. 
Perhaps kind heaven, with interpoſing power 


, 
May curb the tempeſt ere that dreadful hour. 


But here ingulfid and foundering while we ſtay, 
Fate hovers o'er and marks us for her prey. 

He ſaid ;—Palemon ſaw, with r 
The ſtorm prevailing o er the pilot's art; 
In fifent terror and diſtreſt involv d, | 


| He heard their leaſt alternative reſolv'd, 


High beat his boſom ; with ſuch fear ſubdu'd, 


| | Beneath the gloom of ſome enchanted wood, 
Oft in old time the 


ing ſwain explor'd, 
The midnight wizards, breathing rites abhorr'd ; 
Trembling 2pproach'd their incantations fell, 


- | | And, chilt'd with horror, heard the ſongs of hell. 


Arion ſaw, with fecret anguiſh mov d, 
The deep affliction of the friend he lo; 
And, all awake to friendſhip's genial heat, 


| | His boſom felt conſenting tumults beat. 


Alas! no ſeaſon this for tender love; 15 
Far hence the muſic of the myrtle grove | 
With comfort's ſoothing voice, from hope deriv'd, 
Palemon's drooping ſpirit he reviv'd. 


* For conſolation, oft with healing art, 


Retunes the jarring numbers of the heart. 


Now had the pilots all th' events revoly'd, 
And on their final refuge thus reſoly'd, ' 


When, like the faithful ſhepherd, who beholds 

Some prowling wolf approach his fleecy folds ; 

To the brave crew, whom racking doubts perplex, 

The dreadful purpoſe Albert thus direftszx 
nhappy partners in a wayward fate 


WT 
| Whoſe gallant ſpirits now are known too late 3 


Vel who unmor'd behold this angry ſtorm 
With terrors all the rolling deep deform; 
Who, patient in adverſity, ſtill bear 


The firmeſt front when greateſt ills are near! 


The truth tho? grievous I muſt now reveal, 
long in vain I purpos'd to conceal. * ©" 
Ingulf d, all helps of art we vainly try, 


To weather leeward ſhores, alas! too nigh, 
|| Our crazy bark no longer can abide ; 


The ſeas that thunder o'er her batter'd ſide : 
That in this raging ſea ſhe cannot live, 
One only refuge from deſpair we find; 

At once to wear and ſeud before the wind v. 
Perhaps ev'n then to ul we may fieer; = 


I And, while the leaks a fatal warning give, 


For broken ſhores ben our lee appear: 
But that's remote, an ãnlint death is here: 
Yet there, by heaven's Afiſtance we may gain 
Some creek or inlet of the Grecian main 
Or, ſhelter'd by { rock, at anchor ride, 
Till with abating the blaſt ſubſide. * 

But if detgrmin'd by the will of heaven, 
Our helpleſs bark at laft aſhore is driven, 
Theſe counſels follow'a, from the 
Our floating ſailors in the ſurf may ſave. 


For an explanation of theſe manceuvres, the 
reader is referred to the laſt note of this Canto. 


: 
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And firſt let all our axes be ſecur d, 
To cut the maſts and rigging from aboard. 
Then to the quarters bind each plank and oar, 
To float between the veſſel and the ſhore. 
rr 
On deck, and ta the weather-rails belay d. 


Aſcend the riggiag till ſhe ſtrikes the ground: 
And when you hear aloft th* alarming ſhock 
That ftrikes her bottom vn ſome pointed rock, 
The boldeft of our ſailors muſt deſcend, 
The dangerous bulineſs of the deck to tend: 
Then each, ſecur d by ſome convenient cord, 
Should cut the ſhrouds and rigging from the board. 
Let the broad. axes next affail each maſt; 

And booms and oars and rafts to leeward caſt. 
This; while the cordage ſtretch'd aſhore may guide 
Our brave companions thro? the ſwelling tide, 
This floating lumber ſhall ſuſtain them, o'er 

The rocky ſhelves, in ſafety to the ſhore. 

But as your firmeſt ſuccour, till the laſt, 

©<ling ſecurely on each faithful maſt ! 

Tho? great the danger, and the talk ſevere, 

Yet bow not to the tyranny of fear ! 

If once that flaviſh yalce your ſpirits quell, 

Adieu to hope l to liſe itſelf farewell! 

I know, among you ſome full oft have view d, 
With murdering weapon's arm'd, a lawleſs brood, 
On England's vile inhuman ſhore who ſtand, 
The foul reproach and ſcandal of our land! 

To rob the wanderers wreck'd upon the ſtrand. 
Theſe, while their ſavage office they purſue, 
Oft wound to death the helpleſs plunder'd crew, 
Who 'ſcap'd from every horror of the main, 

d their mercy, but implor'd in vain. 
But dread not this - crime to Greece unknown ! 
Such blood-hounds. all her circling ſhores difown; 
Her ſons, 
- Can ſhare 


Two ſkilful ſeamen to the helm repair 
O ſource of life ! our refuge and our ſtay ! 


"Tis ours on thine ugerring 


beneath misfortune and diftreſs 3 


arp oat ptr hr 2 
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Eludes their wiles, and fruftrates every blow 
NN 
Or in its ruins finds a glorious 
Still in the yarning trough che 
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The balanc'd ſhip, now forward, now behind, | 
Sill felt th* impreſſion of the waves and wind, 
And to the right and left by turns inclin'd. 

Hence it is eaſy to conceive how a ſhip is compelled 
to turn into any direction by the force of the wind, 
acting upon any part of her length in lines parallel to 
thepline of the horizon. Thus in the act of veering, 
which is a neceſſary conſequence of this invariable 
principle, the object of the ſeaman is to reduce the 
action of the wind on the ſhip's hind part, and to re- 
ceive its utmoſt exertion on her fore part, ſo that the 
latter may be puſhed to lee ward. This effect is either 
produced by the operation of the ſails, or by the im- 
preſſion of the wind on the maſts and yards. In the 
former caſe the ſails on the hind-part of the ſhip are 
either furled or arranged nearly parallel to the di- 
rection of the wind, which then glides ineffeually 
along their ſurfaces 3 at the ſame time the foremoſt 
ſails are ſpread abroad, ſo as to receive the greateſt 
exertion of the wind. The fore-part accordingly 
yields to this impulſe, and is put in motion; and 
this mation, neceſſarily conſpiring with that of the 
wind, puſhes the ſhip about as much as is requiſite 
to produce the deſired effect. 

But when the tempeſt is ſo violent as to preclud: 
the uſe of fails, the effort of the wind operates 
almoſt equally on the oppoſite ends of the ſhip, be- 
cauſe the maſts and yards fituated near the head 
and ſtern ſerve to counterbalance each other, in 
receiving its impreſſion. The effect of the helm is 
alſo conſiderably diminiſhed, becauſe the head-way 
which gives life and vigour to all its operations, is 
at this time feeble and ineffectual. Hence it be- 
comes nec to deſtroy this equilibrium which 
ſubſiſts between the maſts and yards before and be- 
hind, and to throw the balance forward to prepare 
for veering. If this cannot be effected by the arran- 
gement of the yards on the maſts, and it becomes ab- 
ſolutely neceſſary to veer, in order to ſave the ſhip 
from deſtruction (ſee line 17, p. 129.), the mizen- 
maſt muſt be cut away, and even the main-maR, if 
ſhe ſtill remains incapable of anſwering the helm by 
turning her prow to leeward. 

Scudding is that movement in navigation by which 
a ſhip is carried precipitately before a tempeſt. 

As a ſhip flies with amazing rapidity through the 
water, whenever this expedient is put in practice, 
it is never attempted in a contrary wind, unleſs when 
her condition renders her incapable of ſuſtaining the 
mutual effort of the wind and waves any longer on 
her fide, without being expoſed to the moſt immi- 
nent danger. 

A ſhip either ſcuds with a fail extended on her 
fore-matt, or, if the ſtorm is exceſſive, without any 
fail, which in the fea phraſe is called ſcudding under 
bare poles. 

The principal - hazards incident to ſcudding are, 
generally, a ſea ſtriking the ſhip's tern; the difficulty 
of ſteering, perpetually expoſes her to the danger 
of broaching-to; and the want of ſufficient ſea · 
room. A ſea which ftrikes the ſtern violently may 
ſhatter it to pieces, by which the ſhip muſt inevitably 


founder. - By broaching-to ſuddenly, ſhe is threat- 


ened with loſing all her maſts and ſails, or being im- 
mediately overturned ; and for want of ſea-room, ſhe 
1 dangers of being wrecked on a lee - 
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But Albert from behind the balance drew, 

And on the prow its double efforts threw. 

The order now was given to bear away 

The order given, the timoneers obey. 

High o'er the bowſprit ſtretchꝰd the tortur'd fail, 

As on the rack, diſtends beneath the gale. 

But ſcarce the yielding prow its impulſe knew, 
When in a thouſand flitting ſhreds it flew !— 

Yet Albert new reſources ſtill prepares, 

And, bridling grief, redoubles all his cares. 

Away there; lower the mizen-yard on deck! 

He calls, and brace the foremaſt yards aback | 

His great example every boſom fires ; 

New life rekindles, and new hope inſpires ; 

While to the helm unfaithful ſtill the lies, 

One deſperate remedy at laſt he tries. 

Haſte, with your weapons cut the ſhrouds and ſtay 3 
And he at once the mizen-malt away 

He ſaid ; th' attentive ſailors on each fide, 

At his command the trembling cords divide. 

Faſt by the fated pine bold Rodmand ſtands ; 

Th' impatient axe hung gleaming in his hands; 
Brandiſh'd on high, it fell with dreadful ſound 3 
The tall maſt groaning, felt the deadly wound. 
Deep gaſh'd with ſores, the tott'ring ſtructure rings, 
And craſhing, thund'ring, o'er the quarter ſwings. 
Thus when ſome limb, convuls'd with pangs of 


death, 
Imbibes the gangrene's peſtilential breath 
Th' experienc'd artiſt the blood betrays 


The latent venom, or its courſe delays ; 

But if th' infection triumphs o'er his art, 
Tainting the vital ſtream that warms the heart, 
Reſoly'd at laſt, he quits th* unequal ſtrife, 
Severs the member, and preſerves the life. 


END OF THE SECOND CANTO, 
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of land—The /hip in great d s the iſland 
of St. George——Turns 3 e _ 
Her b:noſprit, foremaſt and main-top-maſt carried 
away—She ſtrites a rochSplits aſunder— Fate of 


the crew. 


The Scene ſtretches from that part of the Archi- 
pelago which lies ten miles to the northward of Fal- 
conera, to Cape Colonna, in Attica, —The time is 
ebout ſeven hours, being from one till eight in the 


morning. 


HEN in a barbarous age, with blood defil'd, 
The human ſavage roam'd the gloomy wild ; 

When ſullen Ignorance her flag diſplay'd, 

And Rapine and Revenge her voice obey'd ; 
Sent from the ſhores of light the Muſes came, 
The dark and ſolitary race to tame. 
*Twas their's the lawleſs paſſions to controul, 
And melt in tender ſympathy the ſoul ; 

The heart from vice and error to reclaim, 

And breathe in human breaſts celeſtial flame. 

The kindling ſpirit caught th* empyreal ray, 

And glow'd congenial with the ſwelling lay. 
Rous'd from the chaos of primæval night, 

At once fair Truth and Reaſon ſprung tolight.— 
When great Mzonidas, in rapid ſong, 

The thundering tide of battle rolls along, 

Each raviſh'd boſom feels the high alarms, 

And all the burning pulſes beat to arms. 

From earth upborn, on Pegaſean wings, 
Far thro the boundleſs realms of thought he ſprings ; 
While diſtant poets, trembling as they view 

His ſunward flight, the dazzling track purſue 
* But when his ſtrings, with mournful magic, tell 
What dire diſtreſs Laertes' ſon befel, 

The ſtrains, meand' ring thro' the maze of woe, 
Bid ſacred ſympathy the heart o'erflow. 

Thus, in old time, the Muſes heavenly breath 
With vital force diffolv'd the chains of death: 
Each bard in epic lays began to ſing, 

Taught by the maſter of the vocal ſtring.— 
"Tis mine, alas thro' dangerous ſcenes to ſtray, 
Far from the light of his unerring ray 

While, all unus'd the wayward path to tread, 
Darkling I wander with prophetic dread. 

To me in vain the bold Mzonian1yre 
Awakes the numbers, fraught with living fire 
Full oft indeed, that mournful harp of yore 
Wept the ſad wanderer loſt upon the ſhore ; 

But o'er that ſcene th' impatient numbers ran, 
Subſervient only to a nobler plan. ; 
"Tis mine, the unravel'd proſpect to diſplay, 
And chain th* events in regular array. 
Tho? hard the taſk, to ſing in varied ftrains, 
While all unchang d the tragic theme remains 
Thrice happy ! might the ſecret powers of art 
Unlock the latent windings of the heart! 

Might the ſad numbers draw compaſſion's tear 
For kindred-miſeries, oft beheld roo near ; 

For kindred-wretches, oft in ruin caſt 

On Albion's ſtrand, beneath the wint'ry blaſt ; 
For all the pangs, the complicated woe, 

Her braveſt ſons, her faithful ſailors know 

So pity guſhing o'er each Britiſh breaſt, 

Might ſympathiſc with Britain's ſons diftreſt ; 


For this, my theme thro' mazes I purſue, 
Which nor Maonidas nor Maro knew. 

Awhile the maſt, in ruins dragg'd behind, 
Balanc'd the impreflion of the helm and wind: 
The wounded ſerpent, agoniz'd with pain, 

Thus trails his mangled volume on the plain, 

But now the wreck diflever'd from the rear, 

The long reluctant prow began to veer ; 

And while around before the wind it falls, 

Square all the yards * ! the attentive maſter calls 
You, timoneers, her motion ſtill attend ! 

For on your ſteerage all our lives depend. 

So, ſteddy + ! meet her, watch the blaſt behind 
And ſteer heg right before the ſeas and wind 

n! the watchful pilot cries ; 


e left the ruling helm returns; 

eel t revolves ; the ringing axle burns? 

The ſhip no longer, foundering by the lee, 

Bears on her fide th* invaſions of the ſea: 

All loanly o'er the deſart waſte ſhe flies, ; 

Scourg'don by ſurges, ſtorm and burſting ſkies. 

As when the maſters of the lance aſſail, 

In Hyperborean ſeas, the lumbering whale ; 

Soon as the javelins pierce his ſcaly hide, 

With anguiſh ſtung, he cleaves the downward tide j 

In vain he flies ! no friendly reſpite found; 

His life-blood guſhes thro? th* inflaming wound. 
The wounded bark, thus ſmarting with her paith 

Scuds from purſuing waves along the main; 

While, daſh'd apart by her dividing prow, 

Like burning adamant the waters glow, 

Her joints forget their firm elaſtic tone; 

Her long keel trembles, and her timbers groan. 

Upheav'd behind her, in tremendous height, 

The billows frown, with fearful radiance bright 

Now ſhivering, o'er the topmoſt wave ſhe rides, 

While deep beneath th' enormous gulf divides. 

Now launching headlong down the horrid vale, 

She hears no more the roaring of the gale 

Till up the dreadful height again the flies, 

Trembling beneath the current of the ſkies. 

As that rebellious angel who from heaven 

To regions of eternal pain was driven; 

When dreadleſs he forſook the Stygian ſhoreg 

The diſtant realms of Eden to explore 

Here on ſulphureous clouds ſublime upheav'd, 

With daring wing th" infernal air he cleav'd; 

There, in ſome hideous gulf deſcending prone, 

Far in the rayleſs void of night was thrown : 

Even ſo ſhe ſcales the briny mountain's height, 

Then down the black abyſs precipitates her flight. 

The maſts, around whoſe tops the whirlwinds ſing, 

With long vibration round her axle ſwin 

To guide the wayward courſe amid the gloom, 

The watchful pilots different poſts aſſume. 

Albert and Rodmond, ftation'd on the rear, 

With warning voice direct each tirroneer. 

High on the prow the guard Arion keeps, 

To ſhun the cruiſers wandering o'er the deeps 1 


arrange them directly athwart the ſhip's length. 


to the line on which ſhe advances at that inſtant, 
without deviating to the right or left thereof. 


| ION ſhips the heim is managed by 2 


ö 


* To ſquare the yards, in this place is meant to 
+ Steddy, is the order to ſteer the ſhip according 
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Where'er he moves Palemon ſtill attends, uft Ariſtides here maintain'd the cauſe, 


As if on him his only hope depends : hoſe ſacred precepts ſhine thro? Solon's laws. 
While Rodmond, fearful of ſome neighbouring | Of all her towering ſtruftures, now alone 
re, Some ſcatter'd columns ſtand, with weeds o'ergrown. 

Cries, ever and anon, Look out afore ! The wandering ſtranger, near the port, deſcries 
Four hours thus ſcudding on the tide ſhe flew, A milk-white lion of ſtupendous ſize ; 
When Falconera's rocky height they view. Unknown the ſculptor 3 marble is the frame: 
High o'er its ſummit, thro' the gloom of night, And hence th" adjacent haven drew its name. 
The glimmering watch-tower caſts a mournful light. | Next, in the gulph of Engia, Corinth lies, 
In dire amazement rivetted they ſtand, | Whoſe gorgeous fabrics ſeem d to ftrike the ſkies 3 
And hear the breakers laſh the rugged ſtrand : Whom, tho' by tyrant victors oft” ſubdu'd, 
But ſoon beyond this ſhore the veſſel flies, Greece, Egypt, Rome, with awful wonder view'd, 
Swift as the rapid eagle cleaves the ſkies. Her name, for Pallas“ heavenly art renown'd *, 
So trom the fangs of her inſatiate foe, Spread like the foliage which her pillars crowm d. 
O er the broad champain ſcuds the trembling roe.— | But now, in fatal deſolation laid, - 
That danger patt, reflects a feeble joy; Oblivioa o'er it draws a diſmal ſhade. 
But ſoon returning fears their hope deftroy. Then further weſtward vn Morea's land, 
Thus, in th' Atlantic, oft the ſailor eyes, Fair Miſitra! thy modern turrets ſtand. 
While melting in the reign of ſofter ſkies, Ah ! who, unmov'd with ſecret woe, can tell 
Some Alp of ice, from polar regions blown, That here great Lacedæmon's glory fell? 
Hail the glad influence of a warmer zone: | Here once ſhe flouriſn'd, at whoſe trumpet's ſound 
Its frozen cliffs attemper'd gales ſupply : War burſt his chains, and nations ſhook around. 
In cooling ſtream the aerial billows fly ; Here brave Leonidas from ſhore to ſhore . 
Awhite deliver'd from the ſcorching heat, Thro' all Achaia bade her thunders roar : 
In gentler tides the feveriſh pulſes beat. He, when imperial Xerxes, from afar, 

So, when their trembling veſſel paſt this ile, | Advanc'd with Perſia's ſumleſs troops to war, 
Such viſionary joys the crew beguile: Till Macedonia ſhrunk beneath his ſpear, 
Th' itlufive meteors of a lifeleſs fire ! And Greece diſmay'd beheld the chief draw near 3 
Too ſoon they kindle, and too ſoon expire ! He, at Thermopyle's immortal plain, 

Say, Memory! thou from whoſe unerring tongue | Hi: force repell'd with Sparta's glorious train. 
Inſtructive flows the animated ſong |! Tall Oeta ſaw the tyrant's conquer'd bands, 
What regions now the flowing ſhip ſurround ? In gaſping millions, bleed on hoſtile lands. 
Regions of old, thro' al! the world renown'd ; Thus vanquiſh'd- Aſia trembling heard thy name, 
That, once the poet's theme the muſes boaſt, | And Thebes and Athens ſicken'd at thy fame! 
Now lie in ruins ; in oblivion Joſt ! Thy ſtate, ſupported by Lycurgus? laws, 
Did they, whoſe ſad diſtreſs theſe lays deplore, Drew, like thine arms, ſuperlative applauſe. 
Unikill'd in Grecian or in Roman lore, Even great Epaminondas ſtrove in vain * 
Unconſcious paſs each famous circling ſhore ? To curb that ſpirit with a Theban chain. 

They did; for, blaſted in the barren ſhade, But ah] how low her free-born ſpirit now | 
Here, all too ſoon, the buds of ſcience fade: Her abject ſons to haughty tyrants bow; 
Sad ocean's genius, in untimely hour, A falſe, degenerate, ſaperitifious race 


Withers the bloom of every ſpringiag flower. 


| Infeit thy region, and thy name diſgrace ! 
Here fancy droops, while ſullen cloud and ſtorm 


Not diſtant far, Arcadia's bleſt-domains 


The generous climate of the ſoul deform. Peloponneſus' circling ſhore contains. 

Then if, among the wandering naval train, Thrice happy ſoil ! where till ſerenely gay, 

One ſtripling, exil'd from th* Aonian plain, [ndulgent-Flora breath'd perpetual May 

Had e'er, entranc'd in fancy's ſoothing dream, Where buxam Ceres taught th' obſequious field, 

Approach'd to taſte the ſweet Caſtalian ſtream, Rich without art, ſpontaneous gifts to yield. 

(Since thoſe ſalubrious ſtreams, with power divine, | Then with ſome rural nymph ſupremely bleſt, 

To purer ſenſe th* attemper d ſoul refine) While tranſport glow'd in each enamour'd breaſt, 

His heart, with liberal commerce here unbleſt, Each faithful ſhepherd told his tender pain, 

Alien to joy! fincerer grief poſſeſt. And ſung of ſylvan ſports in artleſs ſtrain. 

Yet on the youthful mind th itnpreſſion caſt Now, ſad reverſe ! Oppreſſion's iron hand 

Of ancient glory, ſhall for ever laſt, Enſlaves her natives, and deſpoils the land. 

There, all unquench'd by cruel fortune's irs, In lawleſs rapine bred, a ſanguine train 

I: glows with inextinguiſhable fire. 0 Wich midnight-ravage ſcour th* uncultur'd plain. 
Immortal Athens firſt,” in ruin ſpread, Weſtward of theſe, beyond the lithmus, lies 

Contiguous lies at Port Liono's head. The long-loſt iſle of Ithacus the wiſe z | 

Great ſource of ſcience ! whoſe immortal name Where falr Penelope her abſent lord 

Stands foremoſt in the glorious roll of fame. Full twice ten years with faithful love deplor d. 

Here godlike Socrates and Plato ſhone, Tho' many a princely heart her beauty won, 

And, firm to truth, eternal honour won, She, guarded only hy her ſtripling ſon, 

The firſt in Virtue's cauſe his life reſign d, Each bold attempt of ſuitor-kings repell'd, 

By Heav'n unc'd the wiſeſt of mankind : And undefil'd the nuptial contract held. 

The laſt foretold the ſpark of vital fire, With various arts to win her love they toil'd, 

The ſoul's fine eſſence, never could expire. But all their wiles by virtuous fraud the foil d. 


Here Solon dwelt, the philoſophic ſage 
That fled PiGBratus' vindiQive _ * , r 
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True to her vows, and reſolutely chaſte, 
The beauteous princeſs triumph'd at the laſt. 
Argos, in Greece forgotten and unknown, 
Still ſeems her cruel fortune to bemoan 
Argos, whoſe monarch led the Grecian hoſts 
Far o'er the ZEgean main to Dardan coaſts, 
Unhappy prince! who, on a hoſtile ſhore, 
Toil, peril, anguiſh, ten long winters bore. 
And when to native realms reſtor'd at laſt, _ 
To reap the harveſt of thy labours paſt 3 
A perjur'd friend, alas ! and faithlcſs wife, 
There lacrific'd to impious luſt thy life !— 
Faſt by Arcadia ſtretch theſe deſart plains, 
And o' er the land a gloomy tyrant reigns. 
Next the fair iſle of Helena * is ſeen, 
Where adverſe winds detain'd the Spartan queen 
For whom in arms combin'd the Grecian hoſt, 
With vengeance fir'd, invaded Phrygia's coaſt 3 
For whom ſo long they labour'd to deſtroy 
The ſacred turrets of imperial Troy. 
Here, driven by Juno's rage, the hapleſs dame, 
Forlorn of heart, from ruin 'd Ilion came. 
The port an image bears of Parian ſtone, 
Of ancient fabric, but of date unknown. 
Due eaſt from this appears the immortal ſhore 
That ſacred Phœbus and Diana bore : 
Delos, thro? all the Ægean ſeas renown'd ! 
(Whoſe coaſt the rocky Cyclades ſurround) 
By Phcebus honour'd, and by Greece rever'd ; 
Her hallow'd groves even diſtant Perſia fear d. 
But now, a ſilent unfrequented land 
No human footſtep marks the trackleſs ſand. 
Thence to the north, by Aſia's weſtern bound, 
Fair Lemnos ſtands, with riſing marble crown'd ; 
| Where, in her rage, avenging Juno hurl'd . 
111-fated Vulcan from th' ætherial world. 
A here his eternal anvils firſt he rear'd ; 
Then, forg'd by Cyclopean art, appear'd 
Thunders, that ſhook the ſkies with dire alarms, 
And, form'd by ſkill divine, Vulcanian arms. 
"There, with this crippled wretch, the foul diſgrace 
Ard living ſcandal of th' empyreal race. 
The beautcous queen of Love in wedlock dwelt. 
In fires profane can heavenly boſoms melr ? 
Eaſtward of this appears the Dardan ſhore, 
That once th' imperial towers of Ilium bore. 
Illuſtrious Troy! renown'd in every clime, 
Thro' the long annals of unfolding time! 
How oft, thy royal bulwarks to defend, 
Thou ſaw'| thy tutelar gods in vain deſcend ! 
*Tho' chiefs unnumber'd in her cauſe were ſlain, 
"Tho? nations periſh'd on her bloody plain, 
That refuge of perfidious Helen's ſhame 
Was doom'd at length to fink in Grecian flame : 


Whoſe gleam directed lov'd Leander o'er 

The rolling Helleſpont to Afia's ſhore ; 

Till, in a fated hour, on Thracia's coaſt 

She ſaw her lover's lifeleſs body toſt: 

Then felt her boſom agony ſevere ; 

Her eyes ſad-gazing pour'd the inceſſant tear ; 
O'erwhelm'd with anguiſh, frantic with deſpair, 
She beat her beauteous breaſt and tore her hair 
On dear Leander's name in vain ſhe cry d; 
Then headlong plung'd into the parting tide, 

The parting tide receiv'd the lovely weight, 

And proudly flow'd, exulting in its freight. 

Far weſt of Thrace, beyond the Ægean main, 
Remote from ocean, lies the Delphic plain. 
The ſacred oracle of Phœbus there 

High o'er the mount aroſe, divinely fair ! 
Achaian marble form'd the gorgeous pile : 
Auguſt the fabric! elegant its ſtile ! 

On brazen hinges turned the ſilver doors, 

And checquer'd marble pay'd the poliſh'd floors. 
The roofs, where ſtoried tablatures appear d, 


On columns of Corinthian mould were rear d: 


Of ſhining porphyry the ſhafts were fram'd, 
And round the hollow dome bright jewels flam'd. 
Apollo's ſuppliant prieſts, a blameleſs train! 
Fram'd their oblations on the holy fane : 
To front the ſun's declining ray twas plac'd 3 
With golden harps and living laurels grac'd. 
The ſciences and arts around the ſhrine 
Conſpicuous ſhone, engrav'd by hands divine! 
8 ZEſculapius* ſnake diſplayed his creſt, 

nd burning glories ſparkled on his breaſt : 
While from his eye's inſufferable light 
Diſeaſe and Death recoil'd in headlong flight. 
Of this great temple, thro” all time renown'd, _ - 
Sunk in oblivion, no remains are found. 
Contiguous here, with hallow'd woods o'erſpread, 
Parnaſſus lifts to. heaven its honour'd head ; 
Where, from the deluge ſav'd, by heaven's com- 
| Deucalion leading — hand in hand, I mand, 
Repeopled all the deſolated land. 
Around the ſcene unfaded laurels grow, 
And aromatic flowers for ever blow. ; 
The winged choirs, on every tree above, 
Carol ſweet numbers thro* the vocal grove 
While o'er th? eternal ſpring that ſmiles beneaths 
Young zephyrs borne on roſy pinions breathe. 
Fair daughters of the ſun! the ſacred Nine, 
Here wake to ecſtaſy their ſongs divine; 
Or crown'd with myrtle, in ſome ſweet alcove 
Attune the tender ſtrings to bleeding love. 
All ſadly ſweet the balmy currents roll, 
Soothing to ſofteſt peace the turtur'd ſoul, 
While hill and vale with choral voice around 


And now, by time's deep plough-ſhare harrow'd | The muſic of immortal harps reſound, 


oer, 

The ſeat of ſacred Troy is found no more. 
No trace of all her glories now remains; 
But corn and vines enrich her cultur'd plains. 
Silver Scamander laves the verdant ſhore ; 
Scamander oft* o'erflowed with hoſtile gore 

Not far remov'd from lion's famous land, 
In counter view appears the Thracian ſtrand; 
Where beauteous Hero, from the turret's height, 
Diſplay'd her creſcent each revolving night; 


* Now known by the name of Macroniſi. 


* 


Fair Pleaſure leads in dance the happy hours, 


Still ſcattering where ſhe moves Elyſian flowers ! 


Evennow the ſtrains, with ſweet contagion fraught) 
Shed a delicious languor o'er the thought.— 
Adieu ye vales, that ſmiling peace beſtow, 

W here Eden's bloſſoms ever-vernal blow ! 

Adieu ye ſtreams, that o'er inchanted ground 

In lucid maze th* Aonian hill ſurround ! 

Ye fairy ſcenes where Fancy loves to dwell, 

And young Delight, for ever, O farewell! 

The ſoul with tender luxury you fill, 

And o'er the ſenſe Lethean dews diſtil! 


2 


Awake; O Memory, from th' inglorious dream 
Wich brazen lungs reſume the kindling theme 
Collect thy powers ! arouſe thy vital fire ! 

Ye ſpirits of the ſtorm, my verſe inſpire ! 
Hoarſe as the whirlwinds that enrage the main, 
In torrents pour along the ſwelling ſtrain ! 

No, borne impetuous o'er the boiling deeps, 
Her courſe to Attic ſhores the veſſel keeps: 
The pilots, as the waves behind her ſwell, 

Still with the wheeling ſtern their force repel. 
For this aſſault ſhould either quarter * feel, 


Again to flank the tempeſt ſhe might reel. 


The ſteerſmen every bidden turn apply; 

o right and left the ſpokes alternate fly. 

hus when ſome conquer'd hoſt retreats in fear, 
The braveſt leaders guard the broken rear; 
Indignant they retire, and long oppoſe 
Superior armies that around them cloſe 3 
Still ſhield the flanks ; the routed ſquadrons join; 
And guide the flight in one embodied line : 
So they direct the flying bark before 
Th' impelling floods that laſh her to the ſhore. 
As ſome benighted traveller, thro the ſhade, 
Explores the devious path with heart diſmay'd ; 
While prowling ſavages behind him roar, 
And yawning pits and quagmires lurk before— 
High o'er the poop th* audacious ſeas aſpire, 
Uproll'd in hills of fluctuating fire. 
As ſome fell conqueror, gggntic with ſucceſs, 
Sheds o'er the nations ruiff and diſtreſs; 
So, while the wat'ry wilderneſs he roams, 
4ncens'd to ſevenfold rage the tempeſt foams; 
And o'er the trembling pines, above, below, 
Shrill thro the cordage howls, with notes of woe. 
Now thunders, wafted from the burning zone, 
Growl, from afar, a deaf and hollow groan ! 


The ſhip's high battlements, to either ſide 


For ever rocking, drink the briny tide : 

Her joints unhing'd, in palſied languors play, 
As ice diſſolves beneath the noon-tide ray. 

The ſkies, aſunder torn, a deluge pour; 

The impetuous hail deſcends in whirling ſhower. 
High on the maſts,” with pale and livid rays, 
Amid the gloom portentous meteors blaze. 

Th' ætherial dome, in mournful pomp array'd. 
Now lurks behind impenetrable ſhade ; 

Now, flaſhing round intolerable light, 
Redoubles all the terrors of the night. 

Such terror Sinai's quaking hill o'erfpread, 


— 
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And nature ſhuJdeting feels the horrid roar. 
Still the ſad proſpect riſes on my fight, 
Reveal'd in all its mournful ſhade and light. 
Swift thro* my pulſes glides the kindliag fire, 
As lightning glances on th' electrie wire. 

But ah! the force of numbers ſtrivee in vain, 
The glowing ſcene unequal to ſuſtain. 

hut lo! at laſt, from tenfold darkneſs born, 
Forth ifſues o'er the wave the weeping morn, 
Hail, facred viſion ! who, on orient wing, 
The cheering dawn of light propitious bring ! 
All nature ſmiling hail'd the vivid ray, 

That gave her beauties to returning day : 

All but our ſhip, that, groaning on the tide, 
No kind relief, no gleam of hope deſcry'd. 


For now, in front, her trembling inmates ſee 


When heaven's loud trumpet ſounded o'er his head. 


It ſeem'd, the wrathful Angel of the wind 

Had all the horrors of the ſkies combin'd ; 

And here, to one ill-fated ſhip oppos'd, ] 

At once the dreadful magazine diſclos'd. 

And lo] tremendous o'er the deep he ſprings, 
Th' inflaming ſulphur flaſhing from his wings 
Hark ! his ſtrong voice the diſmal ſilence breaks; 
Mad chaos from the chains of death awakes ! 
Loud and more loud the rolling peals enlarge, 

And blue on deck their blazing ſides diſcharge : 
There, all aghaſt, the ſhivering wretches ſtood, 


While chill ſuſpence and fear congeal'd their blood. 


Now in a deluge burſts the living flame, 
And dread concuſſion rends th' ztherial frame; 


* The quarter is the hinder part of a ſhip's fide 
or that part which is near the ſtern. 


Theghills of Greece emerging on the lee. 
So tht loſt lover views that fatal morn, 
On which, for ever from his boſom torn, 


To bleſs with love ſome happier rival's arms. 
So to/Eliza dawn'd that cruel day, 

That tore Æneas from her arms away 

That ſaw him parting never to return, 
Herſelf in funeral flames decreed to burn. 

O yet in clouds, that genial ſource of light, 
Conceal thy radiant glories from our ſight ! 
Go, with thy ſmile adorn the happy plain, 


But let not here, in ſcorn, thy wantun beam 
Inſult the dreadful grandeur of my theme ! 


Full in her van St George's cliffs ariſe : 
High o'er the reſt a pointed crag is ſeen, 
Thus hung projecting over a moſly green. 
Nearer and nearer now the danger grows, 
And all their {kill relentleſs fates oppoſe. 


Enormous waves the quivering deck overflow. 


Alai ming thought ! for now no more a- lee 
Her riven fide could bear th* invading ſea; 
And if the following ſurge ſhe ſcuds before, 
Headlong the runs upon the dregdful ſhore ; 


Far leſs diſmay'd, Anchiſes' wandering ſon 
Was ſeen the ftraits of Sicily to ſhun : 
When Palinurus, from the helm, deſcry d 
The rocks of Scylla on his eaſtern fide 3 


The double danger as by turns he view'd, 
His wheeling bark her arduous track purſu'd, 
Thus, while to right and left deſtruction lies, 
Between th' extremes the daring veſlel flies. 


to windward. It is 


to the 
the Second Canto. 
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Sick earth convulſive groans from ſhore to ſhorey 


The nymph ador'd reſigns her blooming charms, 


And gild the ſcenes where health and pleaſure reign: . 


While ſhoreward now the bounding veſlel flies, 


For, while more eaſtward they direct the prow, 


While, as ſhe wheels, unable to ſubdue 5 
Her ſallies, ſtill they dread her broaching-to #. 


A ſhore where ſhelves and hidden rocks abound, 
Where death in ſecret ambuſh lurks around. 


While in the weſt, with hideous yawn diſclos'd, 
His onward path Charybdis' gulph oppos'd ; 


* Broaching-to, is a ſudden and involuntary move- 
ment in navigation, wherein a ſhip, whilſt ſcudding or 
failing before the wind, unexpectedly turns her fide 
generally occaſioned by the dif- 
ficulty of ſteering her, or by ſome diſaſter happening 
machinery of the helm. See the laſt note of 


| 
| 
| 


_ — — 
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: i 4 a 
Wich boundleſs involution, burſting oer: J | The fatal Siſters, onthe ſurge before yes 
The marble cliffs, lond-daſhing ſurges roar. Yok''d their infernal horſes to the prore.— ps. 
Hoarſe thro' each winding creek the tempeſt raves, | The ſteerſmen now receiv'd their laſt command The b 
And hollow rocks repeat the groan of waves. To wheel the veſſel ſidelong to the ſtrand. Again 
Deſtruction round th' inſatiate coaſt prepares, Twelve failors, on the foremaſt who depend, = i 
Tocruth the trembling ſhip, unnumber d ſnares. High on the platform of the top aſcend ; 8 
But haply now ſhe *ſcapes the fatal ſtrand, Fatal retreat! for while the plunging prow The f. 
Tho? ſcarce ten fathoms diſtant from the land. Immerges headlong in the wave below, fa wit 
Swift as the weapon iſſuing from the bow, Down-preſt by wat ry weight the bowſprit bends, Wirk « 
She cleaves the burning waters with her prow; And from above the ſtem deep eraſhing rends. Till i 
And forward leaping, with tumultuous haſte, Beneath her beak the floating ruins lie ; The l 
As on the tempeſt's wing, the iſle the paſt. The foremaſt totters, unſuſtain'd on high : At len 
With longing eyes, and agony of mind, And now the ſhip, fore-liftet by the ſea, f Sas 
The ſailors view this refuge left behind; Hurls the tall fabric backwatd o'er her lee; Ow 
Happy to bribe, with India's richeſt ore, While, in the general wreck, the faithful ſtay a 
A ſafe acceſſion to that barren ſhore ! | Drags the main-topmaſt from its pott away. Like h 
When in the dark Peruvian mine confin'd, Flung from the maſt, the ſcamen ſtrive in vain In all ti 
Loſt to the chearful commerce of mankind, - | Thro' hoſtile floods their veſſel to regain. Then, 
The groaning captive waſtes his life away, The waves they buffet, till, bereft of ftrength, To tha 
For ever exil'd from the realms of day O'erpower'd they yield to cruel fate at length. ſing 
Not equal pangs his boſom agonize, The hoſtile waters cloſe around their head, Th' in 
When far above the ſacred light he eyes, -| They fink for ever, number'd with the dead , 1 
While, all forlorn, the victim pines in vain, Thoſe who remain their fearful doom await, Still on 
For ſcenes he never ſhall poſſeſs again. Nor longer mourn their Joſt companion's fate. Some, 
But now Athenian mountains they deſcry, The heart that bleeds with ſorrow all its own, And the 
And o'er the ſurge Colonna frowns on high. Forgets the pangs of friendſhip to bemoan.— Awaile 
Beſide the cape*s projecting verge is plac'd Albert and Rodmond and Palemon here, Unequa 
A range of columns, long by time defac's ; With young Arion, on the maſt appear; Till all 
Firſt planted by devotion to ſuſtain, Even they, amid th* unſpeakable diſtreſs, | Their ſl 
In elder times, Tritonia's ſacred fane. In every look diſtracting thoughts confeſs ; lems, | 
Foams the wild beach below with mad'ning rage, In every vein the refluent blood congeals, the aw 
Where waves the rocks a dreadful combat wage. And every boſom fatal terror feels. Three u 
The fickly heaven, fermenting witłe its freight, Inc los d with all the demons af the main, And fro 
Still vomits o'er the main the feveriſh weight: They view'd th adjacent ſhore, but view'd in vain, — 
And now, while wing'd with ruin from on high, Such torments in the drear abodes of hell, Then d 
Throꝰ the rent cloud the ragged lightnings fly, Where ſad deſpair laments with rueful yell, Till one. 
A flaſh, quick-glancing on the nerves of light, Such torments agonize the damned breaſt, The wh 
Struck the pale helmſman with eternal night: | While fancy views the manſions of the bleſt. The reſt 
Rodmond, who heard a piteous groan behind, For heaven's ſweet help their ſuppliant cries im- And pre 
Touch'd with compaſſion gaz d upon the blind ; plare 3 : Next, 
And while around his ſad companions croud, But heaven, relentleſs, deigns to help no more Of bear 
He guides th* unhappy victim to the ſhroud. And now, laſh'd on by deſtiny ſevere, What ſe 
Hie thee aloft, my gallant friend] he cries ; With horror fraught, the dreadful ſcene drew near} What pa 
Thy only ſuccour on the maſt relies The ſhip hangs hovering on the verge of death, Thy 
The helm, bereft of half its vital force, Hell yawns, rocks riſe, and breakers roar be ;- O'erfpre: 
Now ſcarce ſubdu'd the wild unbridled courſe 1 neath !l— So pierc 
ick to th* abandon'd wheel Arion came, In vain, alas! the ſacred ſhades of yore When 1 
The ſhip's tempeſtuous ſallies to reclaim. Would arm the mind with philoſophic lore 5 While h 
Amaz'd he ſaw her, o'er the ſounding foam In vain they'd teach us, at the lateſt breath, Expir'd | 
Upborn, to right and left diſtracted roam. To ſmile ſerene amid the pangs of death. Thas wh 
So gaz'd young Phaeton, with pale diſmay, Even Zeno's ſelf, and Epictetus old, Sad refug 
When mounted on the flaming car of day, This fell abyſs had ſhudder'd to behold, His foul 
With raſh and impious hand the ftripling try'd Had Socrates, for godlike virtue fam'd, But d oc 
Th' immortal courſers of the ſun to guide. And wiſeſt of the ſons of men proclaim d, Nor none: 
The veſſel, while the dread event draws nigh, Beheld this ſcene of phrenzy and diſtreſs, Tags at | 
Seems more impatient o'er the waves to fly : His ſoul had trembled to its laſt receſs His faith: 
Fate ſpurs her on. Thus iſſuing from afar, O yet confirm my heart, ye powers above, For him, 
Advances to the ſun ſame blazing ſtar ; This laſt tremendous ſhock of fate to prove. To black 
And, as it feels th* attraction's kindling force, © The tottering frame of reaſon yet ſuſtain! With war 
Springs onward with accelerated courſe. Nor let this total ruin whirl my brain ! Hs lovel, 
With mournful louk the ſeamen ey'd the ſtrand, In vain the cords and axes were prepar d N Her ano 
Where death's inexorable jaws expand: Far now th' audacious ſeas inſult the yard; / By youth 
Swift from their minds elaps'd all dangers paſt, High o'er the ſhip they throw a horrid ſhade To lawlet 
As, dumb with terror, they beheld the laſt. And o'er her burſt, in terrible caſcade. While the 
Now on the trembling ſhrouds, before, behind, Uplifted on the ſurge, to heaven ſhe flies, Rodmond 
In mute ſuſpence they mount into the wind. Her ſhatter'd top half buried in the ſkies, And, as t 
The Genius of the deep, on rapid wing, | Then headlong plunging thunders on the ground, 5 His out- f 
The black eventful moment ſeem d to bring. | Earth groang | air trembfes ! and the deeps reſound* | 


— 
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Her giant bulk the dread concuſſion feels, 


And quivering with the wound, in torment, reels. 


So reels, convuls'd with agoniſing thibes, 


The bleeding bull beneath the murd'rer's blows. 


Again ſhe plunges! hark ! a ſecond ſhock 
Tears her ſtrong bottom on the marble rock 
Down on the vale of death, with diſmal cries, 
The fated victims ſhuddering roll their eyes 
In wild deſpair 3 while yet another ſtroke, 
With deep convulſion, rends the ſolid oak ; 
Tin like the mine, in whoſe infernal cell 
The lurking dæmons of deſtruction dwell, 
At length aſunder torn her frame divides, 
And craſhing ſpreads in ruin o'erthe tides. 

O were it mine with tuneful Maro's art 
To wake to ſympathy the feeling heart; 
Like him the ſmooth and mournful verſe todreſs 
In all the pomp of exquiſite diftreſs ! 
Then, too ſeverely taught by cruel fate 
To ſhare in all the perils I relate, 
Then might I with unrivall'd trains deplore 
Th' impervious horrors of a leeward ſhore. 


We. 


As o'er the ſurge the ſtooping main - maſt hung, 


Still on the rigging thirty ſeamen clung: 

Some, ſtruggling, on a broken erag were caſt, 
And there by oozy tangles grappled faſt: 
Awaile they bore th* o'erwhelming billows rage, 
Unequal combat with their fate to wage 

Till all benumb'd and feeble they forego 

Their ſlippery hold, and fink to ſhades below. 
Some, from the main-yard-arm impetuous 

On marble ridges, die without a groan. 


Three with Palemon on their ſkill depend, 


And from the wreck on oars and rafts deſcend. 
Now on the mountain-wave on high they ride, 


Then downward plunge beneath th involving tide; 


Till one, who ſeems in agony to ſtrive, 
The whirling breakers heave on ſhore alive; 
The reſt a ſpeedier end of anguiſh knew, 
And preſt the tony beach, a lifeleſs crew ! 
Next, O unhappy chief! th' et doom 
Of heaven decreed thee to the briny tomb ! 
What ſcenes of miſery torment thy view ! 
What painful ſtruggles of thy dying crew 
Thy periſh'd hopes all buried in the flood, 
O'erſpread with corſes l red with human blood! 
So pierc'd with anguiſh hoary Priam gaz d, 
When Troy's imperial domes in ruin blaz d; 
While he, ſevereſt ſorrow doom'd to feel, 
Expir'd beneath the victor's murdering ſteel. 
Thus with his helpleſs partners till the laſt, 
dad refuge! Albert hugs the floating maſt ; 
His ſoul could yet ſuſtain the mortal blow, 
But droops, alas ! beneath ſuperior woe : 
For now ſoft nature's ſympathetic chain 
Tugs at his yearning heart with powerful ſtrain 3 
His faithful wife for ever doom'd to mourn 
For him, alas ! who never ſhall return ; 
To black adverſity's approach expos'd, 
With want and hardſhips unforeſeen enclos'd : 
His lovely daughter left without a friend, 
Her Innocence to ſuccour and defend; 
By youth and indigence ſet forth a prey 
To lawleſs guilt, that flatters to betray— 
While theſe reflections rack his feeling mind, 
Rodmond, who hung beſide, his graſp refign'd ; 
And, as the tumbling waters o'er him roll'd, 


tis out-ſtretch'd args the maſter's legs enfol—= 


4 


i 
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Sad Albert feels the diſſolution near, 
And ftrives in vain his fetter'd limbs to clear; 
For death bids every clinching joint adhere. 


All-faint, to heaven he throws his dying eyes, 

And, «<*O protect my wife and child!” he cries : 

The guſhing ſtreams roll back th* unfiniſh'd ſound ! 

He gaſps ! he dies l and tumbles to the ground | 
Five only left of all the periſh'd throng, 

Vet ride the pine which ſhoreward drives along; 

With theſe Arion ſtill his hold ſecures, 

And all the aſſaults of hoſtile waves endures. 


| O'er the dire proſpect as for life he ſtrives, 


He looks if poor Palemon yet ſurvives. 

Ah wherefore, truſting to unequal art, 

Didſt thou, incautious! from the wreck depart ? 
Alas] cheſe rocks all human ſkill defy, 

Who ftrikes them once beyond relief muſt die: 
And now, fore wounded, thou perhaps art toſt 

On theſe, or in ſome oozy cavern loſt. 

Thus thought Arion, anxious gazing round 

In vain, his eyes no more Palemon found. 

The demons of deſtruction hover nigh, 

And thick their mortal ſhafts commiſſionꝰ'd fly. 
And now a breaking ſurge, with forceful ſway, 

Two next Arion furious tears away, 

Hurl'd on = crags, behold, they gaſp! they 

bleed 

And, groaning, cling upon th' eluſive weed! 
Another billow burſts in boundleſs roar ! 

Arion ſinks ! and Memory views no more 
Fa! total night and horror here preſide ! 

My ſtunn' d ear tingles on the whizzing tide ! 

It is the funeral knell ! and, gliding near, 
Methinks the phantoms of the dead appear ! 

But lo! emerging from the watery grave, 

Again they float incumbent on the wave ! 

Again the diſmal proſpect opens round, 

The wreck, the ſhores, the dying, and the drown'd! 
And ſee | enfeebled by repeated ſhocks, 

Thoſe two who ſcramble on th' adjacent rocks, 

Their faithleſs hold no longer can retain, 

They fink o'erwhelm'd, and never riſe again! 

Two with Arion yet the maſt upbore, 

That now above the ridges reach'd the ſhore: 

Sull trembling to deſcend, they downward gaze, 

Wich horror pale, and torpid with amaze: 


The floods recoil ! the ground appears below ! 


And life's faint embers now rekindling glow : 
Awhile they wait th' exhauſted wave's retreat, 
Then climb ſlow up the beach with hands and feet. 
O Heaven |! deliver'd by whoſe ſovereign hand, 
Still on the brink of hell they ſhuddering ſtand, 


Receive the languid incenſe they beſtow, 


That damp with death appears not yet to glow. 
To thee each ſoul the warm oblation pays, 
With trembling ardour of unequal praiſe ; 

Ii every heart diſmay with wonder ſtrives, 
And Hope the ſicken'd ſpark of life revives; 
Her magic powers their exil'd health reſtore, 
Till horror and defpair are felt no more. 

A troop of Grecians who inhabit nigh, 

Ard oft theie perils of the deepdeſcry, 

Koas'd by the bluſtering tempeſt of the night, 
Anxious had clim'd Colonna's neighbouring height ;_ 
When gazing downward on tu' adjacent flood, 
Full to their view the ſcene of ruin ſtood; 
The ſurf with mangled bodies ftrew'd around, 


And thoſe yet breathing on the ſea-waſh'9 ground 
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Tho? loſt to ſcience and the nobler arts, % Shouldſt thou, th* unwilling meſſenger of fate, 
Yet nature's lore inform'd their feeling hearts: Ta him the tragic ſtory firſt relate, 
Strait down the vale with haſt'ning Reps they hied, “ Oh! friendſhip's generous ardour then ſuppreſs ! | 
Th' unhapy ſufferers to aſſiſt and guide. Nor hint the fatal cauſe of my diſtreſs; | 
A Mean while thoſe three eſcapꝰd beneath explore Nor let each horrid incident ſuſtain 
« The firſt advent*rous youth who reach'd the ſhore: ! The lengthen'd tale to aggravate his pain. 
Panting, with eyes averted from the day, ' | ©© Ah! then remember well my laſt requeſt 
Prone, helpleſs, on the tangly beach he lay— « For her who reigns for ever in my breaſt ; , 
It is Palemon ;—oh ; what tumults roll % Vet let him prove a father and a friend, ( 
With hope and terror in Arion's ſoul ! The helpleſs maid to ſuccour and defend. 
If yet unhurt he lives again to view | « Say, 1 this ſuit implor'd with parting breath, | 
His friend and this ſole remnant of our crew © So heaven befriend him at his hour of death ' 
With us to travel thro* this foreign zone, « But oh! to lovely Anna ſhouldft thou tell 
And ſhare the future good or ill unknown. What dire untimely end thy friend befel, 
Arion thus ; but ah! 1ad doom of fate © Draw o'er the diſmal ſcene ſoſt pity's veil, ] 
'That bleeding Memory ſorrows to relate, « And lightly touch the lamentable tale: , 
While yet afloat on ſome reſiſting rock, « Say that my love, inviolably true, 0 
His ribs were daſh'd and fractured with the ſhock : % No change, no diminution ever knew, 1 
Heart-piercing fight ! thoſe cheeks ſo late array d % Lo! her bright image pendent on my neck, 
In beauty's bloom, are pale with mortal ſhade ! « 1s all Palemon reſcu'd from the wreck ; 
Diſtilling blood his lovely breaſt o erſpread, Take it and ſay, when panting in the wave, 
And clogg'd the golden treſſes of his head! « 1 ſtruggled, life and this alone to ſave! 
Nor yet the lungs by this pernicious ftroke «© My foul that fluttering haſtens to be free, 
Were wounded, or the vocal organs broke. „Would yet a train of thoughts impart to thee, 
Down from his neck, with blazing gems array'd, © But ſtrives in vain !-—-The chilling ice of death 
Thy image, lovely Anna ! hung portray d; “ Congeals my blood, and choaks the ftream «f 
'Th* unconſcious figure ſmiling all ſerene, breath : 
Suſpended in a golden chain was ſeen. 1 Reſign'd the quits her comfortleſs abode, 
Had thou, ſoft maiden ! in this hour of woe, To courſe that long, unknown, eternal road.— 
Beheld him writhing from the deadly blow, O ſacred Source of ever-living light 
What force of art, what language could expreſs Conduct the weary wanderer in her flight! 
Thine agony ! thine exquiſite diftreſs ? Direct her onward to that peaceful ſhore, 7 
But thou, alas! art doom'd to weep in vain «© Where peril, pain and death are felt no more 
For him thine eyes ſhall never ſee again ! «© When thou ſome tale of hapleſs love ſhalt ber, 
With dumb amazement pale, Arion gaz d, © That fteals from pity's eye the melting tear, \ 
And cautiouſly the wounded youth uprais'd ; « Of two chaſte hearts, by mutual paſſion join d, 
— Palemon then, with cruel pangs oppreit, 66 To abſence, ſorrow and deſpair conſign'd, 
In faultering accents thus his friend addreſs'd : « Oh! then, to ſwell the tides of ſocial woe, I 
6 O reſcu'd from deſtruction late ſo nigh «© That heal th” afflicted boſom they o'erflow, | 
: % Beneath whoſe fatal influence doom'd I lie; «© While Memory dictates, this ſad Shipwreck tell, 1 
« Are we then exil'd to this laſt retreat % And what diſtreſs thy wretched friend bel! 
„ Of life, unhappy ! thus decreed to meet? «© Then, while in ſtreams of ſoft compaſſion 
«© Ah! how unlike what yeſter-morn enjoy d, «© The ſwains lament, and maidens weep — 4 7 
% Inchanting » for ever now deſtroy'd ! « While liſping children, touch'd with infant fear, 
% For wounded beyond all healing power, % With wonder gaze, and drop th* unconſciousteat; \ 
4 Palemon dies, and this his final hour : « Oh! then this moral bid their fouls retain, 
» *© By thoſe fell breakers, where in vain I ſtrove, % All thoughts of happineſs on earth are vain *.” 
o At once cut off from fortune, life and love ! The laſt faint accents trembled on his tongue, 1 
Far other ſcenes muſt ſoon preſent my ſight, That now inactive to the palate clungz 
© That lie deep-buried yet in tenfold night. His boſom heaves a mortal groan—he dies 0 
« Ah! wretched father of a wretched ſon, And ſhades eternal ſink upon n his eyes ! 
«© Whom thy paternal prudence has undone ! As thus defac'd in death Palemon lay, 
«© How will remembrance of this blinded care Arion gaz d upon the lifeleſs clay 
Bend down thy head with anguiſh and deſpair ! Transfix'd he. ſtdod, with awful terror fill'd, 
Such dire effects from avarice ariſe, While down his cheek the ſilent drop diſtill'd. 
«© That, deaf to nature's voice, and vainly wiſe, Oh, ill-ſtarr'd vot'ry of unſpotted truth 
«© With force ſevere endeavours to controul Untimely periſh'd in the bloom of youth, 
«© The nobleſt paſſions that inſpire the ſoul. Should e'er thy friend arrive on Albion's land, Y 
«© But O, thou ſacred Power!] whoſe law connects | He will obey, "tho painful, thy demand : 
« Th eternal chain of cauſes and effects, His tongue the dreadful ſtory ſhall diſplay, ® 
/ « Let not thy chaſtening miniſters of rage And all the horrors of this diſmal day ! : 
« Afflict with ſharp rernorſe his feeble — Diſaſtrous day ! what ruin haſt thou bred ! 
« And you, Arion! who with theſe the laſt What ariguiſh tothe living and the dead 
«« Of all our crew ſurvive the Shipwreck 
« Ah! ceaſe to mourn! thoſe friendly tears reſtrain ! * ſed ſcilicet ultima ſemper 
1 Nor give my dying moments keener pain! Expectanda dies homini; dicique beatus 


«« Since heaven may ſoon thy wandering ſteps reſtore, Ante obitum nemo ſupremaque funera debet. 
ce When parted hene to England's diſtant ſhoee3 | Ovid. * N 
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| Nor hopeleſs Love impart undying pain, 


How haft thou left the widow all forlo»1, 

And ever doom'd the orphan child to mourn ; 

Thro' life's ſad journey hopeleſs to complain 

Can ſacred juſtice theſe events ordain ? 

But, O my ſoul ! avoid that wond'rous maze, 

Where reaſon, loſt in endleſs error, ſtrays! 

As thro' this thorny vale of life we run, 

Great Cauſe of all effects, „Thy will be done!“ 

Now had the Grecians on the beach arriy'd, 

| To aid the helpleſs few who yet ſurviv d: 

| While paſſing they behold the waves o'erſpread 
With thatter'd rafts and corſes of the dead, 
Three ſtill alive, benumb'd and faint they find, 
In mournful filence on a rock reclin'd, 
The generous natives, moy'd with ſocial pain, 
The feeble ſtrangers in their arms ſuſtain; 
With pitying ſighs their hapleſs lot deplore, 
And lead them trembling from the fatal ſhore, 


OCCASIONAL 


r 


HE ſcene of death is clos q, 
ſtrains 

Diſſolve in dying langour on the ear: 
Yet pity weeps, yet ſympathy complains, 
And dumb ſuſyence awaits o'erwhelm'd with fear. 


But the ſad Muſes with prophetic eye 
At once the future and the paſt explore ; 


the mouruful 


k tell, Their harps oblivion's influence can defy, 
1 And ift the ſpirit to th' eternal ſhore. 
rown'd, 
nd; Then, O Palemon! if thy ſhade can hear 
t fear, The voice of Friendſhip ſtill lament thy doom; 
s teat 3 Yet to the ſad oblations bend thine ear, 
That riſe in vocal incenſe o'er thy tomb. 
0 8 
e, In vain, alas! the gentle maid ſhall weep, 


While ſecret anguiſh nips her vital bloom; 
O'er her ſdft frame ſhall ſtern diſeaſes creep, 
And give the lovely victim to the tomb. 


Relentleſs phrenzy ſhall the Father ſting, 
Untaught in Virtue's ſchool diſtreſs to bear; 

Severe remorſe his tortur'd ſoul ſhall wring, 
"Tis his to groan and periſh in deſpair, 


Ye loſt companiogs of diſtreſs, adieu 
Your toits and pains and dangers are no more! 
The Tempeſt now ſhall hdwl unheard by you, 
Wuile ocean ſmites in vain the trembling ſhore. 


On you the blaſt, ſurcharg'd with rain and ſnow, 

In winter's diſmal nights no more ſhall beat : 
Unfelt by you the vertic ſun may glow, 

And ſcorch the panting earth with baneful heat. 


No more the joyful Maid, the ſprightly ſtrain, 


Shall wake the dance to give you welcome home; 
VOL, VIII. | 


When far from ſcenes of ſocial joy you roam, 


TN 
| 


No more on yon wide wat'ry waſte you ſtray, 
While hunger and diſeKg your life conſume 3 

While parching thirſt, that burns withont allay, 
Forbids the blaſted roſe of health to blogꝶ . 
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No more you feel Contagion's mortal breath, 
That taints the realms with miſery ſevere; ' 

No more behold pale Famine, ſc2ttering death, 
With cruel ravage deſolate the year, 


—— — —— . 
— — — — 


The thundering drum, the trumpet's ſwelling ſtrain, 
Unheard ſhall from the long embattled line: 
Unheard, the deep foundations of the main 
Shall tremble when the hoſtile quadrons join. 


| 

| 

| 

Since grief, fatigue and hazards ſtul moleſt | 
The wandring vaſſals of the faithleſs deep, | 
O! happier now eſcap'd to endleſs reſt, | 
Than we who Kill ſurvive ta wake and weep. | 


— 
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What tho* no funerat pomp, no borrow'd tear, 
| Your hour of death to gazing crouds ſhall tell; 
Nor weeping friends attend your Table bier, 

Who fadly liſten tothe paſſing bell : 


The tutor'd figh, the vain parade of woe, 
No real anguiſh to the ſoul impart ; 

And oft, alas! the tear that friends beſtow, 
Belies the latent feelings of the heart. 


What tho“ no ſculptur'd pile your name diſplays, 
Like thoſe who periſh in their country's cauſe ; 
What tho' no epic Muſe in living lays 
Records your dreadful daring with.applauſe : 


Full oft the flattering marble bids renown 
With blazon'd trophies deck the ſpotted name; 

And oft, too oft, the venal Muſes crown | 
The flaves of vice with never-dying fame. 


Yet ſhall Remembrance from Oblivion's veil 
Relieve your ſcene, and ſigh with grief ſincete; 
And ſoft Compaſſion, at your tragic tale, 
In filent tribute pay her kindred, tear. 
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ROM the big horror of war's hoarſe alurt 5, 
Apd the tremendous clang of claſhing arn. , 
Deſcend, my Muſe! a deeper ſcene to draw 
(A ſcene will hold the liſt' ning world in awe*) 
_ 
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* By awe, here, is meant attention. 
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Is my intent: Melpomene inſpire, 
While, with ſad notes, I frike the trembling lyre ! 
And may my lines with eaſy motion flow, 
Melt as they move, and fill each heart with woe: 
Big with the ſorrow it deſcribes, my ſong, 
In ſolemn pomp, majeſtic, move along. 
Oh! bear me to ſome awful filent glade 
Where cedars form an unremitting ſhade ; r 
Where never track of human feet was known; 
Where never cheerful light of Phœbus ſhone; 
Where chirping linnets warble tales of love, 
And hoarſer winds howl murm'ring thro? the grove; 
Where ſome unhappy wretch ay mourns his doom, 
Deep melancholy wand'ring thro* the gloom; 
Where Solitude and Meditation roam, 
And where no dawning glimpſe of hope can come: 
Place mein ſuch an unfrequented ſhade, 
Io ſpeak to none but with the mighty dead: 
1 aſſiſt the pouring rains with brimful eyes, 
And aid hoarſe howling Boreas with my ſighs. 
When Winter's horrors left Britannia's iſle, 
And Spring in blooming verdure gan to ſmile; 
When rills unbound, began to purl along, 
And warbling larks renew 'd the vernal ſonz; 
When ſprouting roſes, deck'd in crimſon dye, 
Began to bloom, —— — 
Hard fate! then, noble Fazp*'r1c, didſt thou die: 
Doom'd by inexorable Fate's decree, 
Th' approaching ſummer ne'er on earth to ſee; 
In thy parch'd vitals burning fevers rage, 
Whoſe flame the virtue of no herbe aſlwage ; 
No cooling med'cine can its heat allay, 
Relentleſs Deſtiny cries, “ No delay.“ 
Ye Pow'rs ! and muſt a prince ſo noble die? 
(Whoſe equal breathes not under th' ambient ſky :) 
Ah! muit he die, then, in youth's full-blown 
prime, 
Cut by the ſcythe -devouring Time? 
Yes, _ doom'd his ſoul how leaves its 
weight 


I 
And all are under the decree of Fate; 
'Th' irrevocable doom of Deſtiny \ 
Pronounc'd, All mortals muſt ſubmiſſive die. 
The Princes wait around wi eping eyes, 
And the dome echoes all with piercing cries : 
With doleful noiſe the matrons ſcream around, 
With female ſhrieks the vaulted roofs rebound : 
A diſmal noiſe ! Now one promiſcuous roar 
Cries, © Ah ! the noble FxED'R 1c is no more 
The Chief reluQtant yields his lateſt breath, , 
His eye-lids ſettle in the ſhades of death; 
Dark ſable ſhades preſent before each eye, 
And the deep vaſt abyſs, Eternity ! 
Thro' Perpetuity's expanſe he ſprings; 
And o'er the vaſt profound he ſhoots on wings: 
The Soul to diſtant regions ſteers her flight, 
And ſails incumbent on inferior night: 
With vaſt celerity ſhe ſhoots away, 
And meets the regions of eternal day, 
To ſhine for ever in the heav*nly birth, 
And leave the body here to rot on earth. 
The melancholy patriots round it wait, 
And mourn the royal hero's timeleſs fate. 
Diſconſolate they move, a mournful band ! 


in ſolemn pomp they march along the f rand: 
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The noble Chief interr'd in youthful bloom, 
Lies in the dreaty regions of the tomb. 

Adown AuousrAꝰs pallid viſage flow 
The living pearls, with unaffected woe: 
Diſconſolate, hapleſs, ſee pale Brit in mourn, 
Abandon'd iſle ! forſaken and forlorn! 
With deſp'rate hands her bleeding breaſt ſhe beats; 
While o'er her, frowning, grim Deſtruction threats, 
She mourns with heart-felt grief, ſhe rends her hair, 
And fills with piercing cries the echoing air. 
Well may'f thou mourn thy Patriot's timeleſs end, 
Thy Muſee patron, and thy Merchants friend. 
What heart ſhall pity thy full- flowing grief? 


What hand now deign to give thy poor relief? 


T' encourage arts, whoſe bounty now ſhall flow 
And learned ſcience to promote, beſtow ? 


Who now protect thee from the hoſtile frown, 


And to the injur'd Juſt return his on? 
From us'ry and oppreſſion who ſhall guard 
The helpleſs, and the threat*ning ruin ward ? 
Alas! the truly noble Briton's gone, ; 
And left us here in ceaſeleſs woe to moan ! 
Impending Deſolation hangs around, 

And ruin hovers o'er the trembling ground : 


| The blooming Spring droops her enamel'd head, 


Her glories wither, and her flow'rs all fade: 
The ſprouting leaves already drop away; 
Languiſn the living herbs with pale decay: 
The bowing trees, ſee; o'er the blaſted heath, 
Depending, bend beneath the weight of death : 
Wrapp'd in th' expanſive gloom, the lightnings play, 
Hoarſe thunder mutters thro? th* aerial way: 
All nature feels the pangs, the ſtorms renew, 
And ſprouts, with fatal haſte, the baleful yew. 

Some pow'r avert the threat'ning horrid weight, 
And, godlike, prop Britannia's ſinking ſtate ! 
Minerva, hover o'er young GxoxGe's ſoul; 
May ſacred wiſdom all his deeds controul ! 
Exalted gramdeur in each action ſhine, 
His conduct all declare the youth divine. 

Methinks I ſee him ſhine a glorious ſtar, 
Gentlein peace, but terrible in war ! 
Methinks each region does his praiſe reſoun{, 
And nations tremble at his name around 
His fame, thro' ev'ry diſtant kingdom rung, 
Proclaims him of the race from whence he ſprung ! 
So fable ſmoke, in volumes, curls on high, 
Heaps roll on heaps, and blacken all the ſky ; 
Already ſo, his fame, methinks, is hurl'd- 
Around th' admiring venerating world. 
So the benighted wand'rer, on his way, 
Laments the abſence of all-cheering day; 
Far diſtant from his friends and native home, 
And not one glimpſe does glimmer thro* the gloom: 
In thought he breathes, each ſigh his lateſt breath, 
Preſent, each meditation, pits of death: ; 
Irreg*lar, wild chimeras fill his foul, 
And death, and dying, every ſtep controul. 
Till from the eaſt there breaks a purple gleam, 
His fears then vaniſh as a fleeting dream. ; 
Hid'in a cloud the Sun firſt ſhoots his ray, 
Then breaks effulgent on th* illumin'd day; 
We ſee no ſpot then in the flaming rays, 
Confus'd and loſt within th* exceſſive blaze. 
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DUKE OF YORK's SECOND DEPARTURE 
FROM ENGLAND AS REAR ADMIRAL. 


WRITTEN ABOARD THE ROYAL GEORGE, 
\ | 


GAIN the royal ſtreamers play 
To glory Edward haſtes away 
Adieu, ye happy filvan bowers, 
Where Pleaſure's ſprightly throng await! 


Ye domes, where regal Grandeur towers 


In purple ornaments of ſtate! 
Ye ſcenes where Virtue's ſacred ſtrain 


Bids the tragic Muſe complain! | 
Where Sati ds the comic ſtage, 
To ſcourge and mend a venal age; 


Where Muſic pours the ſoft, melodious lay, 
And melting Symphonies congenial play ! 
Ye filken Sons of Eaſe, whodwell 
In flowery vales of Peace, farewell! : 
In vain the Goddeſs of the Myrtle Grove 
Her charms ineffable diſplays; 
In vain the calls to happier realms of Love, 
Which Spring's unfading bloom arrays: 
In vain her living roſes blow, 
And ever-vernal pleaſures grow ; 
The gentle ſports of youth no more 
Allure him to the peaceful ſhore: 
Arcadian eaſe no longer charms, | 
For War and Fame alone can pleaſe. 
His throbbing boſom beats to arms, 
To War the Hero moves, thro' ſtorms and win- 
tery ſeas. 5 
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The gentle ſports of youth no more 
Allure him to the peaceful ſhore, 
For War and Fame alone can pleaſe ; : ; 
To War the Hero moves, thro' ſtorms and wintery 
ſeas. ; 


Though Dangers hoſtile train appears 
To thwart the courſe that Honour ſteers ; 
Unmov'd he leads the rugged way, 
Deſpiſing peril and diſmay : 

His Country calls; to guard her law, 

Lo! every joy the gallant youth reſigns ; 
Th' avenging naval ſword he draws, 

And o'er the waves conducts her martial lines: 
Hark ! his ſprightly clarions play ; 
Follow where he leads the way ! 

'The piercing fife, the ſounding drum, 
Tell the deeps their Maſter's come. 


, 
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Hark ! his ſprightly clarions play; 
Foltow where he leads the way ! 


L 


| Convinc'd, refoly'd, to Virtue then he turn d, 


And in his breaſt ny glory burn d. 
2 


| 


POEMS. 


139 


The piercing fife, the ſounding drum, 
Tell the deeps their Maſteg's come. 
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Thus Alcmena's warlike Son 
The thorny courſe of Virtue run, 
When, taught by her unerring voice, 
He made the glorious choice: 
Severe, indeed, th' attempt he knew, 
Youth's genial ardors to ſubdue: | 
For Pleaſure Venus? lovely form aſſum'd; 
Her glowing charms, divinely briglt, - 
In all the pride of beauty bloom'd, 
And ftruck his raviſh'd fight. 
Transfix'd, amaz d, 
Alcides gaz d: 
Inchanting grace 
Adorn'd her face, 
And all his changing "looks confeſt 
Th' alternate paſſions in his breaſt : 
Her ſwelling boſom half reveal'd, 
Her eyes that kindling raptures fir d, 
A thouſand tender pains inſtill d, 
A thouſand flatt ring thoughts inſpir'd 2 
Perſuaſionꝰ's ſweeteſt language hung 
In melting accent on her tongue; 
Deep in his heart, the winning tale 
Infus'd a magic power; 
She pref him to the roſy vale, 
And ſhew'd th* Elyſian bower : 
Her hand, that trembling ardors move, 
Conducts him bluſhing to the bleſt alcove : 
Ah! ſee, o'erpower'd by Beauty's charms, 
And won by Love's reſiſtleſs arms, 
The captive yields to Nature's ſoft alarms ! 


mn w—_ SST We 


— — * — * —_ = — - — - »” * © 
„„ TI” DTT” OY” eee — — — ——— — 


— —— — — 


— — — —— ͤ [&ʃãä3uö OE 


— — — — 


I, 
* 2 
CHORUS. 


Ah! ſee, o'erpower'd by. Beauty's charms, 
And won by Love's reſiſtleſs arms, 

The captive yields to Nature's ſoft alarms ! 
Aſſiſt, ye guardian above, 
From Ruin ſave the ſon of Jove, 
By heavenly mandate Virtue came, 

And check'd the fatal lame : : 
Swift as the quivering needle wheels, 
Whoſe point the magnets influence feels, 

Inſpir'd with awe, #® 
He, turning, ſaw 

The Nymph divine 
Tranſcendent ſhine; _ 

And, while he view'd the godlike maid, 

His heart a ſacred impulſe ſway'd : 

His eyes with ardent motion roll, 

But ſoon her words his pain deſtroy, 
And all the numbers of his heart, 
Return'd by her celeſtial art, 

Now ſwell'd to ſtrains of nobler joy. 

Inſtructed thus by Virtue's lore, . 

His happy ſteps the realms explore 

guilt and error are no more: 
The clouds that veil'd his intellectual ray, 
Before her breath diſpelling, melt away: 
Broke looſe from Pleaſure's glittering chain, 
He ſcorn'd her ſoft inglorious reign : 
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Broke looſe from Pleaſure's glittering chain, 


He ſcorn'd her ſoft inglorious reign : 


Convinc'd, teſolv'd, to Virtue then he turned, 


And in his breaſt paternal glory burn'd. 


So when on Britain's other Hope ſhe ſhone, 
Like him the royal youth ſhe won : 
Thus taught, he bids his fleet advance 


To curb the power of Spain and France: 


Aloft his martial enſigns flow, 
And hark ! his brazen trumpets blow ! 
The wat'ry profound, 
Awak'd by the ſound, 
All trembles around : 
While Edward o'er the azure fields 
Fraternal wonder wields : 4 
High on the deck behold he ſtands, 
And views around his floating bands 
In awful order join : 


They, while the warlike trumpet's ſtrain, 


Deep ſounding, ſwells along the main, 
Extend the embattled line. 
Then Britain triumphantly ſaw 


= 4 His armament ride 


Supreme on the tide, 
And o'er the vaſt ocean give law. 
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Then Britain triumphantly ſaw 
His armament ride 
Supreme-n the tide, 

And o'er the vaſt ocean give law. 


Now with ſhouting peals of joy, 

The ſhips their horrid tubes diſplays 
Tier over tier in terrible array, 

And wait the ſignal to deſtroy : 

The ſailors all burn to engage: 
Hark ! hark | their ſhouts ariſeg 
And ſhake the vaulted ſkies! 

Exulting with bacchanal rage, 

Then, Neptune, the Hero revere, 
Whoſe power is ſuperior to thine ! 
And, when his proud ſquadrons appear, 

The trident and chariot reſign! n 
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Then, | Neptune, the Hero revere, 
Whoſe power is ſyperior to thine ! 
And, when his proud ſquadrons appear, 

The trident and chariot reſign ! 


Albion, wake thy grateful voice! 
Let thy hills and vales rejoice ; 
O'er remoteſt hoſtile regions. 
Thy viRorious flags are known ; 
Thy reſiſtleſs martial legions 
Dreadful move from zone to zone; 
Thy flaming bolts unerring roll, 
And all the trembling globe controul: 
Thy ſeamen invincibly true, 
No menace, no fraud, can ſubdue; 
To thy great truſt 


T jut, 


| 


FALCONER'S 


| 


| 


POEM S- 


All diſſonant ſtrife they diſclaim: 
To meet the foe, 
Their boſoms glow ; 

Who only are rivals in fame. 


CRORU 8. 
Thy ſeamen invincibly true, 


No menace, no fraud, can ſubdue * 
All diſſonant ftrife they diſclaim, 


And only are rivals in fame. 


For Edward tune your harps, ye Nine 
Triumphant ſtrike each living ſtring, 
For him, in extacy divine, 
Your choral Io Pazans ſing ! 
For him your feſtive concerts breathe ! 
For him your flowery garlands wreathe ! 
Wake! O wake the joyful ſong ! 
Ye Fauns of the woods, 
. Ye Nymphs of the floods, 
The muſical current prolong ! 
Ye Sylvans, that dance on the plain, 
To ſwell the grand chorus accord 
Ye 'Tritons, that ſport on the main, 
Exulting acknowledge your Lord ! 
Till all the wild numbers combin'd, 
That floating proclaim 
Our Admiral's name, 
In ſymphony toll on the wind ! 


cnorvs. 4 
Wake! O wake the joyful ſong ! 
Ye Sylvans, that dance on the plain, 
Le Tritons, that ſport on the main; 
The muſical current prolong ! 


O ! while conſenting Britons praiſe, 
Theſe votive meaſures deign to hear ; 
For thee my Muſe awakes her lays, 
For thee th' unequal viol plays, 
The tribute of a ſoul fincere. 
Nor thou; illuſtrious Chief, refuſe 
The incenſe of a nautic muſe ! 
For ah! to whom ſhall Neptuneꝰs ſons cormplainy 
But him whoſe arms unrivall'd rule the main. 
Deep on my grateful breaſt 
Thy favour is impreft : 
No happy ſon of wealth or fame 
To court a royal patron came ! 
A haplefs youth, whoſe vital page 
Was one ſad lengthen'd tale of woe, 
Where ruthleſs fate, impelling tides of rage, 
Bade wave on wave in dire ſucceflion flow, 
To glittering ſtars and titled names unknowns 
Preferti d his ſuit to thee alone. 
The tale your ſacred pity moy'd ;; / 
You felt, conſented, and approv'd, 
Then touch my ſtrings, ye bleſt Pierian quire? 
Exalt to rapture every happy line ! 
My boſom kindle with Promethean fire ! 
And ſwell each. note with energy divine. 
No more to plaintive ſounds of woe 
Let the vocal numbers flow ! . 
Perhaps the Chief to whom I fing 
May yet ordain auſpicious days, 
To\wake the lyre with nobler lays; 
And tine to war the nervous ſtring. 


_- 
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For who, untaught in Neptune's ſchool, 


Though all the powers of genius he poſſeſs, 


Though diſciplin'd by claſſic rule, 
With daring pencil can diſplay 


The fight that thunders on the watery way, 


And all its horrid incidents expreſs ? 


To him, my Muſe, theſe warlike ſtrains belong ! 


Source of thy hope, and patron of thy ſong. 
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To him, my Muſe, theſe warlike trains belong 


Source of thy hope, and patron of thy ſong. 


1 * 
FOND LOVE R, 
A BALLAD. 


I: 
NY MPH of ev'ry charm poſſeſs d, 
at native virtue gives, 
Within my boſom all-confeſs'd, 
In bright idea lives. 
For her my trembling numbers play 
pathleſs deep, 
ial with my lay - 
in concert weep. © 


II. 


If beauty's ſacred influence charms 
The rage of adverſe fate, 

Say why the pleafing ſoft alarms 
Such cruel pangs create ? i 

ince all her thoughts, by ſenſe refin'd 

Unartful truth exPreſs, 

Say wherefore ſenſe and truth are join'd 
To give my ſoul diftreſs ? 


* 


a III. 
If when her blooming lips I preſs, 
Which vernal fragrance fills, 
Thro' all my veins the ſweet exceſs » 
In trembling motion thrills ; 
Cay whence this ſecret anguiſh grows, 
Congenial with my joy ? 
And why the touch, where pleaſure glows, 
Shou'd vital peace deftroy ? 


IV. 
Awakes the vocal lay, 
Not all your notes, ye Phocian throng, 
Such pleaſing ſounds convey ; . 
Thus wrapt all o'er with fondeſt love, 
Why heaves this broken ſigh ? 
For then my blood forgets to move, 
I gaze, adore, and die. ; 


ö 


v. N 


Accept, my charming maid the ſtrais 


Which you alone inſpire; 


To thee the dying firings complain 
That quiver on my lyre. 
O! give this bleeding boſom eaſe, 


That knows no joy but thee ; 


Teach me thy happpy art to pleaſe, 


Or deign to love like me. 


Txt 
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OLD is 


climbs, 
With ſenſe or ſatire to confront her power, 
And charge her in the great decifive hour: 


Bold is the man, who, on her conquering day, 


Stands in the paſs of fate to bar her way: 
Whoſe heart, by frowning arrogance unaw'd, 
Or the deep-lurking ſnares of ſpecious fraud, 
The threats of giant · faction can deride, 

And ſtem, with ſtubborn arm, her roaring tide, 
For him unnumber'd brooding ills await, 
Scorn, malice, inſolence, reproach, and hate: 
At him, who dares this legion to dety, 
A thouſand mortal banda er fly; 
Revenge, exulting wit gnant joy, 
Purſues the incautious victim to deſtroy: 

And Slander ftrives, with unrelenting aim, 

To ſpit her blaſting venom on his name: 
Acound him Factioꝑ's harpies flap their wings, 
And rhyming vermin dart their feeble ſtings: 
In vain the wretch retreats, while, in full cry, 


Inclos'd with perils thus the conſcious Muſe, 
Alarm'd, tho* undiſmay'd, her danger views. 
Nor ſhall unmanly terror now controul 
The ftrong reſentment ſtruggling in her foul; 
While indignation, with reſiſtleſs train, 

Pours her full deluge thro* each ſwelling veia, 
By the vile fear that chills the coward breaſt, 
By ſordid caution is her voice ſuppreſt, |, 
While Arrogance, with big theatric rage, 
Audacious ſtruts on Power's imperial ſtage ; 
While o'er our country, at her dread command, 


While, in defiance of maternal laws, 

The facrilegious ſword Rebellion draws ; 

Shall ſhe at this important hour retire, 

And quench in Lethe's wave her genuine fire 
Honour forbid ! ſhe fears no threat*ning foe, 
When conſcious Juſtice bids her boſom glow: 
And while e kindles the reluctant flame, 

Let not the prudent voice of Friendſhip blame 
She feels the ſting of keen reſentment goad, 


]Tho' guiltleſs yet of Satire i thorny road. 


141 


attempt, in theſe licentious times, 
When Avith ſuch towering ftrides Seditien 


Fierce on his throat the hungry blood-hounds fly. 


Black Diſcord, ſcreaming, ſhakes her fatal brand: 
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Plant on their brows a tawdry paper crown ! 
While fools adore, and vaſſal-bards obey, 
Leet the great Monarch Aſs thro* Gotham bray ! 
Our poet brandiſhes no mimic ſword, 
To rule a realm of dunces ſelf-explor'd: 
No bleeding victims curſe his iron ſway ; 
Nor murder'd reputation marks his way. 
"Trane to herſelt, unarm'd, the fearleſs Muſe 
'Thro* Reaſon's path her ſteady courſe purſues ; 
True to herſelf advances, undeterr'd 
By the rude clamours of the ſavage herd. 
As ſome bold ſurgeon, with inſerted ſteel, 
Probes deep the putrid fore, intent to, heal; 
So the rank ulcers that our PATRIOT load, 
Shall ſhe with cauſtic's healing fires corrode. 
Yet ere from patient ſlumber Satire wakes, 
And brzudiſhes th* avenging ſcourge of ſnakes; 
et ere her eyes; with lightning's vivid ray, 
The dark receſſes of his heart diſplay ; 
Let candour own th' undaunted pitot's power, 
Felt in ſevereſt danger's trying hour | 
Let Truth conſenting, with the trump of Fame, 
His glory, in auſpicious ſtrains, proclaim ! 
He bade the tempeſt of the battle roar, 
That thunder's o'er the deep from ſhore to ſhore, 
How oft, amid the horrors of the war, 
Chain'd to the bloody wheels of Danger's car, 
How oft my boſom at thy name has glow'd, 
And from my beating heart applauſe beſtow'd 
Applauſe, that, genuine as the bluſh of youth 
Unknown to guile, was ſanRify'd by truth! 
How oft I bleſt the PATr10T's honeſt rage, 
That greatly dar'd to laſh the guilty age; 
That, rapt with zeal, pathetic, bold, and ſtrong, 
Roll'd the full tide of eloquence along; 
That Power's big torrent brav d with manly pride, 
And all Corruption's venal arts defy d! 
When from afar thoſe penetrating eyes 
Beheld each ſecret hoſtile ſcheme ariſe; 
Watch'd every motion of the faithleſs foe, 
Each plot o'erturn's, and every blow: 
A fond enthuſiaſt, kindling at thy name, 
I glow'd in ſecret with congenial flame 
While my young boſom, to deceit unknown, 
Believ'd all real virtue thine alone. 
Such then he ſeem'd, and ſuch indeed might be, 
If Truth with Error ever could agree! 
Sure Satire never with a fairer hana 
Portray'd the object ſhe deſign'd to brand. 
Alas! that virtue ſhould ſo ſoon decay, 
And Faction's wild applauſe thy heart betray ! 
The Muſe with ſecret ſympathy relents, 
And human failings, as a friend, laments: 
But when thoſe dangerous errors, big with Fate, 
Spread diſcord and diſtraction thro? the ſtate, 
Reaſon ſhould then exert her utmoſt power 
To guard our paſſions in that fatal hour. 

There was a time, ere yet his conſcious heart 
Durſt from the Hardy path of Truth depart, 
While yet with generous ſentiment it glow'd, 

A ftranger to Corruption's ſlippery road; 

There was a time our PATRz10T durſt avow 
Thoſe honeſt matxims he deſpiſes now. 

How did he then his country's wounds bewail, 
And at the inſatiate German vulture rail! 
Whoſe cruel talons Albion's entrails tore, 
Whoſe hungry maw was glutted with her gore! 


The miſts of error, that in darkneſs held ' 
Our reaſon, like the ſun, his voice diſpell'd. 
And'lo! exhauſted, with no power to ſave, 
We view Britannia panting on the wave; 
Hung roung her neck, a millſtone's ponderoug 
weight 

Drags down the ſtruggling victim to her fate! 
While horror at the thought our boſom feels, 
We bleſs the man this horror who reveals. 

But what alarming thoughts the heart amaze, 
When on this Janus other face we gaze; 
For, lo ! poſſett of power's imperial reine, 
Our chief thoſe viſionary ills difdains ! 
Alas! how ſoon the ſteady PATRIOT turns! 
In vain this change aſtoniſh'd England mourns! 
Her vital blood, that pour'd from every vein, 
So late, to fill the accurs'd Weſtphalian drain, 
Then ceas'd to flow; the vulture now no more 
With unrelenting rage her bowels tore. 
His magic rod transforms the bird of prey 
The millſtone feels the touch, and melts away! 
And, ſtrange to tell, ſtill ſtranger to believe, 
What eyes ne'er ſaw, and heart could ne*'er con- 
ceive, . ; 
At once, tranſplanted by the Sorcerer's wand, 
Columbian hills in diſtant Auſtria ſtand! 
America, with pangs before unknown, 
Now with Weſtphalia utters groan for groan: 
By ſympathy ſhe fevers with her fires, 5 
Burns as ſhe hurns, and as ſhe dies expires. 
From maxims long adopted thus he flew, 
For ever changing, yet for ever true: 
Swoln with ſucceſs, and with applauſe inflam'd 
He ſcorn'd all caution, all advice diſclaim'd ; 
Arm'd with War's thunder, he embrac'd nomore 
Thoſe patriot-principles maintain'd before. 
Perverſe, inconſtant, obſtinate, and proud, 
Drunk with ambition, turbulent and loud, 
He wrecks us headlong on that dreadful ſtrand 
He once devoted all his powers to brand ! 
Our hapleſs country views with weeping eyes, 
On every fide, o'erwhelming horrors riſe ; 
Drain'd of her wealth, exhauſted of her powers 
And agoniz'd as in the mortal hour; 
Her armies waſted with inceſſant toils, 
Or doom'd to periſh in contagious ſoils, 
To guard ſome needy royal plunderer's throne, 
And ſent to fall in battles not their own. 
Th' enormous debt at home, tho? long o'ercharg'd, 
With grievous burdens annually enlarg'd: g 
Cruſh'd with increaſing taxes to the ground, 
That Ik like vampires every bleeding wound : 
Ground with ſevere diſtreſs th' induſtrious poor, 
Driven by the ruthleſs landlord to the door. 
While thus our land her hapleſs fate bemoans 
Im ſecret, and with inward ſorrow groans ; 
Tho* deck'd with tinſel trophies of renown, | 
All gaſh'd with ſores, with anguiſh bending down, 
Can yet ſome impious parricide appear, 
Who ftrives to make this anguiſh more ſevere? * 
Can one exiſt, ſo much his country's foe, 
To bid her wounds with freſh effuſion flow ? 
There can; to him in vain ſhe lifts her eyes, 
His ſoul relentleſs hears her piercing fighs ! 
Shameleſs of front, impatient of controul, 
He ſpurs her onward to Deſtruction's goal! 
Nor yet content on curſt Weſtphalia's ſhore, 


With mad profuſion to exhauſt her ſtorey 
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Still Peace his pompous ful minations brand, 
As pirates tremble at the ſight of land: 
Still to new wars the public eye he turns; 
Defies all peril, and at reaſon ſpurns; 
Till preſt with danger, by diſtreſs aſſail'd, 
That baffled courage, and o'er {kill prevail'd ; 
Till foundering in the ſtorm himſelf had brew'd, 
He ftrives at laſt its horrors to elude, 
Some wretched ſhift mutt ſtill protect his name, 
And to the guiltleſs head transfer his ſhame: 
Then hearing modeſt Diffidence oppoſe 
His raſh advice, that golden time he choſe; 
And while big ſurges threaten'd to o'erwhelm 
The ſhip, ingloriouſly forfook the helm. 
But all the events collected to relate, 
Let us his actions recapitulate, 
He firſt aſſum d, by mean perfidious art, 
Thoſe patriot tenets foreign to his heart: 
Next, by his country's fond applauſes ſwell'd, 
Thruſt himſelf forward into power, and held 
The reins on principles which he alone, 
Grown drunk and wanton with ſucceſs, could own; 
Betray d her intereſt and abus'd her truſt 3 
Then deaf to prayers, forſook her in diſguſt; 
With tragic mummery, and moſt vile grimace, 
Rode thro' the city with a woeful face, 
As in ditreſs, a PAT&z1aT out of place! 
| Inſults his generous Prince, and in the day 
Of trouble ſkulks, becauſe he cannot ſway ! 
In foreign climes embroil'd him with allies ! 
And bids at home the flames of Disc on p riſe! 
She comes! from Hell the exulting Fury ſprings 
With grim Deſtruction ſailing on her wings 
Around her ſcream an hundred harpies fell ! 
An hundred demons ſhriek with hideous yell! 
From where, in mortal venom dipt on high, + 
Full-drawn the deadlieſt ſhafts of ſatire fly, 
Where Churchill brandiſhes his clumſy club, 
And Wilkes unloads his excremental tub, 
Down to where Entiqk, aukward and unclean, 
Crawls on his native 12 a worm obſcene! 
While with unn from van to 
rear, 
Myriads of nameleſs buzzing drones appear: 
From their dark cells the angry inſects ſwarm, + 
And every little ſting attempt to arm. 
Here Chaplains*, Privileges*, moulder round, 
And feeble Scourges® rot upon the ground : 
Here hungry Kentick ſtrives, with fruitleſs aim, 
With Grub-ſtreet ſlander to extend his name: 
At Bruin flies the ſlavering, ſnarling cur, 
But only fills his famiſh'd jaws with fur. 
Here Baldwin ſpreads the aſſaſſinating cloke, 
Where lurking rancour gives the ſecret ſtroke; 
While gorg'd with filth, around this ſenſeleſs block, 
A ſwarm of ſpider-bards obſequious flock : 
While his demure Welch Goat, with lifted hoof, 
In Poet's- Corner hangs each flimſy woof; 
And friſky grown, attempts, with aukward prance, 
On Wit's gay theatre to bleat and dance. 
Here, ſeiz'd with iliac paſſion, mouthing Leech, 
Too low, alas! for Satire's whip to reach, 
Frm his black entrails, FaQtjon's common ſewer, 
Diſgorges all her excremental ſtore, 


ber'd wings, 


Certain poems intended to be very ſatirical ; but 
du e refer our reader to the Reviews. 
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With equal pity and regret the Muſe 
The thundering ſtorm that rage around her views; 
Impartial views the tides of Diſcord blend, 
Where lordly rogues for power and place contend 5 
Were not her Patriot heart with anguiſh torn, a 
Would eye the oppoſing chiefs with equal ſcorn. 
Let Freedom's deadlieſt foes for freedom bawl, 
Alike to her who govern or who fall! 
Aloof the ſtands, all unconcern'd and mute, 
While the rude rabble bellow, Down with Bute l“ 
While villainy thc ſcourge of juſtice bilks, 
Howl on, ye ruffians! “Liberty and Wilkes.“ 
Let ſome ſoft mummy of a peer, who ſtains 
His rank, ſome ſodden lump of aſs's brains, 
To that abandon'd wretch his ſanction give; 
Support his ſlander, and his wants relieve! 
Let the great hydra roar aloud for Pitt, 
And power and wiſdom all to him ſubmit! , 
Let proud Ambition's ſons, with hearts ſevere, 
Like parricides, their mother's bowels tear 
Sedition her triumphant flag diſplay, 
And inembodied ranks her troops array 
While coward juſtice, trembling on her ſeat, 


Like a vile ſlave deſcends to lick her feet! 


Nor here let Cenſure draw her awful blade, 
If from her theme the-wayward muſe has ftray'd! 
Sometimes the impetuous torrent, o'er its mounds 
Redundant burſting, ſwamps the adjacent grounds 
But rapid, and impatient of delay, 
Thro* the deep channel {ill purſues its way. 

Our pilot now retir*d, no pleaſure knows, 
But every man and meaſure to oppoſe ; 
Like /Efop's cur, till ſnarling and perverſe, © 
Bloated with envy, to mankind a curſe, 
No re at Council his advice will lend, 
But with all others who adwiſe contend ; 
He bids qiftraCtion o'er his country blaze, 
Then, ſwelter'd with revenge, retreats to Hayes“: 


After reflecting on the various events by which 
this extraordinary perſon is charateriſed, we cannot 
reſiſt the temptation uf quoting a few anecdotes from 
Machiavel, relative to a man of a very ſingular com- 
plexion and conſtitution, who was alſo diſtinguiſhed 
by a train of incidents pretty nearly reſembling thoſe 
we have mentioned above; although he poſſibly never 
anticipated the ſimilizude of fortune and character that 
might happen bepyeen him and any of his progeny. 
Speaking of the government of Florence, our hiſ- 
torian informs us, that, Luca Pitt, a bold and 
reſolute man, being now made gonfalionere of juſ- 
tice,—having entered upon his office, was very impor- 
tunate with the people to appoint a balia; but perceiv- 
ing it was to no purpoſe, he not only treated thoſe that 
were members of the council with great inſolence, and 
called them opprobrious names, but threatened them, 
and ſoon after put his threats in execution: for having 
filled the palace with armed men, on the eve of St. 
Lorenzo, in the month of Auguſt 1453, he called 
the people together into the Piazza, and there coma 
pelled them, by force of arms, to do that which 
they would not ſo much as hear of before. Pitt had 
alſo very rich preſents, not only from Coſimo and the 
ſigniory, but from all the principal citizens, who 
vied with each other in their generoſity to him; fo 
that it was thought he had above twenty thouſand 


ducats given him at that time; after which he be- 
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Swallows the penfion; but, aware of blame, 
Transfers the profer'd peerage to his dame. 
The felon thus of old, his name to fave, 
His pilfer'd mutton to a brother gave. 
ä fome frantic wretch, whom all men 
* 
To nature and humanity a foe, 
Deaf to the widow's moan and orphan's cry, 
And dead to ſhame and friendſhip's ſocial tie; 
Should ſuch a miſcreant, at the hour of death, 
To thee his fortunes and domains bequeath ; 
With cruel rancour wreſting from his heirs 
What nature taught them tb expect as theirs ; 
Would'ſt thou with this detefted robber join, 
Their legal wealth to plunder and purloin ? 
Forbid it, Heaven] thou canſt not be ſo baſe, 
To blaſt thy name with infamous diſgrace ! 
The muſe who wakes, yet triumphs o'er thy hate, 
Dares not ſo black a thought anticipate : 

Zy Heaven, the Muſe her ignorance betray's > / 
For while a thouſand eyes with wonder gaze, 
Tho? gorg'd and glutted with his country's tore, 
The vulture pounces on the ſhining ore; 

In his ſtrong talons gripes the golden prey, 

And from the weeping orphan bears away. 

f The great, th alarming deed is yet to come, 
That, big with fate, ftrikes Expectation dumb. 
O ! patient, injur'd England, yet unveil 
| Thy eyes, and liſten to the Muſe's tale, 
| That true as honour, unadorn'd with art, 
| Thy wrongs in fair ſucceſſion ſhall impart, 
Ere yet the de ſolating god of war 
Had cruſh'd pale Europe with his iron car, 
Had ſhook her ſhores with terrible alarms, 
And thunder'd o'er the trembling deep, To arms! 
In elimes remote, beyond the ſetting ſun, 
Beyond th* Atlantic wave, his rage begun. 
Alas ! poor country, how with pangs unknown 
To Britain did thy filial boſom groan ! 
What ſavage armies did thy realms invade, 

„, Unarm'd, and diſtant from maternal aid 

o Thy cottages with cruel flame» conſum'd, 

And the fad owner to deſtruction doom' d; 

Mangled with wounds, with pungent anguiſh torn, 

Or left to periſh naked and forlorn 

What reek'd upon thy ruin'd plain 

What infants bled ! what virgins ſhriek'd in vain! 

In every look diſtraction ſeem'd to glare, 

Each heart was rack d with horror and deſpair. 

To Albion then, with groans and piercing cries, 
America lift up her dying eyes; 


came ſo popular, that the city was no longer govern- 
ed by Coſimo di Medici, x A by Luca Pitt. This 
inſpired him with vanity.—After this he had recourſe 
to very extraordinary means; for he not only extort- 
ed more and greater preſents from the chief citizens, 
but alſo made the commonalty ſupply him with work - 
men and artificers. Macriavzri's Hiſt. Florence. 
This has an unlucky reſemblance to a certain great 
perſon's driving through the city with borrowed hor- 
ſes, and being offered to have his horſes un- 
yoked, and his chariot drawn by his good friends 
the mob. We ſhall, in due time and place, 
ive ſome account of the fall of Mr. Luca Pitt, and 
contempt with which, after ſome particular 
events, he was univerſally regarded. ? 
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To generous Albion pour'd forth all her pain, 


To whom the wretched never wept in vain. 

She heard, and inſtant to relieve her flew, 

Her arm the gleaming ſword of vengeance drew ? 
Far o'er the ocean wave her voice was known, 
That ſhook the deep abyſs from zone to zone; 
She bade the thunder of the battle glow, 

And pour'd the ſtorm of lightning on the foe : 
Nor ceas'd till, crown'd with victory complete, 
Pale Spain and France lay trembling at her feet f. 


+ Although our author has no preſent inclination 
to enter into political controverſy, yet he cannot 
avoid citing an article from one of the modern dic. 
tionaries, which in ſome manner is connected with 
this part of his ſubject, and exhibits a view of the 
fidelity and gratitude of our fellow - ſubjects in Ame- 
rica. | 

We are informed in the article referred to, that 
a © cartel in the marine is a ſhip provided in time of 
war to — the priſoners of any two hoſtile pow- 
ers; alſo to c any particular requeſt or propoſal 
from the Kung the other : for thi nw 
particularly commanded to carry no cargo or arms, 
only a ſingle gun for firing ſignals. 

„Our honeſt Americans however, who have {q 
ſorely grieved of late for paying a ſmall part of the 
great taxes of this country, although demanded for 
their own particular p ion, made not only no 
ſcruple to diſobey and deſpiſe this regulation of car- 
tels during the late war, but, on the contrary, gave 
continual ſupplies of proviſions ta vur enemies in the 
Weſt-Indies, and thereby recovered them, and 
recruited their fallen ſpirits, at a time when they were 
gaſping under the weight of our arms. With ſo 
much addreſs, indeed, did theſe oppreſt and unfor- 
tunate traders conduct this ſcheme, as ten or twelve 
cartels being laden at the ſame time with beef, pork, 
bread, flour, &c. ſailed together for the French 
iflands, and, in order to evade the ſtrict examination 
of our ſhips of war, were provided with a guardian 
privateer, equipped by the ſame expert owners, t9 
ſeize their own veſſels, and direct their courſe to the 
places of their firſt deſtination z but if they wer 
examined by our ſhips of war, to an Engliſh port. 
But this clumſy trick did not long eſcape the vig- 
lance of our naval officers, who found that the fellow 
ſent abroad, by way of commanders or prize-maſters, 
were utterly ignorant, and incapabte of piloting any 
ſhipz and of conſequence only ſent to elude then 
ſcrutiny. ' 

«© The moſt bare · faced efftontery, however, that 
was ever committed bf this kind, was the ſeizing 20 
armed veſſel, fitted in Philadelphia, to take theſe 
illegal cartels. She was commanded by a gentleman, 
whom the mgjority of the merchants in that city 
joined to e and diftreſs. They employed a cre 
of rufflans, who ſeiſed his veſſel openly, in the 
unwarranted and lawleſs manner, apd brought her up 
in triumph to the town, when ſhe had only five mes 
aboard: and ſo inveterate was their hatred to the 
commander, that he was obliged to leave the cou) 
precipitately, as being in danger of his life.” 


There cannot be a ſtronger confirmation of © 
truth of the above account, than the following let: 


of Mr. Pit; 
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Her fears diſpell'd, and all her foes remay'd, 
Her fertile grounds induſtriouſſy improv d, | 
Her towns with trade, with fleets her harbours 

crown'd, | et e 
And Plenty ſmiling on her plains around; 
Thus bleſt with all that commerce could ſupply, 
America regards with jealous eye, _ _ 
And canker'd heart, the Parent, who ſo late 
Had ſnatch'd her gaſping from the jaws of Fate; 
Who now, with wars for her begun, relax'd, 
With grievous aggravated burdens tax'd, 
Her treaſures waſted by a hungry brood. 


Of cormorants, that ſuck her vital blood; 


veral Governors and Councils in North America, 
relating to the Flag of Truce Trade. 
4 $6 Whitehall, Auguſt 24z 1760, 


cc Gentlemen, 


«« The commanders of his Majeſty's forces, &c. 
in North America and the Wett Indies 


and moſt pernicious trade carried on by the king's 
ſubjects in North America and the Wett Indies, as 
well to the French iſlands as to the French ſettlements 
on the continent in America, and particularly to the 
rivers Mobile and Miſſiſippi; by which the enemies, 
to the great reproach and detriment of government, 
are ſupplied with proviſions ang other neceſſaries; 
whereby they are principally, if not alone, enabled 
to ſuſtain and protract this long and expenſive war. 
And it further appearing, that large ſums of bullion 
are ſent by the king's ſubjects to the above places, in 
return whereof commodities are taken, which inter- 
fere with the product of the Britiſh colonies them- 
ſelves, in open contempt of the authority of the mo- 

r country, as well as the mott manifeſt prejudice 
of the manufactures and trade of Great Britain: 
in order, therefore, to put the moſt ſpeedy and 
effectual ſtop to ſuch flagitious practices, ſo utterly 
{ verfive of all laws, and ſo highly repugnant to 
the well-being of this kingdom : 

« It is his majeſty's expreſs will and pleaſure, 
that you do forthwith make the ſtricteſt and moſt di- 
ligent enquiry into the ſtate of this dangerous and 
iznominious trade; and that you do uſe every means 
in your power to detect and diſcover perſons concern- 
ed either as principals or acceſlaries therein; and that 
you do take every ſtep authoriſed by law to bring all 
ſuch heinous offenders to the mott exemplary and 
condign puniſhment: and you will, as ſoon as may 
be, and from time to time tranſmit to me, for the 
king's information, full and particular accounts of 
the progreſs you ſhall have made in the execution of 
this his majeſty's commands, to the which the king 
expects that you pay the moſt exact obedience. And 
you are further. to uſe your utmoſt endeavours to trace 
out and inveſtigate the various artifices and evaſions 
by which the dealers in this iniquitous intercourſe find 
means to cover their criminal proceedings, and to 
elude the law ; in order that from ſuch lights due and 
timely conſiderations may be had what farther pro- 
viſion may be neceſſary to reſtrain an evil of ſuc 
extenſive and pernicious conſequences. ; 


I am, &c. 
Vor, VIII. 


For whom alone th' avenging ſword ſhe drew. 


| Ofer all her coaſts is heard th' audacious roar, 


| Ae | Stern indignation in her look appear d; 
Copy of a letter from Mr. Secretary Pitt to the ſe- 


n have tranſ- 
mitted certain and repeated intelligences of an illegal 
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| Who now of hes demands that tribute due, 8 


| Scarce had America the juſt requeſt | 
Receiv'd, when kindlivg in her faithleſs breaſt | 
| Reſentment glows, enrag'd ſedition burns, 
And, lo! the mandate of our laws ſhe ſpurns ! | 
ler ſecret hate, incapable of ſhame. 
Or gratitude, incenſes to a flame, ® 3 
Derides our power, bids inſurtection riſe, | 
Inſults our honour, and our laws defies ; 


* England ſhall rule America no more 
Soon as on Britain's ſhore th' alarm was heard, 


Vet, loth to puniſh, ſhe her ſcourge withheld 
From her perfidious ſons who thus rebell'd : 


4 Till pity in her ſoul at laſt prevaiÞ'd, 
{| Determin'd not to draw her penal fteel 
Till fair perſuaſion made her laſt appeal. 
And now the gre\: deciſive hour drew nigh, 


Enforce her diQates, and ſuſtain her laws; 7 
Rich with her ſpoils, his ſanction will diſmay, | 
And bid th' inſurgents tremble and obey. | 
* but where, th* amazing tlieme w 
it, | 
Diſcover language or ideas fit ? 
Splay-footed words, that hector, bounce, and ſwag- 


g ger, *. 
The ſenſe to puzzle, and the brain to ſtagger? | 
Our Patriot comes —with phrenzy fir'd, the Muſe 
With allegoric eye his figure views : | 
Like the grim portreſs of hell-gate he ſtands, | 
Bellona's ſcourge hangs trembling in his hands! 
Around him, fiercer than the ravenous ſhark, 
© A cry of hell-hounds never ceaſing bark! 
And lo ! th'enormous giant to bedeck, 
A golden millſtone hangs upon his neck 
On him Ambition's vulture darts her claws, 
Mnd with voracious rage his liver gnaws. 
Our Patriot comes !—the buckles of whoſe ſhoes 
Not Cromwell's ſelf was wortly to unlooſe. 
Repeat his name in thunder to the ſkies ! 
Ye hills fall proſtrate, and ye vales atiſe ! 
Thro* FaQtion's, wilderneſs prepare the way 
Prepare, ye liſtening ſenates, to obey ! 
The idol of the mob, behold him Rand, 
The alpha and omega of the land ! 

Methinks 1 hear the bellowing Demagegue 
Dumb-ſounding declamations diſembogue, 
Expreſſiors of immeaſurable length, 

Where pompous jargon fills the glace of ſtrength; 
Where fulminating, rufnbling eſdquence, 
With loud theatric rage, bombards the ſenſe ; 
And words, deep rank'd in horrible grray, 
Exaſperated metaphors convey y 
With theſe auxiliaries, drawn up at large, 
He bids enraged Sedition beat the charge; 
From England's ſanguine hope his aid withdraws, 
And liſts to guide in InſurreQion's cauſe. 
And lo! where, in her ſacrilegious hand, 
The parricide lifts high her burning brand ! 
Go, while ſhe yet ſuſpends her impious aim, 
With thoſe infernal lungs arouſe the flame ! 
Tho' England merits not her leaſt regard, 
{ Thy friendly voice gold boxes ſhall reward ! 

U 


| 
| 
' 
Now ſtung with anguiſh, now with rage affaild, 3 | 
' 
| 


She on her darling Patriot caſt her eye; 1 
His voice like thunder will ſupport her cauſe, ( 
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To thee, whoſe ſoul, all ſtedfaſt and ſereties 
ds the tumults that diſtract our ſcene ; 

nd, in the calmer ſeats of wiſdom plac'd, 
Enjoys the ſweets of ſentiment and taſte ; 

o thee, O Marius whom no faftions ſway, 
h* impartial Muſe devotes her honeſt lay 

n her fond breaſt no proſtituted aim, 

or venal hope, affumes fair friendſhip's name: 
ſhall ChurchilP's feeble meteor-ray, 

But amongſt all the changes that enſued upon this That led our foundering Dema aſtray, 
revolution, nothing was more remarkable than the }Darkling to grope and flounce in Error's night, 
caſe of Luca Pitt, who ſoon began to experience Eelipſe great Mansfe/d's ſtrong meridian light, 
the difference betwixt proſperity and » be- [Than ſhall the change of fortune, time or place, 
twixt living in authority and falling into diſgrace. $ friendſhip in my heart efface ! 

His houſe, which uſed to be crowded with ſwarms JO ! Hecher wandering from thy country far, 
of followers and dependants, was now unfrequented [And plung d amid the murdering ſcenes of war; 
us 2 deſert; and his friends and relations were not 
only afraid of being ſeen with him, but durſt not 
even ſalute him if they met him in the ſtreet ; ſome IIf ever to forget thee I have power, 

of them having been deprived of their honours, May Heaven deſert me at my lateſt hour 
others of their eſtetes, and mo 8 threatened. ; i 

The ificent palaces which he began to build 
woes 
had formerly done to any one were requited with in- 
juries and abuſe ; and the honours he had conferred, 


Ariſe, embark ! prepare thy martial car, 
To lead her armies and provoke the war | 
Rebellion waits, impatient of delay, 
The her black enſigns to difplay®. _ 
„ „ „„ „ „ „„ „ „ „ 


* Luca Pitt continued at Florence, preſuming 
upon his late alliance, and the promiſes which Pietro 
had made him; 


Still o'er my breaſt her ſwelling deluge pours. 
But reſt and Silence now, who wait befide, 


with infamy and taunts. Many who had made him {With their ſtrong flood gates bar th' impetuous tide. 


valuable preſents, now came to demand them again, 
as only lent; and others, who befbre uſed to flatter A Yo ae U . 
and extol him to the ſkies, in theſe circumſtances, 
loaded him with contumely and ches of ingra- 
titude and violence; ſo that he heartily repented, 
though too late, that he had not followed Nicolo 
Soderini's advice, and preferred an honourable death to 
ng of ignominy- and contempt. Macy, Hit, 


END OP FALCONER'y PORME. 


by the workmen; the ſervices he {Like ſome full river charg'd with falling ſhowers, 


—+-&-| 


THE 
AUTHOR's APOLOGY. 


Y Works are advertis' | fale, p 
And cenſures fly as thick as hail ; 
hile my poor ſcheme of publication 
Supplies the dearth of converſation. 
What will the World ſay?— That's your cry. 
Who is the World? and what am I? 
Once, but thank heaven, thoſe days are o'er, 
And perſecution reigns no more, 
One man, one hardy man alone, 
Uſurp'd the critic's vacant throne, 
And thence with neither taſte nor wit, 
By powerful catcall from the pit, 
Knock'd farce, and play, and actor down. 
Who paſs'd the ſentence then ?—the Town. 
So now each upſtart puny elf 
Talks of the world, and means Aimſelf. 
Yet in the circle there are thoſe 
Who hurt een more than open foes z 
Whoſe friendſhip ſerves the talking turn, 
Juſt fim:ners to a kind concern, 
And with a wond'rous ſoft expreſſion 
Expatiates upon indiſcretion; 
Flies from the Poems to the Man, 
And gratifies the favourite plan 
To pull down other's reputation, 
And build their on on that foundation. 
The ſcholar grave, of taſte diſcerning, 
Who lives on credit for his learning, 
And has no better claim to wit 
Than carping at what others writ, 
With pitying kindneſs, friendly fear, 
Whiſpers conjectures in your ear. 
« I'm forry—and he's much to blame 
« He might have publiſh'd—but his name! 
„The thing might pleaſe a few, no doubt, 
% As handed privately about 
« It might amuſe a friend or two, 
Some partial friend ke me and you; 
« But when it comes to preſs and print 
% You'll find, I fear, but little in't. 
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„ Wha tottert o' er the ſea of ink, 
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© Where reputation runs aground, 
«© The author caſt away, and drown'd. 
% And then—'twas wilful and abſurd, 
«© (So well approv'd, ſo well preferr'd,) 
« Abruptly thus a place to quit 
«© A place which moſt his genius hit, 
«© The theatre for Latin wit 
«© With critics round him chaſte and terſe, 
«© To give a plaudit to his verſe !” 

Latin, I grant, ſhews college breeding, 
And ſome ſchool-common-place of reading. 
But has in Meoderrs ſmall pretenſion 
To real wit or ſtrong invention. 

The excellence you critics praiſe 

Hangs ona curious choice of phraſe; 
Which pick'd and choſen here and there, 
From proſe or verſe no matter where, 
Jumbled together in a diſh, 

Like Spaniſh olio, fowl, fleſh, fiſh, 

You ſet the clafſic hodge-podge on 

For pedant wits to feed upon. 

Your wou'd-be Genii vainly ſeek 

Fame for their Latin verſe, or Greek ; 
Who would for that be moſt admir'd 
Which blockheads may, and have acquir'd. 
A mere mechanical conneCtion 

Of favourite words, —a bare collection 
Of phraſes, here the labour d cento 
Preſents you with a dull memento, 


How Vn gil, Horace, Ovid join, 


And club together half a line. 
Theſe only ſtrain their motly wits 
In gathering patches, ſhreds, and bits, 
To wrap their barren fancies in, 
And make a claſſic Harlequin. 

Where I at once impo ver'd to ſhew 
My utmoſt vengeance on my foe, 


To puniſh with extremeſt rigour, 


I could inflict yo penance bigger 

Then uſing him as learning's tool 
To make him Uſher of a ſchool. 
For, not to dwell upon the toil o 


[of working on a barren ſoil, 


And lab'ring with inceſſant pains 
To cultivate a blockhead's brains 

The duties there but ill befit l 

The love of letters, arts, or wit. 
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For whoſoe er * though ſlightly, ſips, 
Their grateful favour with his lips, 
Will find it leave a ſmatch behind, 
Shall ſink ſo deeply in his mind, 
It never thence can be erasꝰ d 
But, riſing up, you call it Taſte. 
*T were fooliſh for a drudge to chuſe 
A guſto which he cannot uſe. 
Better diſcard the idle whim, 
What's He to Tafte # or Taſte to Him? 
For me, it hurts me to the ſoul 
o brook confinement or controul : 
Still to be pinion'd down toteach 
The ſyntax and the parts of ſpeech A 
Or, what perhaps is drudging worſe, | 
The links, and joints, the rules of verſe; 
To deal out authors by retail, 
Like penny pots of Oxford ale; 
Oh! Tis a ſervice irkſome more 
Than tugging at the ſlaviſh oar. 
Yet ſuch A taſk, a diſmal truth, 
Who watches o'er the bent of youth; 
And while, a paltry ſtipend earning, 
He ſows the richeſt ſeeds of learning, 
And tills their minds with proper care, 
And ſees them theirdue produce bearz 
No joys, alas ! his toil beguile 
His cron lies fallow all the while, 
«© Yet ſtill he's in the road, you ſay, 
% Of learning.” —Why, perhaps he may. 
But turns like horſes in a mill, 
Nor getting on, nor ſtanding till : 
For little way his learning reaches, 
Who reads no more than what he teaches, 
Vet you can ſend ad ventꝰrous youth, 
<< In ſearch of letters, taſte, and truth, 
Who ride the highway road to knowledge 
Through the plain turnpikes of a college, 
True.—Like way-poits, we ſerve to ſhew 
The road which travellers ſhould go; 
Who jog along in eaſy pace, 
Secure of coming to the place, 
Yet find, return whene'er they will, 
"The Peſt, and its direction ſtill: 
Which ſtands an uſeful nnthank'd guide, 
To _ a paſſenger beſide. 
Tis hard to carve for others meat, 
And not have time one's ſelf to eat. 
Though, be it always underſtood, 
Our appetiteg are full as good. 
«© But there have been, and proofs appear, 
© Who bore this toad from year to year; 
«6 Whoſe claim to letters, parts and wit, 
© The world has ne'er diſputed yet. 
Whether the flowing mirth prevail 
% In Weſley's ſong, or humorpus tale z 
% Or happier Bourne's expreſſion pleaſe 
With graceful turns of claffic eaſe; 
«© Or Oxford's well- read poet fings 
«c Pathetic to the ear of kings: 
„ Theſe have indutg'd the mufes' flight, 
Nor loſt their time or credit by t; 
«© Nor fuffer'd fancy's dreams to prey 
On the due buſineſs of the day. 
*© Verſe was to them a recreation 
«© Us'd by way of relaxation.“ 
Your inſtances are fiir and true, 
And genius I reſpe& with you. 


PO RK M 8. 
I envy none their honeſt praiſe; 
I ſeek to blaſt no ſcholar's bays : 
Still let the graceful foliage ſpread 
Its generous honours round their head, 
Bleſt, if the Muſes' hand entwine 


A ſprig at leaſt to cirele mine 


Come, I admit, you tax me right. 
Prudence, tis true, was out of ſight, 
And you may whiſper all you meet, 
The man was vague and indiſcreet. 

Yet tell me, while you cenfureme, 

Are you from error ſound and free ? 

Say, does your breaſt no bias hide, 
Whoſe influence draws the mind aſide ? 
All have their hobby-horſe, you ſee, 
From Triſtram down to you and me. 
Ambition, ſplendour, may be thine 
Eaſe, indolence, perhaps, are mine. 
Though prudence, andour nature's pride 
May wiſh our weakneſſes to hide, 

And ſet their hedges up before'em, 
Some Sprouts will branch, and ſtraggle o'er em. 
Strive, fight againſt her how you will, 
Nature will be the miſtreſs ſtill, 

And though you cru} with double rein, 
She'll run away with us again. 

But let a man of parts be wrong, 

"Tis triumph to the leaden throng. 

The fools ſhall cackle out reproof, 

The very aſs ſhall raiſe his hoof 3 

And he who holds in his poſſeſſion, 
The fingle virtue of diſcretion, 

Who knows no overflow of ſpirit, 
Whoſe want of paſſions is his merit, 
Whom wit and taſte and judgment flies, 
Shall ſhake his noddle, and ſeem wiſe. 


—— —— 


T. H er ONS 


ADDRESSED TO BONNEL THORNTON, 180 


CTING, dear Thornton, its perfection draws, 
From no obſervance of mechanic laws: 

No ſettled maxims of a fay'rite ſtage, _ 
No rules deliver'd down from age to age, 
Let players nicely mark them as they will, 
Can e'er entail hereditary ſkill. 
If, *mongſt the humble hearers of the pit, 
Some curious vet”ran critic chance to fit, 
Is he pleas'd more becauſe twas ated ſo 
By Booth and Cibber thirty years ago ! 
The mind recals an obje& held more dear, 
And hates the copy, that it comes ſo near. 
Why lov'd he Wilks's air, Booth's nervous tone ? 
In them *twas natural, twas all their own. 
A Garrick's genius muſt our wonder raiſe. 
But gives his mimic no reflected praiſe. 

Thrice happy Genius, whoſe unrival'd name, 
hall live for ever in the voice of Fame 
"Tis thine to lead with more than magic ſkill, 


The train of captive paſſions at thy will ; 
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To bid the burſting tear ſpontaneous flow 
In the ſweet ſenſe of ſympathetic woe : 


Through ev'ry vein I feel a chilneſs creep, 


When horrors ſuch as thing have murder'd ſleep 3 
And at the old man's look and frantic ſtare 

"Tis Lear alarms me, for I ſee him there. 

Nor yet confin'd to tragic walks alone, 

The comic Muſe too claims thee for her own. 
With each delightful requiſite to pleaſe, 

Taſte, Spirit, Judgment, Elegance, and Eaſe, 
Familiar nature forms thy only rule, 

From Ranger's rake to Drugger's vacant fool. 
With power's ſo pliant, and ſo various bleſt, 
That what we ſee the laſt, we like the beſt. 
Not idly pleas'd, at judgment's dear expence, 
But burſt outrageous with the laugh of ſenſe. 

Perfection's top, with weary toil and pain, 
*Tis genius only that can hope to gain. 

The Play'r's profeſſion (though I hate the phraſe, 
"Tis ſo mechanic in theſe modern days) 

Lies not in trick, or attitude, or ſtart, 
Nature'strue knowledge is the only art, 

The ſtrong · felt paſſion bolts into his face, 

The mind untouch'd, what is it but grimace! 

To this one ſtandard make your juſt appeal, 
Here lies the golden ſecret ; learn to yz. 

Or fool, or monarch, happy, or diſtreſt, 

No actor pleaſes that is not poſſeſs'd. 

Once on the ſtage, in Mose declining days, 
When Chriſtians were the fubject of their plays, 
F'er perſecution dropp'd her iron rod, 

And men ſtill wag'd an impious war with God, 
An actor flouriſh'd of no vulgar fame, 

Nature's diſciple, and Geneſt his name. 

A noble object for his {kill he choſe, 

A martyr dying midſt inſulting foes. 

Reſign'd with patience to religion's laws, 

Yet braving monarchs in his Saviour's cauſe. 
Fill'd with th' idea of the ſacred part, 

He felt a zeal the reach of art, 

While look and voice, and geſture, all expreſt 
A kindred ardour in the player's breaſt ; 

Till as the flame through all his boſom ran, 
He loſt the actor and commenc'd the Man; 
Profeſt the faith ; his'pagan gods denied, 
And what he acted then, he after died. 

The player's province they but vainly try, 
Who Want theſe pow'rs, Deportment, Voice, and 


Eye. 

The Gitic Sight 'tis only Grace can pleaſe, 
No figure charms us if it has not Eaſe. 
There are, who think the ſtature all in all, 
Nor like the hero, if he is not tall. 
The feeling ſenſe all other want ſupplies, 
I rate no ator's merit from his ſize. 
Superior height requires ſuperior grace, 


And what's a giant with a vacant face ? 


Theatric monarchs, in their tragic gait, 
Affect to mark the ſolemn pace of ſtate. 
One foot put forward in poſition ſtrong, 
The other, like its vaſſal, dragg'd along. 

So grave each motion, ſo exact and flow, 

Like wooden monarchs at a puppet ſhow. 
The mien delights us that has native grace, 
But affectation ill ſupplies its place. 

Unſkilful actors, like your mimic apes, 
Will writhe their bodies in a thouſand ſhapes j 
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However foreign fm the poet's art, 

No tragic hero but admires a ſtart. 

What though unfeeling of the nervous line, 
Who but allows his attitude is fine? 


While a whole minute equipois'd he ſtands, 


Till praiſe diſmiſs him with her echoing hands! 
Reſolv'd, though nature hate the tedious pauſe, 
By perſeverance to extort applauſe. 
When Romeo ſorrowing at his Juliet's doom, 
With eager madnc* burſts the canvas tomb, 
The ſudden whirl, ſtretch'd leg, and lifted ſtaff, 
Which pleaſe the vulgar 3 make the critic laugh. ' 
To paint the paſſion's force, and mark it well 
The proper action nature's ſelf will tell; 
No pleaſing pow'rs diſtortions e' er expreſs, 
And nicer judgment always loaths exceſs. 
In ſock or buſkin, who o'erleaps the bounds, 
Diſguſts our reaſon, and the taſte confounds. 
Of all the evils which the ſtage moleſt, 
I hate. your fool who overacts his jeſt 3 
Who murders what the poet finely writ, 
And, like a bungler, haggles all his wit, 
With ſhrug, and grin, and geſture out of place, 
And writes a fooliſh comment with his face. 
Old Johnſon once, though Cibber's perter vein * 
But meanly groupes him with a num' rous train, 
With ſteady face, and ſober hum'rous mien, 
Fill'd the ſtrong outlines of the comic ſcene ; 
What was writ down, with decent utt'rance ſpoke, 
Betray'd no ſymptom of the conſcious joke ; 
The very man in look, in voice, in airy 
And though upon the tage, appear'd no Play'r. 
The word and action ſhould conjointly ſuit, 
But acting words is labour too minute. 
Grimace will ever lead the judgment wrong; 
While ſober humour marks th* impreſſion ſtrong. 
Her proper traits the fixt attention hit, 
And bring me cloſer to the poet's wit; 
With her delighted o'er each ſcene I go, 
Well-pleas'd, and not aſham'd of being ſo. 
But let the generous actor Mill forbear 


To copy features with a Mimic's care 


"Tis a poor ſkill which every fool can reach, 
A vile ſtage- cuſtom, honour'd in the breach. 
Worſe as more cloſe, the dinſigenuous art 
But ſhews the wanton looſeneſs of the heart. 
When I behold a wretch, of talents mean, 
Drag private foibles on the public ſcene, of 
Forſaking nature's fair and open road 9 
To mark ſome whim, ſome ſtrange peculiar mode; 
Fir'd with diſguſt I loath his ſervile plan, 
Deſpiſe the mimic, and abhor the man. 
Go to the lame, to hoſpitals repair, 
And hunt for humour in diſtortions there 
Fill up the meaſure of the motley whim 
With ſhrug, wink, ſnuffle, and convulſive limb; 
Then ſhame at once, to pleaſę a trifling age, 
Good ſenſe good manners, virtue, and the ſtage ! 

"Tis not enough the voice be ſound and clear, 
Tis modulation that muſt charm the ear. 
When deſperate heroines grieve with tedious moan, 
And whine their ſorrows in a ſee-ſaw tone, 
The ſame ſoft ſound of unimpaſſioned woes 
Canonly make the yawning hearers doze. 

The voice all modes of paſſion canexpreſs, 
That marks the proper word with proper ftreſs, 


* 


* Sec Cibber's Applogy, $vo, 1750. 
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But none emphatic can the actor call, 
Who lays an equal emphaſis on ll. | 
Some v'er the tongue the labour d meaſures roll 
Slow and delib'rate as the parting toll, 
Point ev'ry ſtop, mark ev'ry pauſe ſo ſtrong, 
Their words, like ftage-proceſſions ſtalk along. 
All affectation but creates diſguſt, 
And een in ſpeaking we may ſeem too juſt. 
Nor proper, Thornton, can thoſe ſounds appear 
Which bring not numbers to thnicer ear; 
In vain from them the pleaſing meaſure flows, 
Whoſe recitation runs it all to proſe ; 
Repeating what the poet ſets not down, 
The verb disjointing from its friendly noun, 
While pauſe, and break, and repetition join 
To make a diſcord in each tuneful line. 
Some placid natures fill th' allotted ſcene 
With lifeleſs drone, infipid and ſerene ; 
While others thunder ev ry couplet o'er, 
And almoft crack your ears with rant and roar. 
More nature oft and finer ſtrokes are ſhoẽõn, 
In the low whiſper than tempeſtuous tone. 


. And Hamlet's hollow voice and fixt amaze, 


More powerful terror to the mind conveys, 
Than he, who, ſwol'n with big impetuous rage, 
Bullies the bulky phantom off the ſtage. 

He, who in earneſt ſtudies o'er his part, 

Will find true nature cling about his heart. 

The modes of grief are not included all 

In the white handkerchief and mournful draw! ; 
A ſingle look more marks th* internal woe, 

Than all the windings of the lengthen'd Oh. 

Up to the face the quick ſenſation flies, 

And darts its meaning from the ſpeaking Eyds; 
Love, tranſport, madneſs, anger, ſcorn, deſpair, 
And all the paſſions, all the ſoul is there. 

In vain Ophelia gives her flowrets cound, 
And with her ſtraws fantaſtic ftrews the ground, 
In vain now fings, now heaves the deſp'rate ſigh, 
If phrenzy fit not in the troubled eye. 

In Cibber's look commanding ſorrows ſpeak, 

And call the tear faſt trick'ling down my cheek. 

There is a fault which ſtirs the critic's rage; 

A want of due attention on the ſtage. 

J have ſeen actors, and admir'd ones too, 

Whoſe tongues wound up ſet forward from their 

cue; 

In their own ſpeech who whine, or roar away, 

Yet ſeem unmoy'd at what the reſt may ſay ; 
Whoſe eyes and thoughts on diff rent objects roam, 
Until the prompter's voice recal them home. 

. Diveſt yourſelf of hearers, if you can, 

And ftrive to ſpeak, and be the very man, 

Why ſhould the well-bred actor with to know 
Who fits above to-night, or who below ? 

So, mid th* harmonious tones of grief or rage, 
dtalian ſquallers oft diſgrace the ſtage ; 

When, with a ſimp'ring leer, and bow profound, 
The ſqueaking Cyrus greets the boxes round; 

Or proud Mandane, of imperial race, | 
Familiar drops a curt'fie to her grace. 

To ſuit the dreſs demands the actor s art, 

"Yet there are thoſe who over-dreſs the part. 

To ſome preſcriptive right give ſettled things, 
Black wigs to murd'rert, feather'd hats to kings. 
But Michael Caſſio might be drunk enough, 
Though all his featurgs were nut grim'd with ſauff. 


f 


| 


| 
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Why ſhould Pol Peachum ſhine in ſatin cloathey ? 
Why ev'ry devil dance in ſcarlet hoſe ? ; 
But in ſtage-cuſtoms what offends me moſt 
Is the ſlip- door, and flowly-riſing ghoſt. 
Tell me, nor caunt the queſtion too ſevere, 
Why need the diſmal powder'd forms appear ? 
When chilling horrors ſhake th' affrighted king 
And guilt torments him with her ſcorpion ſting ; 
When keeneſt feelings at his boſom pull, 
And fancy tells him that the ſeat is full; 
Why need the ghoſt uſurp the monarch's place, 
To frighten children with his mealy face? 
The king alone ſhould form the phantom there, 
And talk and tremble at the vacant chair. 
If Belvidera her lov'd loſs deplore, 
Why for twin ſpectres burſts the yawning floor ? 
When with diſorder'd ſtarts, and horrid cries, 
She paints the murder'd forms before her eyes, 
And ftill purſues them with a frantic ſtare, 
*Tis pregnant madneſs brings the viſions there. 
More initant horror would enfore the ſcene, 
If all her ſhudd'rings were at ſhapes unſeen. 
Poet and Actor thus, with blended ſkill, 
Mould all our paſſions to their inſtant will ; 
"Tis thus, when feeling Garrick treads the ſtage, 


| (The ſpeaking comment of his Shakeſpear's page] 


Oft as I drink the words with greedy cars, 
I ſhake with horror, or diſſolve with tears. 

O, ne'er may folly ſeize the throne of taſte, 
Nor dulneſs lay the reals of genius waſte | 
No bouncing crackers ape the thund'rer's fire, 

No tumbler float upon the bending wire ! 

More natural uſes to the ſtage belong, 

Than tumblers, monſters, pantomime, or ſong. 
For other purpoſe was that ſpot deſign'd : 

To purge the paſſions, and reform the mind, 
To give to nature all the force of art, 

And while it charms the ear to mend the heart. 

Thornton, to thee, I dare with truth commend, 
The decent ſtage as virtue's natural friend. 
Though oft debas'd with ſcenes profane and looſe, 
No reaſon weighs againſt its proper uſe. 

Though the lewd prieſt his ſacred function ſhame, 
Religion's perfect law is {till the ſame. 

Shall they, who trace the paſſions from their riſg 
Shew ſcorn her features, her own image vice ? 
Who teach the mind its proper force to ſcan, 

And hold the faithful mirror up to man, 
Shall their profeſſion e er provoke diſdain 
Who ſtand the foremoſt in the moral train, 
Who lend refleQion all the grace of art, 
And ſtrike the precept home upon the heart? 

Vet, haplefs Artift ! though thy ſxill can raiſe 
The burſting peal of univerſal praiſe, '| ' 
Though at thy beck Applauſe delighted ftands, 


And lifts, Briareus' like, her hundred hands, 


Know, Fame awards thee but a partial breath 
Not all thy talents brave the ſtroke of death. 
Poets to ages yet unborn appeal, 

And lateſt times th' Eternal Nature feel. 

Though blended here the praiſe of bard and play r. 
While more than half becomes the AQuor's ſhare, 
Relentleſs death untwiſts the mingled fame, 

And finks the player in the poet's name. 

The pliant muſcles of the various face, 

The mien that gave each ſentence ſtrength and 
graces 


The 
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The tuneful voice, the eye that ſpoke the mind, 
Are gone, nor leave a ſingle trace behind. | 


THE LAW STUDENT®. 
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. | Others there are, who, indolent and vain, | 


Contemn the ſcience, they can ne er attain: 
Who write, and read, but all by fits and ſtarts, 
And varniſh folly with the name of Parts ; 
Truſt all to genius, for they ſcorn to pore, +» 
Till e'en that little Genius is no more. 
Knowledge in Law care only can attain, 
Where honour's purchas'd at the price of pain, 
If, loit' ring, up th' aſcent you ceaſe to climb, 
No ſtarts of labour can the time. 
Induftrious ſtudy wins by ſlow degrees, 


TO GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ», [res ſons of Coke can ne er be ſons at caſe. 


wid tibi cum Cirrkd # quid cum Permeſſidot unda # 
hy nn propius 4 Forum eft. —_ 


* 


O W Chriſt-church left, and fixt at Lincoln's 
Inn, ? N as 
Th' important ſtudies of the Law begin. N 
Now groan the ſhelves beneath th' unuſual charge 
Of Records, Statutes, and Reports at large. 
Each Claſſic author ſeeks his peaceful nook, 
And modeſt Virgil yields his place to Coke. 
No more, ye Bards, for vain precedence hope, 
But even Jacob take the lead of Pope 
While the pil'd ſhelves ſink down on one another, 
And each huge folio has its cumb'rous brother, 
While arm'd with theſe, the Student views with awe 
His rooms become the magazine of law, 
Say whence ſo few ſucceed ? where thouſands aim, 
So few e' er reach the promis'd goal of fame 
Say, avhy Cæcilius quits a gainful trade 
For regimentals, ſword, and ſmart cockade ? 
Or Sextus why his firit profeſſion leaves 
For narrower band, plain ſhirt, and pudding ſlee ves? 
The depth of law aſks ſtudy, thought, and care? 
Shall we ſeek theſe in rich Alonzo's heir? 
Such diligence, alas ! is ſeldom found 
In the briſk heir to forty thouſand pound. 
Wealth, that excuſes folly, ſloth creates, 
Few, who can ſpend, e er learn to get eſtates, 
What is to him dry caſe, or dull report, 
Who ſtudies faſhions at the Inns bf Court; 
And proves that thing of emptineſs and ſhow, 
That mongrel, half form'd thing, a Temple-Beau? 
Obſerve him daily ſfaunt'ring up and down, | 
In purple ſlippers, and in filken gown ; 
Laſt night's debauch, his morning converſation 
The coming, all his evening preparation. 
By law let others toil to gain renown ! 
Horio's a gentleman, a man o'th' town. 
He nor courts clients, or the law regarding. 
Hurries from Nando's down to Covent-Garden : 
Yet he's a Scholar; - mark him in the Pit 
With critic catcall ſound the ſtops of wit 
Supreme at George's he harangues the throng, 
Cenſor of ſtile from tragedy to ſong : 
Him ev'ry witling views with ſecret awe, 
Deep in the Drama, ſhallow in the Law. 


In the preface to Colman's proſe that gentleman 
claims the preſent performance, and ſays that it was 
given to the Author to fill up a volume of poems 
publiſhed by ſubſcription. 
| 


; There are, whom Love of Poetry has ſmit, 
Who, blind to intereſt, arrant dupes to wit, 
Have wander'd deviougyn the pleaſing road, 
With attic flowers and Claſſie wreaths beſtrew'd : 
Wedded to verſe, embrac'd the Muſe for lite, 


And ta'en, like modern bucks, their whores to wife. 


| Where'er the Muſe uſurps deſpotic ſway, 
All other ſtudies muſt of force give way, 
Int'refſt in vain puts in her prudent claim, 
Nonſuited by the pow'rful plea of fame. 


As well you might weigh lead againſt a feather, 
As ever j.mble wit and law together. 

Jon Littleton gravely thus remarks, 
(Remember 


, ye rhyming Temple ſparks !. | 


In all our author's tenures, be it noted, 


This is the fourth time any verſe was quoted .” ? 


Which, gainſt the Muſe and verſe, may well im- 
| | TX 
What oo call a roli proſequi. 

Quit then, dear George, Oo quit the barren field, 
Which neither profit nor reward can yield ! 
What tho” the ſprightly ſcene, well acted, draws 
From unpack'd Engliſhmen unbrib'd applauſe, 
Some monthly Grub, ſome Dennis of the age, 
In print cries ſhame on the degen'rate ſtage d. 
If haply Churchill ſtrive with generous aim, 
To fan the ſparks of genius to a flame z i 
If all oN ASE o, UNKENOWING, AND UNKNOWN, 
By noting thy deſert, he proves his on; 
Envy ſhall ſtraight to Hamilton's repair, | 
And vent her ſpleen, and gall, and venom there, 
Thee, and thy works, and all our friends decry, 
And boldly print and publiſh a rank lie, . 

Swear your own _— 15 flatt ring likeneſs drew, 
Swear your on ame's partial trumpet blew. 
ell remember oft your i have faid, 
(Friends, whom the ſureſt maxima ever led) 
Turn parſon, Colman, that's the way to thrive : 

Your parſons are the happieſt men alive. 

— there are but twelve, and never mote, 
ut Stalls untold, and Biſhops, twenty-four, 

Of pride and claret, ſloth and ven'fon full, 

Yon prelate mark, right reverend and dull ! 

He ne'er, good man, need penſive vigils keep 

To preach his audience once a week to ſleep ; 


* See the very curivus and vExY 81MILAR criti- 
ciſms on the comedy of the Jealous Wife, in the 
two Reviews, together with the moſt malicious 
and inſolent attack on the writer, and the author of 
this Collection in the Critical Review for March; 
an injury poorly repaired by a lame apology in the 
Review for the ſucceeding month, containing feeſk- 
inſults on one of the injured parties: © 0 


— 
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On rich preferments battens at his eaſe, 

Nor ſweats for tithes, as lawyers toil for fees. 
Thus they advisg'd. I know thee better far; 
And cry, ſtick cloſe, dear Colman, to the bar 
If genivs warm thee, where can genius call 

For nobler action than in yonder hall? 

Tis not enough each morn, on Term's approach, 
To club your legal threepence for a coach; 

Then at the hall to take your filent ſtand, 

With ink - horn and 1 te-book in your hand, 
Marking grave ſerjeants cite each wiſe report, 
And noting down ſage dictums from the court, 
With overwhelming brow, and law-learn'd face, 
The index of your book of common- place. 

Theſe are mere drudges, thgyzean only plod, 

And tread the path their dull forefathers trod, 
Doom'd thro' law's maze, without a clue, to range, 
From ſecond Hernon down to ſecond Strange. 

Do thou uplift thine eyes to happier wits ! 
Dulneſs no longer on the woolpack fits ; 

No longer on the drawling droniſh herd 

Are the firſt honours of the law confer'd ; 

But they whoſe fame reward's due tribute draws. 
Whoſe active merit challenges applauſe, 
Like glorious beacons, are ſet high to view, 

To mark the paths which genius ſhould purſue. - 

O for thy ſpirit, MAxsF1ELD ! at thy name 

What boſom glows not with an active flame? 
Alone from Jargon born to reſcue law, 

From precedent, grave hum, and formal ſaw ! 
To ftrip chican'ry of its vain pretence, 

And marry Common Law to Common Senſe! 
"PrATTS®! on thy lips perſuaſion ever hung 
Engliſh falls, pure as Manna, from thy tongue; 

On thy voice truth may reſt, and on thy plea 
Unerring HExLEY Þ ſound the juſt decree. 
HzxLzy ! than whom, to Haxpwickz's well- 
rais'd fame, f N 
No worthier ſecond Royal Gxox 6x cou'd name: 
No lawyer of prerogative z no tool f 
Faſhion'd in black corruption's pliant ſchool; 
Form'd *twixt the People and the Crown to ſtand, 
And hold the ſcales of right with even hand ! 
True to our hopes, and equal to his birth, 
See, ſeein Lon x ET the force of lineal worth 
But why their ſev ral merits need I tell 
Why on each honour'd ſage's praiſes dwell _ 
W1LtmoT|| how Well his place, or FosTxxS fills ? 
Or ſhrew'd ſenſe beaming from the eye of WiLLzs C? 
Such, while thou ſeeſt the public care engage, 


Their fame increaſing with increaſing age, 


Rais'd by true genius bred in Phebus* ſchool, 
Whoſe warmth of ſoul ſound judgment knew to 


cool ; 
Wich ſuch illuſtrious proofs before your eyes, 
Think not, my friend, you've too much wit to riſe. 


* Afterwards Earl Camden. 
+ Afterwards Earl of Northi 
1 Charles Yorke, Eſq; ſetind ſon of Lord Hard- 


wicke. 

Sir John Eardley Wilmot, afterwards chief 

i the Common Pleas. 

Sir Michael Foſter, one of the Judges of the 
King's Bench. 

q Sir John Willes, Chief Juſtice of the Com- 
mon Pleas. 
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Think of the bench, the coif, long robe, and fee, 
And leave the Preſs to * ## ##$ $$ ## # 


7 - 
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ON 


| THE POETRY PROFESSORS, 


|; LD Ex GI Aanp has not loft her pray'r, 


* GrorGx, (thank heay'n!) has got an 


; r, : 

A royal babe, a PIN E of WaALxs. 

— Poets ! I pity all your nails 

What reams of paper will be ſpoil'd ! 

What graduſes be daily ſoil'd 

By inky fingers, greaſy thumbs, 

Hunting the word that never comes! 

' Now Academies pump their wits, 

And laſh in vain their lazy tits; 

In vain they whip, and flaſh, and ſpur, 

The callous jades will never ftir ; 

Nor can they reach Parnaſſus” hill, 

Try every method which they will. 

Nay, ſhould the tits get on for ence, 

Each rider is ſo grave a dunce, 

That, as I've heard good judges ſay, 

Tis ten to one they'd loſe their way; 

Though not one wit beſtrides the back 

Of uſeful drudge, ycleped hack, 

| But fine bred things of mettled blood, 

Pick'd from Apolly's royal ud. 

Greek, Roman, nay Arabian ſteeds, 

Or thoſe our mother country breeds ; 

Some ride ye in, and ride ye out, 

And to come home go round about, 

Nor on the green ſwerd, nor the road, 

And that I think they call an Op x. 

Some rake the pleaſant country air, 

And ſmack their whips and drive a pair, 

Each horſe with bells which clink and chime, 

And ſo they march—and that is Aim. 

Some copy with prodigious ſkill 

The figures of a buttery-bill, 

Which, with great folks of erudition, 

Shall paſs for Coptic or Phoenician. 

While ſome, as patriot love prevails, 

To compliment a prince of Wales, 

Salute the royal babe in Meli, 

And ſend forth gutturals like a belch. 
What pretty things imaginati 

Will fritter out in adulation ! 

The Pagan Gods ſhall viſit earth, 

To triumph ina Chriſtian's birth. 

While claſſic poets, pure and chaſte, 

Of trim and academic TASTE, 

Shall lug them in by head and ſhoulders, - 

To be or ſpeakers, or beholders. 

Max s ſhall preſent him with a lance, 

To humble Spain and conquer France; 

The Gracxs, buxom, blith, and gay, 

Shall at his cradle dance the 

And VzNus, with her train of Loves, 

Shall bring a thouſand pair of doves 


| 
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To bill, w coo, to whine, to ſqueak, 
Through all the diale#s of Greek. 
How many ſewains of claſſic breed, 
Shall deftly tune their aaten reed, 
And bring their Doric nymphs to town, 
To fing their meaſures up and down, 
In notes a/ternate clear and ſweet, 
Like Ballad-ſingprs in 2 ſtreet. 
While thoſe who graſp at reputation, 
From imitating imitation, 
Shall huntgach cranny, nook, and creek, 
For precious fragments in the Greek, 
And rab the ſpittle, and the Toafte, 
For ſenſe, and ſentiment, and taſte. 
What Latin e baer, Grecian ia, 
With Hebrew roctt, and Engliſh trail, 
Shall academic cooks produce 
For preſent ſhow and future uſe : 
FEetLtows ! who've ſoak'd away their knowledge, 
In ſleepy reſidence at college; 
e lives are like a ſtagnant pool, 
Muddy and placid, dull and cool ; 
Mere drinking, eating; eating, drinking; 
With no impertinence of thinking ; 
Who lack no farther erudition, 
Than juft to ſer an impoſition 
To cramp, demoliſh and diſpirit, 
Each true begotten child of merit ; 
Cenſors, who, in the day's broad light, 
Puniſh the vice they act at night; 
Whoſe charity with ſe/f begins, 
Nor covers others venial fins ; 
But that their feet may ſafely tread, 
Take up hypocriſy inſtead, 
As knowing that muſt always hide 
A multitude of fins beſide ; 
Whoſe ruſty wit is at a ſtand, 
Without a fre/iman at their hand; 
(Whoſe ſervicg muſt of courſe creates 
The juſt return of ſev*n-fold hate) 
Lord! that ſuch good and uſeful men 
Should ever turn to books again. 
YzT matter muſt be gravely plann'd, 
And ſyllables on fingers ſcann'd, 
And racking pangs rend lad'ring head, 
Till lady Muſe is brought to-bed ; 
What hunting, changing, toiling, ſweating, 
To bring the uſual epithet in ! 
Where the crampt meaſure kindly ſhowy 
It 2vill be verſe, but ould be proſe. 
So, when its neither light nor dark, 
To 'prentice ſpruce, or lawyer's clerk, 
The nymph, who takes her nightly ſtand 
At ſome fly corner in the Strand, 
Plump in the cheſt, tight ip the boddice, 
Seems to the eye a parfect goddeſs ; 
But canvaſs'd more minutely o'er, 
Turns out an old, ſtale, batter'd whore. 
Yet muſt theſe ſons of GowNzD At, 
Proud of the Plumage of Degrees, 
Forſake their APATHY a while, 
To figure in the Roman tile, 
And offer incenſe at the ſhrine 
av — —_ 
pon a throne the goddeſs fits, 
Surrounded by her bulky wits 3 
Fanzicivs, Coor zx, CALEPINE, 
 Ain8wor THIUS, FAR, ConSTAYN TING z 
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And he, who like Dopox A ſpoke, 
De SackA unc, HoLYOAKE 5 
Theſe are her counſellors of ſtate, 
Men of much words, and wits of Tueight j 
Here Op anufs full of phraſes clever, 
'Lord of her treaſury for ever, 
With liberal hand his bounty deals 3 
Six CxxToKrxEePER of the &. 
Next to the perſon of the , 
Old madam Pro3gopr is ſeen ; 
Talking inceſſant, althongh dumb, 
Upon her fingers to her thumb. 
And all around her portraits hung 
Of heroes in the Latin Tongue; 
Italian, Engliſh, German, French, 
Who moſt laborioufly entrench 
In deep parade of language dead, 
What would not in their ton be read, 
Without impeachment of that TasT K. 
Which LATIN 1D10M turns to chaſte. 
SANFOLIvs here, whoſe flippant jake, 
Sought refuge in a Roman cloak : 
With dull Comm1zivs at his fide, 
{ In all the pomp of jeſuie pride. 
MzxAGz, the pedant figur'd there, 
A trifler with a ſolemn air : | 
And there in looſe, unſeemly views 
The graceleſs, cafy LovELING tos. 
{ *Tis here grave poets urge their claim, 
For ſome thin blaſt of tiny fame; 
Here bind their temples drunk with praiſe, 
With half a ſprig of wwither'd bays. 
O poet, if that honour'd name 
Befits ſuch idle childiſh aim; 
If Via II aſk thy ſacred care, 
if Hos Ac charm thee, oh forben 
To ſpoil with ſacrilegous hand, 
The glories of the cx As81cC land: 
Nor few thy dowlas on the SATT18,. 
Of their pure uncorrupted Latin. 
Better be native in thy verſe 
| What is FinGAL but genuine Frſe ? 
Which all ſublime ſongrous flows, 
Like Hzxvzv's thoughts in drunken prof. 
Hail, SCOTLAND, hail to thee belong 
All pow'rs, but moſt the pow'rs of ſongy 
} Whether the rude unpoliſh'd =p 
Stalk in the buckram Proſe or Verſe, 
Or bonny RamsarY pleaſe thee mo, 
Who ſang ſae ſweetly aw his woe. 
If ought (and ſay who knows ſo well) 
The ſecond- ſighted Muſe can tell, 
The happy Lair Ds fhall laugh and 1 
When EN LAN D's Gzx1vs droops his Wing. 
So ſhall thy ſoil new wealth diſcloſe, | 
So thy own Tw1sTLzx choak the Rozx.. 
But what comes here? Methinks I ſee. 
A oalking univerlity. | 
See how they preſs to croſs the TWũI ED, 
And ftrain their limbs with eager ſpeed ! 
While ScoTLAND, from her fertile ſhore, 
Cries, On my ſons, return no more. 
Hither they haſte with willing mind, 
Nor caſt one /onging look behind; 
On ten- toe carriage to ſalute, 
The k——, and q-—n, and EAzL or Bors. 
No more the gallant Northern ſons 
Spout forth their ſtrings - Latin puns 
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Nor courſe all languages to frame, 

The quibble ſuited to their name; 

As when their anceſtors be-wers d, 

That glorious STUART, JAMES the FIRST- 

But with that elocution's GRACE, 

That oratoria! flaſhy Lace, 

Which the fam'd Irif Tommy Pury, 

Would ſew on ſentimental fuff ; 

Twang with a ſweet pronunciation, 

The flow'rs of bold imagination. 

Macruzsso leads the flaming van, 

LairD of the neww Fingalian clan 

While Jacxy HomE brings up the rear, | 

With new- got penſion neat and clear 

Three hundred Engliſi pounds a year. 

While ſiſter PEG, our ancient Friend, 

Sends Macs and Dox AL ps without end: 

To GO awhile they tune their lays, 

Then all their choral voices raiſe, 

To heap their panegyric wit on 

TH illuſtrious chief, and our Nox TH B 11 oN. 
Hail to the THAN R, whoſe patriot {kill 

Can break all nations to his will; 

Maſter of ſciences and arts, 

Macznas to all men of parts; 

Whoſe foſt'ring hand, and ready wit, 

Shall find us all in places fit; 

So ſhall thy friends no longer roam, 

But change to meet a ſettled home. 

Hail mighty THANE, for SCOTLAND born. 

To fill her almoſt empty horn: | 

Hail to thy ancient glorious flem, 

Nor TuzyY from Kings, BUTKI1NGS FROM THEM. 


THE CIT's COUNTRY BOX. 1757. 


Vos ſapere & ſolos aio bene wivere, quorum 
onſpicitur — fundata Pecunia villis. Hox. 


ME wealthy Cit, grown old in trade, 

Now wiſhes for the rural ſhade, 
And buekles to his one horſe-chair, 

Old Dobbin, or the founder'd mare; 
While wedg'd in cloſely by his fide, 

Sits Madam, his unwieldy bride, | | 
With Jacky on the ſtool before em, 

And out they jog in due decorum. 

Scarce paſt the turnpike half a mile, 

How all the country ſeems to ſmiz: ! 

And as they ſlowly jog together, 

The Cit commends the road and weather; 
While Madam doats upon the trees, 

And longs for ev'ry houſe ſhe ſees, 
Admires its views, its ſituation, 

And thus ſhe opens her oration. 

What fignify the loads of wealth, 
Without that richeſt jewel, health? 
Excuſe the fondneſs of a wife, 

Who doats upon your previous life! 
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Such ceaſeleſs toil, ſuch conſtant care, 
Is more than human ſtrength can bear. 
One may obſerve it in your face— 


| Indeed, my dear, you break a pace: 


And nothing can your health repair, 
But exerciſe and country air, 
Sir Traffic has a houſe, you know, 
About a mile from Cieney- Roto; 
He's a goed man, indeed tis true, 
But not ſo warm, my dear, as you: 
And folks are always apt to ſneer— 
One would not be out-done my dear ! 
Sir Traffic's name ſo well apply'd 


Awak'd his brother merchant's pride; 


And Thrifty, who had all his life 
Paid utmoſt deference to his wife. 
Confeſs'd her arguments had reaſon, 
And by th' approaching ſummer ſeaſon, 
Draws a few hundreds from the ſtocks, 
And purchaſes his Country-Box. 

Some three or four mile out of town, 
(An hour's ride will bring you down,) 
He fixes on his choice abode, 

Not half a furlong from the road : 
And ſo convenient does it lay, 

The ſtages paſs it ev'ry day : 

And then ſo faug, ſo mighty pretty, 
To have an houſe ſo near the city 
Take but your places at the Roar 
You're ſet down at the very door. 

Well then, ſuppoſe them fix'd at laſt, 
White-waſhing, painting, ſcrubbing paſt, 
Hugging themſelves in eaſe and clover, 
With all the fuſs of moving over; 

Lo, a new heap of whims are bred ! 
And wanton in my lady's head. _ 

Well to be ſure, it muſt be own'd, 
It is a charming ſpot of ground 
So ſweet a diſtance for a ride, 

And all about ſo counvrified ! 

"T would come but to a trifling price 
To make it quite a paradiſe ; 

I cannot beat thoſe naſty rails, 
Thoſe ugly broken mouldy pales : 
Suppoſe, my dear, inſtead of theſe 
We build a railing, all Chineſe. 
Although one hates to be expos'd ; 
"Tis diſmal to be thus inclos'd ; 
One hardly any object ſees 

I wiſh you'd fell thoſe odious trees. 
Objects continual paſſing by 

Were ſomething to amuſe the eye, 
Bat to be pent within the walls 
One might as well be at St. Paul's. 
Our houſe, beholders would adore, 
Was there a level lawn before, 
Nothing its views to incommode, 
But quite laid open to the road; 
While ev'ry trav'ler in amaze, 
Should on oar little manſion gaze, 
And pointing to the choice retreat, 
Cry, that's Sir Thrifty's Country Seat. 

No doubt her arguments prevail, 
For Madam's — can never fail. 

Bleſt age! when all men may procure, 
The title of a Connoiſſeur; . 
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When noble and ignoble herd, 
Are govern'd by a ſingle word; 
Though, like the royal Germandames, 
It bears an hundred Chriſtian hames; 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Gout, 
Whim, Caprice, Je-ne-ſcai-quoi, Virtꝭ 
Which appellations all deſcribe 
TASTE, and the modern taſteful tribe. 
ſow bricklay*rs, carpenters, and joiners, 

With Chineſe artiſts, and deſigners, 
Produce their ſchemes of alteration, 
To work this wond'rous reformation. 
The uſeful dome, which ſecret ſtood, 
Emboſom'd in the yew-tree's wood, 
The trav'ler with amazement ſees 
A temple, Gothic, or Chineſe, 
With many a bell, and tawdry rag on, 
And creſted with a ſprawling dragon; 
A wooden arch is bent aftride 
A ditch of water, four foot wide, 
With angles, curves, and zigzag lines, 
From Halfpenny's exact deſigns. 
In front, a level lawn is ſeen, 
Without a ſhrub upon the green, 
Where Taſte would want its firſt great law, 
But for the culking, ly la- Ia, 
By whoſe miraculous. afliſtance, 
You gain a proſpect two fields diſtance. 
And now from Hyde-Park Corner come 
The Gods of Athens, and of Rome. 
Here ſquabby Cupids take their places, 
With Venus, and the clumſy Graces ; 
Apollo there, with aim ſo clever, 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever ; 
And there without the pow'r to fly, 
Stands fix'd a tip-toe Mercury. 

The villa thus completely grac'd, 
All own that Thrifty has a Taſte ; 
And Madam's female friends, and coufins, 
With common-council-men, by dozens, 
Flock every Sunday to the Seat, 
To ftare about them and to eat. 


GENIUS, ENVY, AND TIME. 
A FABLE; 


ADDRESSED TO WILLIAM HOGAR TH, £8Q 


N all profeſſionary ſkill, 
There never was, nor ever will 

Be excellence, or exhibition, 
But fools are up in oppoſition ; 
Each letter'd, grave, pedantic dunce 
Wakes from his lethargy at once, 
Shrugs, ſhakes his head, and rube his eyes, 
And, being dull, looks wondrous wiſe, 
With ſolemn phiz, and critic ſcowl, 
The wiſdom of his brother owl. 

Mopzzxs! He hates the very name 
Your Antients have preſcriptive elaim a 
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But let the century be paſt, 


| And we have taſte and wit at 1-& 


For at that period Moderns too 

uſt turn the corner of Virea. 
But merit now has little claim 
To any meed of preſent fame, 
For tis not worth that gets you friends, 
*Tis excellence that moſt offends. 
If, Proteus-like, a Garricx's art, 
Shews taſte and ſkill in every part; 
If, ever juſt to nature's plan, 
He is in all the very man, 
E'en here ſhall Envy take her aim. 
— A —- Write, and —-— — blame. 
The JzaLouvs Wirz, tho? chaſtly writ), 
With no parade of frippery wit, 
Shall ſer a ſeribbling, all at once, 
Both giant wit, and pigmy dunce ; 
While Critical Reviewers write, 
Who ſhew their teeth before they bite, 
And ſacrifice each reputation, 
From wanton falſe imagination. 
Theſe obſervations, rather ſtale, 
May borrow fpirit from a tale. 
GENIUS, a buſtling lad of parts, 
Who all things did by fits and ſtarts, 
Nothing above him or below him, 
Who'd make a riot or a poem, 
From excentricity of thought, 
Not always do the thing he ought ; 
But was it once his own election, 
Would bring all matters to perfection; 


Would act, defign, engrave, write, paint, 
But neither from the laſt conſtraint, 


Who hated all pedantic ſchools, 

And ſcorn'd the gloſs of knowing foals 
That hold perfection all in all, a 
Yet treat it as mechanical. 

And give the ſame ſufficient rule 

To make a poem, as a ftool— - 

From the firſt ſpring-time of his youth, 
Was downright worſhippr of truth; 
And with a free and liberal ſpirit, 

His courtſhip paid to lady Mx IT. 

Envy, a uint-ey'd, mere old maid, 
Well known among the ſcribbling trade; 
A hag, ſo very, very thin, 

Her bones peep'd through her bladder-ſkin ; 
Who could not for her ſoul abide 

That folks ſhou'd praiſe, where the muſt chige, 
Follow'd the youth'where'er he went, 

To mar each good and brave intent; 

Would lies, and plots, and miſchief hatch, 
To ruin x1M and ſpoil oy match. 

Honour ſhe held at bold defiance, 

Talk'd much of Faction, Gang, Alliance, 
As if the real ſons of taſte 

Had clubb'd to lay a DEAN waſte. 

In ſhort, wherever Gzx1us came, 
You'd find this Antiquated Dame 
'Whate'er he did, where'er he went, 

She follow'd only to torment ; 

|Call'd Mzx1T by a thouſand names, 
Whick decency or truth diſclaims, 
While all her buſineſs, toil, and care, 
Was todepreciate, lye, compare, 

To pull the Modeſt Maiden down, 


| 4x4 blaſt her fame to all the town, 
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The youth, inflam'd with conſcious pride, 
To Prince Pos T IAIT v apply'd, 
Who gave his anſwer thus in rhyme, 
By his chief miniſter Old Tiux. 
« Repine not at what pedants fay, 
„% We'} bring thee forward on the way 3 
If wither'd Envy ſtrive to hurt 
4 With lies, with impudence and dirt, 
* You only pay a common tax 
« Which fool, and knave, and dunce exats» 
ge this thy comfort, this thy joy, 
„ Thy ſtrength is in its pttme, my boy, 
4 And every year the vigour grows, 
c Impairs the credit of my foes. 
« Envy ſhall fink, and be no mote 
* Than what her Na1aDs were before 3 
«« Mere excrementa} maggots, bred, 
In poet's topſy-turvey head, 
% Born like a momentary fly, 
« Toflutter, boss about, and die- 
« Yet, Gzx1us, mark what I preſage, 
« Who look through every diftant age: 
« MzrT ſhall bleſs thee with her charmsz 
« Far lift thy off: pring in her arms, 
«© And ſtamp eternity of grace 
4 On all thy numerous various race. 
« RouBILLIAc, WII rox, names as high 
« As Phidias of antiquity, 
c Shall ſtrength, expreſſion, manner give, 
*« And make e en marble breathe and live z 
« While $161$MUNDA's deep diſtre ſa, 
«© Which looks the ſoul of wretChednefſs, 
When 1, with flow and ſoft'ning pen, 
« Have gone o'er all the tints again, 
& Shall urge a bold and proper claim 
« To level half the antient fame; 
6 While future ages yet unknown 
With critic air thall proudly own 
« Thy HoGARTK firſt of every clime 
* For humour keen, or ſtrong ſublime, 
« And hail him from his fire and ſpirits 
n The child of GENIUS and of Mary.“ 
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THE HARE any TORTOISE, 1757. 
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ENIUS, bleſt term, of meaning wide, 

For ſure no term ſo miſapply d, 
How many bear the ſacred name, 
That never felt a real flame 
Proud of the ſpecious appellation, 
Thus fools have chriſten d inc linatiam 

But yet ſuppoſe a genius true, 

i gratia, me or you: 
Whate er he tries with due attention, 
Rarely eſcapes his apprehenſion ; 
Surmounting ev ry oppoſition, 
You'd ſwear he learnt by intuition, 
Shou'd he rely alone on parts, 
And ſtudy therefore but by ſtarts, 
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Sure of ſucceſs whene'er he tries, 


Should he forego the means to rife? 
Suppoſe your watch a Graham make; 
Gold, if you will, for value's ſake ; 
Its ſprings within in order due, 
No watch, when going, goes fo true 
If ne'er wound up with proper care, 
What ſerviceis it in the wear? 
Some genial ſpark of Phœbus' rays, 
Perhaps within your boſom plays : 
O how the purer rays aſpire, 
If application fans the fire! 
Without it genius vainly tries, 
Howe'er ſometimes it ſeem to riſe : 
Nay application will prevail, 
When braggart part and genius fail: 
And now to lay my proof before ye, 
I here preſent you with a tory. 
In days of yore, when time was young, 
When birds convers'd as well as ſung, 
When uſe of ſpeech was not confin'd, 
| Merely to brutes of human kind, 
A forward Hare, of ſwiftneſs vain, 
{| The Genius of the neighb'ring plain, 
Wou d oft deride the drudging croud : 
For Oeniuſes are ever proud. 
He's boaſt, his flight 'twere vain to follow, 
For dog and horſe he'd beat then hollow 
Nay, it he put forth all his ſtrength, 
Outſtrip his brethren 4alf à length. 
A Tortoiſe heard his vain oration, 
And vented thus his indignation. _ 
Oh Puſs, it bodes thee dire diſgracey 
When I defy thee to the race. 
Come, 'tis e match, nay, no denial, 
I lay my ſhell upon the trial. 
*Twas done and gone, all fair, a bet, 
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Y Judges prepar'd, and diſtance ſet. 


The fcamp'ring Hare outſtrip the wind, 
The creeping Tortoiſe lagg'd behlnd, 
| And ſcarce had paſs'd a fingle pole, 
When Puſs had altnoft reach'd the goal. 
Friend Tortoiſe, quoth the jeering Hare; 
Your burthen's more than you can bear, 
To help your ſpeed, it were all well 
That I ſhould eaſe you of your ſhell: . 
og on a little faſter pr'ythee, 
l take a nap, and then be with thee, 
So faid, ſo done, and ſafely ſure, 
For fay, what conqueſt mere ſecure ? 
Whene'er he wak'd (that's all that's in iQ 
He could o'ertake him in a minute. 
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PHE SATYR AND PEDLAR, 17357. 


ORDS are, ſo Wollaſton defines 
Of our ideas merely ſigns, 
ich have apow'r at will to vary. 
As being vague and arbitrary. 
Now damn'd for agree, 
Damn'd the ſuperlative er; | 
Means that — and — more; 
However taken heretofore; 
Damn'd is a word can't ſtand alone, 
Which has no meaning of its own, 
But ſignifies or bad or good 
Juſt as its neighbour's und 
amples we may find eno 
Damn'd high, damn'd | 
Ruff. 
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I mean its ſubſtantive, iow. 
The wit with metaphors makes bold, 
And tells you he's dazmation cold; 
Perhaps, that metaphor forgot, 
The ſelf-ſame wit's damnation hot. 
And here a fable I remember 
Once in the middle of December, 
When every mead in ſnow is loſt, 
And ev'ry river bound with froſt, 
When families get all tagether, 
And feelingly talk o'er the weather; 
When—pox on the deſcriptive rhyme 
In ſhort it was the winter time, 
It was a Pedlar's happy lot, 
To fall into a Satyr's cot: 
Shiv'ring with cold, and almoſt frozp, 
With pearly drop upon his noſe, 
His fingers? ends all pinch'd to death 
Me blew upon them with his breath. 
«« Friend, quoth the Satyr, what intends 
© That blowing on thy fingers ends? 
« It is to warm them thus I blow, 
« For they are froze as cold as ſnow: 
© And ſo inclement has it been 
« I'm like a cake of ice within.” 
Come, quoth the Satyr, comfort, man 
I'll cheer thy inſide, if I can; 
You're welcome in my homely cottage 
To a warm fire, and meſs of pottage. 
This ſaid, the Satyr, nothing loth, 
A bow! prepar'd of ſav' ry broth, 
Which with delight the Pedlar view d, 
As ſmoaking on the board it ſtood. 
But, though the very Ream aroſe 
With grateful ardour to his noſe, 
One ſingle fip he veatur'd not, 
The gruel was ſo wond'rous hot. 
What can be done? with gentle puff 
He blows it, *till it's cool enough. 


Why how now, Pedlar, what's the mattes 


Still at thy blowing ! quoth the Satyr. 
I blow to cool it, cries the Clown, 
Thy I may get the liquor dawns 


For though I grant, you've made it well, 
You've boil'd it, fir, as hot as hell. 

Then raifing high his cloven ſtump, 

The Satyr ſmote him on the rump. 

«© Begone, thou double knave, or fool, 

«« With the ſame breath to warm and cool : 

« Friendſhip with ſuch I never hold 

„ Who're ſo damm d hot, and ſo damm d cold 


THE NIGHTINGALE, OWL, AND 
CUCKOW, 
a FaASLRL 


ADDRESSED TO DAVID CARRICK, sq; 
- , 

ON THE REPORT OF HIS RETIRING FROM THE 
STAGES, DEC: 1760. 


("\RITICKS, who like the ſcarecrows ſtand 
Upon the poet's common land, | 

And with ſeverity of ſenſe, 

Drive all imagination thence 

Say that in truth lies all ſublime, 


Whether you write in proſe or rhyme. 


And yet the truth may loſe its graces 

If blurted to a perſon's face; 

Eſpecially if what you ſpeak. 

Shou'd crimſon o'er the glowing cheek ( 
For when you throw that Lever o'er him, 
And tumble out your praiſe before him 


However juſt the application, 


It looks a-ſquint at adulation. 
I would be honeſt and ſincere, 
But not a flatterer, or ſevere. 
Need I be ſurly, rough, uncouth, 
That folks may think I love the truth ? 
And ſhe, good dame, with Beauty's Queens 
Was not at all times naked ſeen: 
For every boy, with Prior, knows, 
By accident ſhe loſt her cloaths, 
When Falſhood ſtole them to diſguiſe 
Her miſbegotten brood of lies. 
Why ſhould the prudiſh Goddeſs dwel} 
Down at the bottom of a well, 
But that ſhe is in piteous fright, | 
Leſt, rifing up to mortal fight, 
The modeſt world ſhould fleer and flout her, 
With not a rag of cloaths about her ? : 
Yet the might wear a proper dreſs " 
And keep her eſſence ne'erthelefs, ” 
So Delia's boſom ſtill will riſe, 
And faſcinate her lover's eyes, 
Though round her ivory neck the draws, 
The decent ſhade of ſpecious 

I hear it buzz'd about the tably 


| What can this lead to: Sus, 
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A F'AB:L-E 

When Birds allow'd the Eagles ſway, 

Fre Nagles turn'd to fowls of prey, 

His Royal Majeſty of Air 

Took Muſick underneath his care; 

And, for his queen and court's delight, 
Commanded concerts every night. 

Here every Bird of Parts might enter, 
The Nightingale was made Præcentor ; 
Under whoſe care and juſt direction, 
Merit was ſure to meet protection. 

The Lark, the Blackbird, and the Robin 
'Fhis concert always bore a bob in; 

The beſt performers all were in ity , 
The Thruſh, Canary-bird, and Linnet. 

But birds, atas ! are apt to aim 
At things, to which they're ſmalleſt claim. 
The ſtaring Owl, with hideous hoot, 
Offer'd his ſervice for a flute. 

The Cuckow needs would join the band 
er The Thruſh is but a paultry hand: 

« And J can beſt ſupply that place, 

c For I've a ſhake, a ſwell, a grace.“ 

The Manager their ſuit preferr'd : a 
Both tun'd their pipes, and both wete heard 
Yet each their ſeveral praiſes miſs'd, 

For bath were heard, and both were hiſs'd. 

The Cuckow hence, with rancour ſtirr'd, 
{A kind of periodic bird, 

Of naſty hne, and body ſcabby 5 
No would-be-play-wright half ſo ſhabby) 
Reviles, abuſes, and defamer, 

Screams from a branch, and calls hard names, 
And ftrikes at Nightingale or Lark, 

Like Liſbon ruffians, in the dark. 

The Owl harangues the gaping throng 
On Peow'rs, and excellence of fong, 
< The Blackbird's note has loſt its force 
The Nightingale is downright hoarſe ; 

« The Linnet's harſh 3 the Robin ſhrill ; 
cc —The Sparrow has prodigious {kill !** 

At length they had what they defir'd : 
The {cilful Nightingale retir'd. 

When Folly came, with wild Uproar, 
And Harmony was heard no more. 
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ENUS, of laughter queen of love, 
The greateſt demirep above, 

Who fcorn'd reſtriction, hated cuſtom, 

Knew her own ſex too well to truſt em, 

Proceeded on the noble plan, 

At any rate, to have her man ; 

Look'd on decorum, as mere traſt, 

And liv'd like ** and , 

From Paphos, where they_ber revere 

As much as we do Cælia here, 

Or from Cythera, where her altars 

Are deck d with daggers, true-love halters, 
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Garters yclept, and other trophies, 
Which prove that man in love an oaf is, 


According to appointment, came 


To ſee Cacir1a, tuneful dame, 
Whoſe praiſe by Dryden's Ode is grown 
Bright and immortal as his own 

And who hath been for many years 
The chief direQreſs of the ſpheres. 
Thomas, who rode behind the car, 
And for a flambeau held a tar, 

Who, in the honeſt way of trade, 
Hath forg'd more horns, and cuckolds made, 
Than Vulcan and his brawny dolts 
Ever for Jove forg'd thunderbolts, 
Slipt gently. down and ran before *emy 
Ringing the bell with due decorum. ' 
But, truth to ſay, I cannot tell 
Whether it Knocker was or Bell, 
(This for vertù an anecdote is,) 

Which us'd to give Czc1L1A notice, 
When any lady of the ſky 

Was come to bear her company. 

But this I'm ſure, be which it will, 


Thomas perform'd his part with ſkill. 


Methinks I hear the reader cry— 
His part with {kill > why, You or Iz 
Or any body elſe, as well 

As Thomas, ſure, could ring a bell, 
Nor did I ever hear before 

Of ſkill in knocking at a door. 

Poor low-liv'd creature! I ſuppoſe, 
Nay, and am ſure, you're one of thoſe 
Who, at what door ſoe er they be, 
Will always knock in the ſame key. 


Thinking that Bell and Knocker too 


Were found out nothing elſe to do, 
But to inform the houſe, no doubt, 
That there was ſomebody without, 
Who, if they might ſuch favour win, 
Would rather chuſe to be within. 

But had our ſervants no more ſenſe, 
Lord ! what muſt be the conſequence ? 
Error would error till purſue, 

And ftrife and anarchy enſue, 
Punctilio from her altar hurl'd, 
Whence ſhe declares unto the world 
Whate'er by fancy, is decreed, 
Through all her niceties muſt bleed. 

For if there was not to be found 
Some wholeſome difference of ſound, 
But the ſame rap foretold th” approach 
Of him who walk'd, or rode in coachs 
A poor relation now and then, T. 
Might to my lord admittance gain, 
When his good lordſhip hop'd to ſee 
Some raſcal of his own degree; 

And, what is more unhappy till, 

The ſtupid wretch who brings a bill, 
Might paſs through all the motley tribe 
As free as one, who brings a bribe. 

My lady too might pique her grace 
With carriage Riff and formal face, 
Which, ſhe deceiv'd, had taken care 
For ſome inferior to prepare; 

Or might ſome wretch from Lombard - ſtreet 
With greater caſe ard freedom meet, 
| 
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han ſenſe of honour will admit 
Between my lady and a cit. 

Thoſe evils wiſely to prevent, 
And root out care and diſeontent, 
Ev'ry gay ſmart, who rides behind, 
With roſe and bag in taſte refin'd, 
Muſt muſick fully underſtand, 

Have a nice ear and ſkilful hand ; 
At ev'ry turn be always found 

A perfect connoiſſeur in ſound ; 
Through all the gamut {kilful fly 
Varying his notes, now low, now high, 
According as he ſhifts his place; 
Now hoarſely grumbling in the baſe, 
Now turning tenor, and again 

To treble raifing his ſhrill train; 

So to declare, where'er he be, 

His maſter's-fortune and degree, 

By the diſtinguiſhing addreſs, 

Which he'll upon the door expreſs. 

Thomas, whom 1 have nam'd before 
As ringing at C&c1LiA's door, 
Was perfe& maſter of this art, 
And vers'd alike in ev'ry part: 

So that Cæcilia knew, before 

Her footman came unto the door, 
And in due form had told her ſo, 
That Madam Vxx us was below. 

The doors immediate open flew, 
The Gopyzss, without more ado, 
Diſplaying beauty's thouſand airs 


v's 


Skim'd through the hall, and trip'd up ſtairs. 


Cc iA met her with a ſmile 
Of great delight, when all the while 

her falſe heart could have been ſeen, 

e wiſh'd ſhe had at Cyprus been. 

But ladies, {kill'd in forms and arts 
Don't in their faces wear their hearts, 
And thoſe above like thoſe below, 
Deal frequently in outſide ſhow, 

And always to keep up parade, 
Have a ſmile by them ready-made. 

The forms, which ladies when they meet 

Muſt for good-manners* ſake repeat, 
As humble ſervant, how d. yon do, 
And in return, pray how are you ? 
Enrich'd at ev'ry proper ſpace 

With due integuments of lace, 

As Madam ; Grace, and Goddeſhip, 
Which we for brevity ſhall ſkip, 
Happily paſt, in elbow-chair 

At length our ladies ſeated are. 

Indiff rent ſubjects firſt they chuſo, 
And talk of weather and the news. 
That done, they fit upon the ſtate, 
And ſnarl at the decrees of fate, 
InveRives againſt Jove are hurl'd, 
And They alone ſhould rule the world. 

Dull politicks at length they quit, 
And by ill- nature ſhew their wit; 

For hand in hand, too well we know, 
Theſe intimates are ſaid to go, 

So that where either doth preſide 

T' other's exiſtence is implied. 

The man of wit, ſo men decree, 

Muſt without doubt ill-natured be; 
And the ill-natur'd ſcarce forgets 

To rank himſelf ameng the wits, 
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Malicious VEexvs, who by rote 
Had ev'ry little anecdote, 
And moſt minutely could advance - 
Each intereſting circumſtance, 
Which unto all intrigues related, 
Since Jupiter the world created, 
Diſplay'd her eloquence with pride, 
Hinted, obſerv'd, enlarg'd, applied; 
And not the reader to detain 
With things impertinent and vain, 
She did, as ladies do on earth 
Who cannot bear a rival's worth, 
In ſuch a way each tale rehearſe 
As good made bad, and bad made worſe: 
CIA too, with laim-like air, 
But lately come from evening pray r. 


| Who knew her duty, as a faint, 


Always to pray, and not to faint, 

And, rain or ſhine, her church ne'er miſt, 
Prude, dovetee,. and methodiſt, 

With equal zeal the cauſe promoted, 

Mi ſconſtru'd things, and words miſquoted, 
Miſrepreſented, miſapplied, 

And, inſpiration being hey guide, 

The very heart of man diſſected, 

And to his principles objected. 

Thus, amongſt us, the ſanctified, 

In all the ſpirituals of pride, 

Whoſe honeſt conſciences ne'er reſted, 
Till, of carnalities diveſted, 

They knew and felt themſelves t inherit 
A double portion of the ſpirit : 

Who from one church to t'other roam, 
Whilſt their poor children ſtarve at home, 
Conſid'ring they may claim the care 

Of Providence, who ſent them there, 
And therefore certainly is tied 

To ſee their ev'ry want ſupplied 3 

Who unto preachers give away, 

That which their creditors ſhould pay, 
And hold that choſen veſſels muſt 


| Be generous before they're juſt. 


And that their charity this way 
Shall bind o'er heaven their debts to pay, 
And ſerve their tempꝰ ral turn, no doubt, 
Better than if they d put it out, 


} Whilſt nought hereafter can prevent, 


Their ſure reward of cent. per cent. 
Who honeſt labour ſcorn, and ſay 

None need to work who love to prays 
For heav'n will ſatisfy their cravingsy. | 
By ſending of Elijah's ravens, 

Or rain down, when their ſpirits fail, 

A diſh of manna, or a quail; 

Who from Moorfields to Tottenham Court 
In furious fits of zeal reſort, 

Praiſe what they do not underſtand, © .. 
Turn up the eye, ſtretch out the hand, 
Melt into tears, whilſt———blows 
The twang of nonſenſe through his noſe, 


-] Or———deals in ſpeculation, 


Or——— hums his con 
Or———=-talks with the lord of Fa. 
——with pillars and with poſts ; 
Who ſtrictly watch, leſt Satan ſhou'd, 
Roaring like lion for his food, 

Enſnare their feet his fatal trap in, 

1 their — ſouls be taken napping 3 
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Who ſtrictly faſt, becauſe they ſind, 
The fleſh ſtill wars againſt the mind, 
And fleſh of ſaints, like finner's, mult 
Be mortified, to keep down luſt ; 
Who, four times in the year at leaſt, 
Join feaſt of love to love of feaſt, 
ich, though the profligate and vais 

In terms of blaſphemy prophane, 
Yet all the ceremony here is 
Pure as the myſteries of Ceres; 
Who, God's elect, with triumph feel 
Within themſelves ſalvation's ſeal, | 
And will not, muſt not, dare not doubt, 
That heav'n itſelf cant blotit out; 
After they ve done their holy labours, 
Return to ſcandalize their neighbours, 
And think they can't ſerve heav'n fo well, 
As with its creatures filling hell : 
So that, inflam'd with holy pride, 
They ſave themſclves, damn ali beſide. 
For perſons, who pretend to feel 
The glowings of uncammon real, 
Who others ſcorn, and ſeem to be 

ighteous in very great degree, 

» *bove all others, take deli 
To vent their ſpleen in tales of ſpite, 
And think they raiſe their own reraes 
By pulling of a neighbour's down; 

Still lying on with moſt ſucceſs, 
Becauſe they charity profeſs, 

And make the outſide af religion, 
Like Mahomet's inſpiring pigeon, 
To all their forgeries gain credit, 
is enough ſure that————faid it. 

But what can all this rambling mean I 
Was ever ſuch an hodge-podge ſeen ? 
Vazxus, Cacitia, Saints, and whores, 
Thomas, Verti, Bells, Knockers, Doors, 
Lards, Rogues, Relations, Ladies, Cits, 
Stars, Flambeaux, Thunderbolts, Horns, Wits, 
Vulcan, and Cuckold-maker, Scandal, 
Mufic, and Footmen, Ear of Handel, 
Weather, News, Envy, Politicks, 
—_— and Women's Thouſand Tricks, 

des, Methodifts and Devotees, 
Faſtings, Feaſts, P ray rx, and Charities, 
Ceres, with her myfterious train, 
— | R——— and 
Fleſh, Spirit, Love, Hate and Religon, 
A Quail, a Raven and a Pigeon, 
All jumbled up in one large diſh, 
Red-Herring, Bread, Fowl, Fleſh, and Fiſk. 
Where's the 10n, where's the plan 
The devil ſure is in the man. - 
All in an inſtant we are hurl'g 
From place to place all round the world, 
Yet find no reaſon for i- mum 
There, my good critic, lies the hum 
Well but me thinks, it would ayail 


Je know the end of this=a T A LE 


Bring paſt and 
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HANKS to much induſtry and paints 
Much twiſting of the wit and brains, 
Tranſlation has unlock'd the ftore, 
And ſpread abroad the Grecian lore, 
While Sophoeles his ſcenes are grown 
E'en as familiar as ourown. 


«« Stamp'd with the ſignet of perfection.“ 
Perfection! 'tis a word ideal, 

That bears about it nothing real : 

For excellence was never hit 

In the firſt eſſays of man's wir. 

Shall ancient worth, or ancient fame 

Preclude the Moderns from their claim d 

Muſt they be blockheads, dolts, and food 

Who write not up to Grecian rules ? 

Who tread in buſkins or in ſocks. 


As ruſhlights in a ſpacious roam, 
Huſt burn enough to form a gloom. 

When Shakſpeare leads the mind a dange 
From France to England, hence to Francy, 
Talk/not to me of time and place 
11 own I'm happy in the chace. 
| Whether the drama's here or there, 

Tis nature, Shakſpeare, every where. 


| The poet's fancy can create, 


Contract, enlarge, angihilate, 
preſent cloſe together, 
In ſpite of dittance, ſeas, or weather ; 


And ſhut up in a ſingle action 


What coſt whole years in its tranſaftiony 


Iso, ladies at a play, or rout, 


Can flirt the univerſe about. 


While all the art of Imitation, 
pilf ring from the firſt ces 
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Tranſplanting flowers, with uſeleſs toil, 
Which wither in a foreign ſoil. 
As conſcience often ſets us right 
By its interior active light, 
Without th* aſſiſtance of the laws 
To combat in the moral cauſe ; 
So Genius, of itſelf diſcerning, 
Without the myſtic rules of learning, 
Can, from its preſent intuition, 
Stike at the truth of compoſition. 
Yet thoſe who breathe the «claſſic vein, 
Enliſted in the mimic train, 
Who ride their ſteed with double bit, 
Ne'er run away with by their wit, 
Delighted with the pomp of rules, 
The ſpecious pedantry of ſchools, 
(Which rules, like crutches, ne'er became 
Of any uſe but to the lame,) 
Purſue the method ſet before 'em ; 
Talk much of order, and decorum, 
Of probability of fiction, 
Of manners, ornament, and dict ion, 
And with a jargon of hard names, 
A privilege which dulneſs claims, 
And merely us'd by way of fence, 
To keep out plain and common ſenſe, ) 
Extol the wit of antient days, 
The ſimple fabric of their plays; 
Then from the fable, all fo chaſte, 
Trick'd up in antient modern taſte, 
So mighty gentle all the while, 
In ſuch a ſweet deſcriptive ſtile. 
While chorus marks the ſervile mode 
With fine reflection, in an ode, 
Preſent you with a perfect piece, 
Form'd on the model of old Greece. 
Come, pr'ythee Critic, ſet before us, 
The uſe and office of a chorus. 
What! filent ! why then I'll produce 
Its ſervices from antient uſe. 
Tis to be ever on the ſtage, 
Attendants upon grief or rage; 
To be an arant go- between, 
Chief-mourner at each diſmal ſcene ; 
Shewing its ſorrow, ordelight, 
By ſhifting dances, left and right, 
Not much unlike our modern notions ; 
Adagio or Allegro motions ; 
To watch upon the deep diftreſs, 
And plaints of royal wretchedneſs ; 
And when, with tears, and execration, 
They ve pour'd out all their lamentation, 
And wept whole cataraQts from their eyes, 
To call on rivers for ſupplies, 
_ _ their Hais, and Hees, and Hoes, 
o make a ſymphony of woes. 
Doubtleſs the Antient want the art 
To ſtrike at once upon the heart: 
Or why their prologues of a mile 
In fimple—call it humble ſtile, 
In unimpaſſioned phraſe to ſay 
Fore the beginning of this play. 
«« I, hapleſs Polydore, was found 
Zy fiſhermen, or others drown'd !” 
Or, « J, a gentleman, did wed, 
* The lady I wou'd never bed, 
Great Agamemnon's royal daughter, 
« Who's coming hither to draw water." 
Vor. VIII. 
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Or need the chorus to reveal 
Reflexions, which the audience feel; 
And jog them, leſt attention fink, 
To tell them how and what to think ? 
Oh, where's the Bard, who at one yiew 
Cou'd look the whole creation through, 
Who travers'd all the human heart, 
Without recourſe to Grecian art ? 
He ſcorn'd the modes of imitation, 
Of altering, pilfering, and tranſlationg 
Nor painted horror, grief, or rage, 
From models of a former age 
The bright original he took, 
And tore the leaf from nature's book. 
Tis Shakſpeare, thus, who ſtands alone 
— But why repeat what You have ſhown ? 
How true, how perfect, and how well, 
The feelings of our hearts muſt tell. 
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AN EPISTLE ro C. CHURCHILL, 
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F at a Tavern, where you'd wiſh to dine, 
They cheat your palate with adulterate wine, 

Would you, reſolve me, critics for you can, 

Send for the maſter up, or chide the man? 

The man no doubt a knaviſh buſineſs drives, 

But tell me what's the maſter who connives ? 

Hence you'll infer, and ſure the doctrine's true, 

Which ſays, no quarter to a foul Review. 

It matters not who vends the nauſeous ſlop, 

Maſter or prentice; we deteſt the ſhop. 

Critics of old, a manly liberal race, 

Approv'd or cenſur'd with an open face; 

Boldly purſu'd the free decifive taſk, 

Nor ſtabb'd, conceal'd beneath a ruffian's maſk. 

To works not men, with honeſt warmth, ſevere, 

Th' impartial judges laugh'd at hope or fear: 

Theirs was the noble ſkill, with gen'rous aim, 

To fan true genius to an active flame; 

To bring forth merit in its ſtrongeſt light, 

Or damn the blockhead to his native night. 

But, as all ſtates are ſubje to decay, 

The tate of letters too will melt away, 

Smit with the harlot charms of trilling ſound, 


| Softneſs now wantons e en on Roman ground 


Where Thebans, Spartans, ſought their honour” 


ves, 
Behold — enervate race of ſlaves. 
In elaſſic lore, deep ſcience, language dead, 
T hough modern witlings are but ſcantly read, 
Profeſſors * fail not, who will loudly bawl 
In praiſe of either, with the want of all: 
Hail'd mighty crities to this preſent hour. 
— The tribune's name ſurviv'd the tribune's pow'r. 


* The author takes this opportunity, notwithſtand - 
ing all inſinuations to the contrary, to declare, that 
he has no particular aim at a gentleman, whoſe abili- 


ty he ſufficiently acknowledges. 
Y 
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Now Quack and Critic differ but in name, 
Empirics frontleſs both, they mean the ſame; 

This raw in Phyſic, that in Letters freſh, 

Both ſpring, like warts, excreſcence from the 


*Tolf form'd, half bred in printers' hireling ſchools, 

or all profeſſions have their rogues and fools, 

hough the pert witling, or the coward knave, 

{Caſts no reflection on the wiſe or brave. 

Met, in theſe leaden times, this idle age, 

When, blind with dulneſs, or as blind with rage, 

Author 'gainſt author rails with venom curſt, 

Ind happy He who calls out blockhead firit ; 

Prom the low earth aſpiring genius ſprings, 

And ſails triumphant, born on eagles wings. 

No toothleſs ſpleen, no venom'd critic's aim, 

Ehall rob thee Churchill, of thy proper fame; 

While hitch'd for ever in thy nervous rhyme, 

Fool lives, and ſhines out fool to lateſt time. 
Pity perhaps might wiſh a harmleſs fool 

To ſcape th' obſervance of the critic ſchool ; 

But if low malice, leagu'd with folly, riſe, 

Arm'd with invectives, and hedg'd round with 

lies; 

Should wakeful dulneſs, if ſhe ever Walce, 

Write ſleepy nonſenſe but for writing's ſake, 

And, ftung with rage, and piouſly ſevere, 

With bitter comforts to your dying ear; 

It ſome ſmall wit, ſome filk-lin'd verſeman rakes, 

For quaint reflections in the putrid jakes, 

Falents uſurp'd demand a cenſor's rage, | 

A dunce is dunce proſcrib'd in ev'ry age. 
Courtier, phyſician, lawyer, parſon, cit; 

All, all are objects of theatric wit. 

Are ye then, actors, privileg d alone. 

To make that weapon, ridicule your own ? i 

Profeſſions bleed not from his juſt attark, {1} 

"Nho laughs at pedant, coxcomb, knave, or quack ; 

Fools on and off the ſtage are fools the fame, 

And every dunce is fatire's lawful game. 

Freely you thought, where thought has freeſt room, 

Why then apologize? for what? to whom? _. 
Though Gray's-Inn wits with author ſquires unde, 

And ſelf- made giants club their labour'd mite, 


„ 


The prude demure, with ſober ſaint- like air; 


Pities her neighbour for ſhe's wond'rous fair. 
And when temptations lie before our feet, 
Beauty is frail, and females indiſereet: 

She hopes the nymph will every danger ſhun, 
Yet prays devoutly—that the deed were done. 
Mean time ſits watching for the daily lie, 

As ſpiders, lurk to catch a ſimple fly. 

Yet is not ſcandal! to one ſex conkn'd, 
Though men would fix it on the weaker kind. 
Yet, this great lord, creation's maſter, man, 
Will vent his malice where the blockhead can, 
Imputing crimes, of which e'en thought is free, 
For inſtance now, your Roſciad, all to me. 

If partial friendſhip, in thy ſterling lays, 
Grows all too wanton in another's praiſe, 
Critics, who judge by ways themſelves have known, 
Shall ſwear the praiſe, the poem is my own 
For *tis the method in theſe learned days 
For wits to ſcribble firſt, and after praiſe. 
Critics and Co. thus vend their wretched tuft, 
And help out nonſenſe by a monthly puff, 
Exalt to giant forms weak puny elves, 

And deſcant ſweetly on their own dear ſelves; 
For works per month by learning's midwives paid, 
Demand a puffing in the way of trade. 

Reſerv'd and cautious, with no partial aim 
My muſe e'er ſought to blaſt another's fame. 
With willing hand con'd twine a rival's bays, 
From candour filent where ſhe cou'd not praiſe : 
But if vile rancour, from (no matter who) 
Actor or mimic, printer, or Review; 


| Lies, oft o'erthrown, with ceaſeleſs venom ſpread 


Still hifs out ſcandal from their Hydra head; 


If the dull malice boldly walk the town, 


Patience herſelf wou'd wrinkle toa frown. 

Come then with juſtice draw the ready pen, 

Give me the works, 1 wou'd not know the men: 

Allin their turns might make repriſals too, 

Had al! the patience but to tread them through. 

Come, to the utmoſt, probe the deſperate wound; 

Nor ſpare the knife where'er infection's found 
But, prudence, Churchill, or her ſiſter, Fear; 

Whiſpers ferbearance to my fright' ned ear. 


Though pointleſs ſatire make its weak eſcape, Oh!] then with me forſake the thorny road, 


In the dull babble of a mimic ape, 
Boldly purſue where genius points the way, 
Nor heed what monthly puny critics ſay. 
Firm in thyſelf, with calm indifference ſmile, 
When the wiſe Vet'ran knows you by your ſtile, 
With critic ſcales weighs out the partial wit, 
What I, or You, or He, or no one writ; 
Denying thee thy juſt and proper worth, 
But to give falſhood's ſpurious iſſue birth; 
And all ſelf-will'd with lawleſs hand to raiſe 
Malicious ſlander on the baſe of praiſe. 
Diſgrace eternal wait the wretch's name 
Who lives on credit of a borruw'd fame 
Who wears the trappings of another's wit, 
Of fathers bantlings which he could not get ! 
But threwd Suſpicion with her ſquinting eye, 
To truth declar'd, prefers a whiſper'd lye. 
With greedy mind the proffer'd tale believes, 
Relates her wiſhes, and with joy deceives. 
The World, a pompous name, by caſtom due 
Vo the ſmall circle of a talking few, 
Wich heart-felt glee th' injurious tale repeats, 


Leſt we ſhould flounder in ſome Fleet-Ditch Odo 
And ſunk for everin the lazy flood 
Weep with the Naiads heavy drops of Mud. 

Hail mighty Ode! which like a picture frame, 
Holds any portrait, and with any name 
Or, like your nitches, planted thick and thin, 
Will ſerve to cram the random hero in. 
Hail mighty bard too—-whatſo'er thy name, 


r Durtfy, for it's all the ſame. 


To brother bards ſhall equal praiſe belong, 

For wit, for genius, comedy and ſong ? 

No coftive Muſe is thine, which freely rakes 

With eaſe familiar in the well-known jakes, 

Happy in ſkill to ſouſe through foul and fair, 

And toſs the dung out with a lordly air. 

So have I ſeen, amidſt the grinning throng, 

The ledge proceſſion ſlowly dragg d along, | 

Where the mock female ſhrew and hen-peck'd mals 

Scoop'd rich contents from either copious pail, 

Call'd burſts of laughter from the roaring rout, 

And daſh'd and ſplaſh'd the filthy grains about. 
Quit then, my friend, the Muſes lov'd abode)- 


And ſends the whiſper buzzing through the ſtreets. | 


Alas! they lead not to preferment's road. 
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Be ſolemn, ſad, put on the prieſtly froun, 
Be dull! 'tis ſacred, and becomes the gown. 
Leave wit to others, do a Chriſtian deed, g 
Your foes ſhall thank you, for they know their need. 

Broad is the path by learning's ſons poſſcſs'd, 
A thouſand modern wits might walk abreaſt, 
Pid not each poet mourn his luckleſs doom, 

oſtled by pedants out of elbow room. 

J who = court their love, nor fear their hate, 
Muft mourn in filence o'er the Muſe's fate. 
No right of common now on Pindus' hill, 
While all our tenures are by critic's will; 
Where, watchful guardians of the lady muſey 
Dwell monſtrous giants, dreadful till REVIEWS, 
Who, as we read in fam'd romance af yore, 
Sound but a horn, preſs forward to the door: 
But let ſome chief, ſome bold advent'rous knight, 
Provoke thoſe champions to an equal fight, 
Stralt Into air cf ſpaceleſs nothing fall 
The caftle, lions, giants, dwarf and all, 

Ill it befits with undiſcerning rage, 
To cenſure giants in this poliſh'd age. 
No lack of genius ſtains theſe happy times, 
No want of learning, and no dearth of rhymes, 
The ſee-ſaw Muſe that flows by meaſur'd laws, 
In tuneful numbers, and affected pauſe, - 
With ſound alone, ſound's happy virtue fraught, 
Which hates the trouble and expence of thought, 
Once, every moon throughout the circling year, 
With even cadence charms the critic ear, 
While, dire promoter of poetic fin, 
A Magazine muſt hand the lady in. 

How Moderns write, how neryous, ſtrong and 

well, 

The AnTi-Rosciap's decent Muſe dies tell: 
Who, while ſhe ftrives to cleanſe each actor hurt, 
Daubs with her praiſe, and rubs him into dirt. 

Sure never yet was happy #ra known 
So gay, ſo wiſe, ſo taſteful as our own. 

Our curious hiſtories riſe at once COMPLETES, 
Yet ſtill continued, as they're paid, per ſheet. 

See every ſcience which the world wou'd know, 

Your Magazines ſhall eyery month beſtow, 

Whoſe very titles fill the mind with awe, 

Imperial, Chriftian, Royal, Briti/i, Lato, 

Their rich contents will every reader fit, 

Stateſman, Divine, Philoſopher, and Wit; 

Compendious ſchemes! which teach all things at 
once, : 

And make a pedant coxcomb of a dunce. 

But let not anger with ſuch frenzy grow, 
Drawcanfir like, to ſtrike down friend and foe, 
Toreal worth be homage duly paid, 

But no allowance to the paltry trade. 
My friends I name not (though I boaſt a few, 
To me an honour, and to letters too) 
Fain would I praife, but, when ſuch Things oppoſe, 
My praiſe of courſe muſt make them s foes. 
If manly Jounso0N, with ſatyric rage, 
Laſh the dull follies of a trifling age, 
If his ſtrong Muſe with genuine ſtrength aſpire, 
Glows not the reader with the poet's fire? 
HIS the true fire, where creep the witling fry 
To warm themfelves, and light their ruſhlights by. 
What Muſe like Gzay's ſhall pleaſing penſive 


flow 
Attzmper'd ſweetly to the ruſtic woe? 
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Or who like him ſhall ſweep the Theban lyre, 
And, as his miſter pour forth thoughts of fire ? 
Elen now to guard afflifted learning's cauſe, 
To judge by reaſon's rules, and nature's laws, 
Boaſt we tue critics in their proper right, 
While LowTH and Learning, Hurp and Taſte 
unite, | 
Hail ſicred names Oh guard the Muſe's page, 
Save your lov'd miſtreſs from a ruffian's rage; 
See how ſhe gaſps and ſtruggles hard for life, 
Her wounds all bleeding from the butcher's knife ; 
Critics, like ſurgeons, bleſt with curious art, 
Should mark each paſſage to the human heart, 
But not, unſkilful, yet with lordly air, 
Read ſurgeon's lectures while they ſcalp and tear, 
To names like theſe I pay the hearty vow, 
Proud of their worth, and not aſham'd to bow. 
To theſe inſcribe my rude, but honeſt lays, 
And feel the pleaſures of my conſcious praiſe : 
Not that I mean to court each letter'd name, 
And poorly glimmer from refle&ed fame, 
But that the Muſe, who owns no ſervile fear, 
Is proud to pay her willing tribute here. 
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EPISTLE TO J. B. ESQ. 1757 


GAIN I urge my old objection, 
| A That modern rules obſtruct perfection, 
And the ſeverity of Taſte | 
Has laid the walk of genius waſte. 
Fancy's a flight we deal no more in, 
Our authors creep inſtead of ſoaring, 
And all the brave imagination. = 
Is dwindled into declamation. 
But fill you cry in ſober ſadneſs, 
« 'There is difcretion e' en in madnefs." 
A pithy ſentence, which wants credit! 
Becaufe I find a poet ſaid it : 
Their vexdict makes but ſmall impreſſion. 
Who are known lyars by profeſſion. 
Riſe what exalted flights it will, 
True genius will be genius ſtill; 
And ſay, that horſe would you prefer, 
Which wants a bridle or a ſpur ? 
The mettled ſteed may lofe his tricks tz 
The jade grows callous to your kicks. 

Had Shak ſpeare crept by modern rules, 
We'd loſt his Witches, Fairies, Fools + 
Inftead of all that wild creation, 

He'd form'd a regular plantation, 
A garden trim, and all inclos'd, 
In niceſt ſymmetry diſpos'd, 
The hedges cut in proper order, 
Not e' en a branch beyond the border: 
Now like a foreſt he appears, 
The growth of twice three hundred years ; 
Where many a tree aſpiring ſhrouds 
Its airy ſummit in the clouds, 
While round its root ſtiil love to twine 
The ivy or wild eglantine. 
Y 2 
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«« But Shale ſpeareꝰs all creative fancy 
© Made others love extravagancy : 
« While cloud-capt nonſenſe was their aimy 
« Like Hurlochrumbo's mad lord Flame.“ 
True—who can ſtop dull imitators ? 
Thoſe younger brothers of tranflators, 
Thoſe inſets, which from genius riſe, 
And buzz about, in ſwarms, like flies ? 
Faſhion, that ſets the modes of dreſs, 
Sheds too her influence o'er the preſs : 
As formerly the ſons of rhytne 
Sought Shakſpeare's fancy and ſublime 3 
Ry cool correctneſs now they hope 
To emulate the praiſe of Pope. 
But Pope and Shakſpeare both diſclaim 
Theſe low retainers to their fame. 
What taſk can dullneſs e er effect 
So eaſy, as to write correct ? 
Poets, tis ſaid, are ſure to ſplit 
By too much or too little wit; 
So, to avoid th' extremes of either, 

miſs their mark and follow neither ; 

They ſo exactly poiſe the ſcale, 
That neither meaſure will prevail, 
And mediocrity the Muſe 
Did never in her ſons excuſe. 
"Tis true, their tawdry works are grac'd 
With all the charms of modern taſte, 
And every ſenſeleſs line is dreſt 
In quaint exprefſion's tinſel veſt. 
Say, did you never chance to meet 
A monſieur-baxoer in the ſtreet, 
Whoſe ruffle, as it lank depends, 
And dangles o'er his fingers' ends, 
His olive tann'd complexion graces 
With little dabs of Dreſden laces, 
While for the body Monſieur Puff, 
Wou' d think e'en dowlas fine enough? 
So fears it with our men of rhymes, 
Sweet tinklers of poetic chimes. 
For lace, and fringe, and tawdry cloaths, 
Sure never yet were greater beaux; 
But fairly ftrip them to the ſhirt, 
They're all made up of rags and dirt. 


And ſhall theſe wretches bards commence, 


Without or ſpirit, taſte, or ſenſe ? 

And when they bring noother treaſure, 

Shall I admirethem for their meaſure ? 

Or do I ſcorn the critic's rules 

Becauſe 1 will not learn of fools ? 

Although Longinus' full mouth'd proſe 

With allthe force of genius glows ; 

Though Dionyfius? learned taſte 

Is ever manly, juſt, and chaſte, 

Who, like a ſkilful wiſe phyſician, 

Diſſects each part of compoſition, 

And ſhews how beauty ftrikss the ſoul 

From a juſt compact of the Whole; 

Though judgment, in Quintillian's page, 

Holds forth her lamp for ev'ry age; 

Yet Hypercriti.s I diſdain, 

A race of blockheads dull and vain, 

And laugh at all thoſe empty fools, 

Who cramp a genius with dull rules, 

And what their narrow fcience mocks 

Damn with the name of Het'rodox. 
Theſe butchers of a poet's fame, 

While they uſurp the critic's name, 
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Cry This is taſte—that's my opinion.” " 
And poets dread their mock dominion. 0 Thi 

So have you ſeen with dire affright, Ter 
The petty monarch of the night, | Of 
Seated aloft in elbow chair, My 
Command the priſoners to appear, If! 
Harangue an hour on watchmen's praiſe, Th 
And on the dire effect of mos WI 
Then cry, „ You'll ſuffer for your daring, 


«© And dn you, you ſhall pay for ſwearing.” 
Then turning, tell the aſtoniſh'd ring, 


{ 1 fit to repreſent the KING. 


EPISTLE TO THE SAME, 175. 


AS my good dame a wicked child ? 
It takes the gentle name of wild; 
lt cheſts he breaks, if locks he picks, 8 
"Tis nothing more than youthful tricks: 
The mother's fondneſs ſtamps it merit, 


i 


For vices are a ſign of ſpirit. 8 
Say, do the neighbours think the ſame F 
With the good old indulgent dame ? Th 


Cries goſſip Prate, ] hear with grief 


„My neighbour's ſon's an arrant thief. Fa, 
* Nay, could you think it, I am told, N 
He ſtole five guineas, all in gold, W. | 
% You know the youth was always wild . 
«« He got his father's maid with child; N f 
« And robb'd his maſter, to defray For 
© The money he had loſt at play. Y 
; ans All means to ſave him muſt now fail, Mer 
«© What can it end in ?—Ina Jail.” vet 
Howe er the dame doats o'er her youth, - 
| My goſſip ſays the very truth. Ma 
But as his vices love wou'd hide, Afi 
Or torture them to virtue's ſide, Set 
So friendſhip's glaſs deceives the eye, Th 
(A glaſs too apt to magnify) An 
And makes you think at leaſt you ſee Ob 
Some ſpark of genius ev'n in me, Th 
You ſay I ſhou'd get fame: I doubt it: ( 
Perhaps I am as well without it. To 
For what's the worth of empty praiſe ? Th 
What poet ever din'd on bays ? Th 
For though the Laurel, rareſt wonder Ore 
| May ſcreen us from the ſtroke of thunder, Dil 
This mind I ever was, and am in, Wi 
It is no antidote to famine.” Ar 
And poets live on lender fare, * 
Who, like Cameleons, feed on air, * 
And ſtarve, to gain an empty breath, 0 
Which only ſerves them after death. Su 
Grant I ſucceed, like Horace riſe, 
And ſtrike my head againſt the ſkies: W 
Common experience daily ſhews, Mi 
That poets have a world of foes z In 
And we ſhall find in every town W 
Goſſips enough to cry them down ; Ne 
Who meet in pious converſation Or 
T' anatomise a reputation, T 


With flippant tongue, and empty head 
Who talk of things they never fed. 
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Their idle cenſures I deſpiſe : 
Their niggard praiſes won't ſuffice. 
Tempt me no more then to the crime 
Of dabbling in the font of rhime. 

My Muſe has anſwered all her end, 
If her productions pleaſe a friend. 
The world is burthen'd with a ſtore, 
Why neẽd 1 add one ſeribbler more? 


— — — — 
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ABOUT TO PUBLISH A 
VOLUMB OT MISCELLANIES 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1755, 


INCE now, all ſcruple's caſt away, 
Your works are riſing into day, 
Forgive, though I preſume to ſend 
This honeſt counſel of a friend. 

Let not your verſe, as verſe now goes, 
Be a ſtrange kind of meaſur'd proſe ; 
Nor let your proſe, which ſure is worſe, 
Want nought but meaſure to be verſe. 
Write from your own imagination, 

Nor curb your Muſe by imitation : 
For copies ſhew, howe'er expreft, 

A barren genius at the beſt. 

— But Imitation's all the mode 

Yet where one hits, ten miſs the road. 

The mimic bard with pleaſure ſees 
Mat. Prios's unaffected eaſe : 
Aſſumes his ſtyle, affects a ſtory, 
Sets every circumſtance before ye, 
The day, the hour, the name, the 
And mars a curious tale in telling : 
Obſerves how eaſy Prior flows, 

Then runs his numbers down to proſe. 

Others have ſought the filthy ſtews 
To find a dirty ſlip-ſhod Muſe. 

Their groping genius, while it rakes 

The bogs, the common-ſew'rs, aud jakes, 
Ordure and filth in rhyme expoſes, 
Diſguſtful to our eyes and noſes ; 

With many a daſh—that muſt offend us, 
And much „ „% % „ 
0 6 6 

# #*® * Hiatus non deflendus. 

O Swift! how would'{ thou bluſh to ſee, 
Such are the bards who copy Thee ? 

This, Milton for his plan will chuſe ; 
Wherein reſembling Milton's Muſe ? 
Milton, like thunder, rolls along 
In all the majeſty of ſong; 

While his low mimics meanly creep, 
Not quite awake ; nor quite aſleep ; 
Or, if their thunder chance to roll, 
*Tis thunder of the muſtard bowl. 
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| The Riff expreſſion, phraſes ſtrange, 
The Epithet's prepoſterous change. 
Fore'd numbers, rough and unpolite, 
'Such as the judging ear affright, 
Stop in mid verſe. Ye mimics vile! 
Is*t thus ye copy Milton's ſtyle ? 
His faults religiouſly you trace, 
But borrow not a ſingle grace. 

How few, (ſay, whence can it proceed ?) 
Who Milton, e'er ſucceed ! 
But all their labours are in yain : 
And wherefore ſo ? the reaſon's plain. 
Take it for granted, tis by thoſe 
Milton's the model moftly choſe, 
Who can't write verſe, and won't write proſe. 

Others, who aim at fancy, chuſe 
To woo the gentle Spencer's Muſe. 
This poet fixes for his theme 
An allegory, or a dream ; Z 
Fiction and truth together joins 
Through a long waſte of flimſy lines 3 
Fondly believes his fancy glows, 
And image upon image grows; 
[Thinks his ſtrong Muſe takes wondꝰrous flights, 
'Whene'er ſhe ſings of peerleſs wights, 
Of dens, of palfreys, ſpells and knights: 
Till allegory, Spencer's veil 
' inſtruct and pleaſe in moral tale, 
Buto him's no veil the truth to ſhroud, 

ut one impenetrable cloud. 

Others, more daring, fix their hope 
On rivaling the fame of Pope. 
Satyr's the word againſt the times 
Theſe catch the cadence of his rhymes, 


| Their Muſe aſpires, and boldly flings 
of ki 


Herdirt up in the face 
| - theſe the ſpleen of Pope we find; 
ut where the greatneſs of his mind ? 
His numbers are their whole » 
Mere ſtrangers to his manly 
Some few, the fav'rites of the Muſe, 
hom with her kindeſt eyes ſhe views; 


Round whom Apollo's brighteſt rays 
Shine forth with undimingſh'd blaze; 
Some few, my friend, have ſweetly trod 
In Imitation's dang*rous road. 

Long as Tobacco's mild perfume 

{Shall ſcent each happy curate's room, 

{ Oft as in elbow-chair he ſmokes, 

And quaffs his ale, and cracks his jokes, 
So long, O * Brown, ſhall laſt thy praiſey 
Crown'd with Tobacco-leaf for bays z 
And whoſoe er thy verſe ſhall ſee, 

Shall fill another Pipe to thee. 


» Iſaac Hawkins Brown, Eſq. author of à piece 
| called the Pipe of Tobacco, a moſt excellent imitati- 
* of ſix different authors. 
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And borne from earth by Pope's ſtrong wings, | 


166 L Lt © Yr D's 


Where thought appears in diſhabille, 
And fancy does juſt what ſhe will, 
The ſoureſt critic would excuſe 


TO GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ. — —— — 


A FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 
WRITTEN JANUARY 7. 1767, 
PROM — IN DERBYSHIRE. 


NDSHIP with moſt is dead and cool, 
A dull, inactive, ſtagnant pool; 
ours like the lively current flows, 
And fhares the pleaſure it beſtows. 
If there is ought, whoſe lenient pow's 
Can ſoothe afflition's painful hour, 
Sweeten the bitter cup of care, 
And ſnatch the wretched from deſpair, 
Syperior to the ſenſe of woes, 
From friendſhip's ſource the balſam flows, 
Rich then am I, poſſeſt of thine, _ 
Who know that happy balſam mine. 
In youth, from nature's genuine heat, 
The fouls congenial ſpring to meet, 
And emulation's infant ſtrife, 
Cements the man in future life. 
Oft too the mind well-pleas'd ſurveys 
Its progreſs from its childiſh days 
Sees how the current upwards ran, 
And reads the ehild o'er in the man, 
Far men, in reaſon's ſober eyes, 
Are children, but of larger fiz 
Have till their idle hopes and fearg 
And Hobby-Horſe of riper years. 
Whether a bleſſing, or a curſe, 
My rattle is the love of verſe. 
Some fancied , and emulation 
Which ſtill aſpires to reputation, 
Bade infant fancy plume her flight, 
And held the laurel full to fight. 
For vanity, the poet's fin, 
Had ta'en poſſeſſion all within: 
And he whoſe brain is verſe poſſeſt, 
Is in himſelf as highly bleſt, 
As he, whoſe lines and circles vie 
With heav'n's direction of the ſky. 
Howe'er the river rolls its tides, 
The cork upon the ſurface rides. 
And on Ink's Ocean, lightly buoy'd, 
The cork of vanity is Lloyd. 
Let me too uſe the common claim 
And ſouſe at once upon my name, 
Which ſome have done with greater ſtreſs, 
Who know me, and who love me leſs. 
Poets are very harmleſs things, 
Unleſs you teaze one till it ſtings 3 
And when affronts are plainly meant, 
We're bound in honour to reſent : 
And what tribunal will deny 
An injur'd perſon to reply ? 
In theſe familiar emanations, 
Which are but writing converſations, 
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Has till attended our careſſing, 

As many children round her ſees 

As maggots in a Cheſhire cheeſe, 

Which I maintain at vaſt expence, 

Of pen and paper, time and ſenſe : 

And ſurely 'twas no ſmall miſcarriage 

When firſt I enter'd into marriage. 

The poet's title which I bear, 

With ſome ſtrange caſtles in the air, 

Was all my portion with the fair. 
However narrowly I look, 

In Phebus's valorem book, 

I cannot from enquiry find 

Poets had much to leave behind. 

They had a coyphold eſtate 

In lands which they themſelves create, 

A fooliſh title to a fountain, 

A right of common in a mountain, 

And yet they liv'd amongſt the great, 

More than their brethren do of late 3 

Invited out at feaſts to dine, 

Eat as they pleas'd, and drank their wine 3 

Nor is it any where ſet down 

They tipt the ſervants half a crown, 

But paſs'd amid the waiting throng 

And pay'd the porter with a ſong 3 

As once, a wag, in medern days, 

When all are in theſe bribing ways, 


His ſhillings to diſpenſe unable, 


Scrap'd half the fruit from off the table, 
And walking gravely through the croud, 
Which ſtood obſequiouſly, and bow's, 
To keep the faſhion up of tipping, 

Dropt in each hand a golden pippin. 

But there's a difference indeed 

Twixt ancient bards and modern breed. 
Though poet known, in Roman days, 
Fearleſs he walk'd the public ways, 


Nor ever knew that ſacred name 


Contemptuous ſmile, or painful ſhame : 
While with a fooliſh face of praiſe, 

The folks would ſtop to gape and gaze, 
And half untold the ſtory leave, 

Pulling their neighbour by the ſleeve, 
While th' index of the finger ſhews, 
There — yoader's Horace—there he goes. 
This finger, I allow it true, | 
Points at us modern poets too z 

But 'tis by way of wit and joke, 

To laugh, or as the phraſe is, ſmoke. 

Yet there are thoſe, who're fond of wit, 
Although they never us'd it yet, 

Who wits and witlings entertain; 

Of Taſte, Virtu, and Judgment vain, 
And dinner, grace, and grace - cup done, 
Expect a wond'rous deal of fun: 

© VVes He at bottom don't you know him 2 
« That's He that wrote the laſt new poem. 
« His Humour's exquiſitely high, 

« You'll hear him open by and by.” 

The man in print and converſation 
Have often very ſmall relation; 


, 
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AHhd he, whoſe humour hits the town, Such as your titled folks would chuſe, 
When copied fairly, and ſet down, And Lords and Ladyſhips might uſe, . 
In public company may paſsz | Which ſtile, whoever would ſucceed in, | | 
For little better than an aſs. Muſt have ſmall wit, and much good breeding | 
Perhaps the fault is on his fide, f If this is dialogue——ma foi, g | | 
Springs it from modeſty, or pride, Sweet Sir, ſay I, pardonnez moi ! 
Thoſe qualities aſham'd to own, } As long as life and buſineſs laſt, | 
For which he's happy to be known; The actors have their ſeveral caſt, | 
Or that his nature's ſtrange and ſhy, A walk where each his talent ſhews, | 
And diffident, he knows not why; { Weens, Nurſes, Tyrants, Lovers, Beaux g | 
Or from a prudent kind of fear, Suppoſe you've found a girl of merit, | 
As knowing that the world's ſevere Wou'd ſhew your part in all its ſpirit, ili 
He wou'd not ſuffer to eſcape Take the whole meaniag in the ſcopey | 
Familiar wit ap ſhape : 80 { Some little lively thing, like Pope, . 
Left gaping fools, and vile repeaters, You rob ſome others of a feather, | 
Should catch her up, and ſpoil her features, They've worn for thirty years together. | 
And, for the child's unlucky maim, But grant the caſt is as you like, 
The faultleſs parent come to. ſhame. To actors which you think will ſtrike, | 
Well, but methinks I hear you ſay, I To-morrow then—{but as you know | 
4 Write then, my friend“ Write what?—* af I've ne'er a Comedy to ſhew, | 
Play. Let me awhile in converſation, | 
« The theatres are open yet, Make free with yours for application) | 
« The market for all ſterling wit ; The arrows flight can't be prevented 
1% Try the ſtrong efforts of your pen, To-morrow then, will be preſented i 
„ And draw the characters of men The JzaLovs Wirx ! To-morrow ? Righty | 
t« Or bid the burſting tear wflow, How do you ſleep, my friend, to-night ? 
„% Obedient to the fabled woe; Have you no pit-pat hopes and fears, | 
«« With Tragedy's ſevereſt art, Roaſt-beef, and catcalls in your ears? | 
« Anatomize the human heart, Mabb's wheels a-croſs your temples creep; q 
© And, that you may be underſtood, You toſs and tumble in your ſleep, 1 
« Bid nature ſpeak, as nature ſhou'd,” And cry aloud, with rage and ſpleen, | 
That talent, George, though yet untried, «© That fellow murders all my ſcene.” | 
Perhaps my genius has denied; To-morrow comes. I know your merit, | 
While you, my friend, are ſure to pleaſe And ſee the piece's fire and ſpirit; | 
With all the pow'rs of comic eaſe. Yet friendſhip's zeal is ever hearty, | 
Authors, like maids at fifteen years, And dreads the efforts of a party. | 
Are full of wiſhes, full of fears. The coach below; the clock gone five, | 1 
One might by pleaſant thoughts be led; Now to the theatre we drive: | 
To loſe a trifling maiden- head; Peeping the curtain's eyelet through, q 
But *tis a terrible vexation ; Behold the houſe in areadful view ! W 
To give up with it reputation. Obſerve how cloſe the critics fit, "” 
And he, who has with Plays to do, And not one bonnet in the pit. 1 | 
Has got the devil to go through. With horror hear the galleries ring, | 
Critics have reaſon for their rules, Noſy ! Black Joke ! God ſave the King! j 
I dread the cenſure of your fools. Sticks clatter, catcalls ſcream, Encore ! | h 
For tell me, and conſult your pride, Cocks crow, pit hiſſes, galleries roar ; ' 
(Set Garrick for a while aſide) E'en cha ſome oranges is found | 
How cou'd you, George, with patience bear, This night to have a dreadful found : | 
The critic proſing in the play'r ? Till, decent ſables on his back, 
Some of that calling have I known, (Your prologuizers all wear black) 
Who held no judgment like their own 5 The prologue comes; and, if its mine, 
And yet theirreaſons fairly ſcan, Its very good, and very fine : 
And ſeparate the wheat and bran If not, I take a pinch of ſnuff, 
You'd be amaz'd indeed to find, And wonder where you got ſuch tuff. 
What little wheat is left behind. That done, a-gape the critics fit, 
For, after all their mighty rout, Expectant of the comic wit. 
Of chatt' ring round and round about; The fidlers play again pell-mell : 
*Yis but a kind of clock-work talking, — But hiſt — the prompter rings his bell. 
Like croſſing on the * and walking. — Down there! hats off the curtain draws R 
The form of this tribunal paſt, What follows i the juſt applauſe. ; 
The play receiv*d, the parts all caſt, 
Each actor has his own objections, 
Each character, new imperfections: 
The man's is drawn too coarſe and rough, 
The lady's has not ſmut enough. 4 
It want's a touch of Cibber's eaſe, 
A higher kind of talk to pleaſe: | 
\ 
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Pindar, Olymp. II- 
ODE I. 
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AUGHTER of Chaos and old Night, 
Cimmerian Muſe, all hail ! 
That wrapt in never-twinkling gloom canſt write, 
And ſhadoweſt meaning with thy duſky veil ! 
What Poet ſings, and ſtrikes the ftrings ? 
It was the mighty Theban ſpoke, 
He from the ever-living Lyre 
With magic hand elicits fire. 
Heard ye the din of Modern Rhimers bray ? 
It was cool Mn, or warm G——y, 
Involv'd in tenfold ſmoke. 


. 


The ſhallow Fop in antic veſt, 
Tir'd of the beaten road, 
Proud to be ſingly dreſt, 
Changes, with every changing moon, the mode. 
Say, ſhall not then the heav*n-born Muſes too 
Variety purſue ? 
Shall not applauding critics hail the vogue ? 
Whether the Muſe the ſtile of Cambria's ſons, 
Or the rude gabble of the Huns, 
Or the broader dialect 
f Caledonia ſhe effect, 
Or take, Hibernia, thy ſtill ranker brogue ? 
L 3 
On this terreſtrial ball 
The tyrant, Faſhion, governs all. 
She; fickle Goddeſs, whom, in days of yore, 
The Ideot Moria, on the banks of Seine, 
Unto an antic fool, hight Andrew, bore : 
Long ſhe paid him with diſdain, 
And long his pangs in ſilence he conceal'd : 
At — in happy hour, his love - ſick pain 
On thy bleſt Calends, April, he reveal'd. 
From their embraces, ſprung, 
Ever changing, ever ranging, 
aſhion, Goddefs ever young. 


II. 1. 


Perch'd on the dubious height, She love to ride, 
Upon a weather-cock, aſtride. 
Each blaſt that blows, around ſhe goes, 
While nodding o'er her creſt, 
Emblem of ber magic pow'r, 
The light Cameleon ſtands confeſt, 
Changing its hues a thouſand times an hour. 


I take the liberty of inſerting the two following 
Odes, though I cannot, with tri propriety, print 
them as my own compoſition. The truth is, 
were witten in concert with a friend; to 
labours I am always happy to add my own; I mean 
the Author of the Jealous Wife. 
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And ina veſt is ſhe array'd, 
Of many a dancing moon-beam made, 
Nor zoneleſs is her waiſt : 
But fair and beautiful, I ween, 
As the ceſtus · cinctur d Queen, 
Is with the Rainbow's ſhadowy girdle brac d, 


IL 9. 


She bids purſue the fay'rite road 
Of lofty cloud-capt Ode. 
Meantime each bard, with eager ſpeed, 
Vaults on the Pegaſean Steed : 
Yet not that Pegaſus, of yore 
Which th' illuftrious Pindar bore, 
But one of nobler breed; 
High blood and youth his veins inſpire : 
From Tottipontimoy he came, 
Who knows not, Tottipontimoy, thy name? 
The bloody-ſhoulder'd Arab was his Sire; 
* His White-noſe, He on fam'd Doncaftria's 
, plains 
Reſign'd his fatal breath: 
In vain for life the ſtruggling courſer ſtrains. 
Ah ! whocan run the race with death ? 
The tyrant's ſpeed, or man or ſteed, 
Strives all in vain to fly. 
He leads the chace, he wins the race, 
We ſtumble, fall, and die. 


II. 3. 


Third from Whitenoſe ſprings 
Pegaſus with eagle wings : 
Light o'er the plain, as dancing cork, 
With many a bound he beats the ground, 
While all the Turf with acclamation rings : 
He won Northampton, Lincoln, Oxford, York : 
He too Newmarket won: 
There Granta's Son 
Seiz'd on the Steed ; 
And thence him led, (fo fate decreed) 
To where old Cam, renown'd in poet's ſong, 
With his dark and inky waves, 
Either bank in ſilence laves, 
Winding ſlow his ſluggiſh ſtreams along. 


. 


What ſtripling neat, of viſage ſweet, 
In trimmeſt guiſe d, 
Firſt the neighing aſſay d? 
His hand a taper ſwitch adorns, his heel 
Sparkles refulgent with elaſtic ſteel : 
The whiles he wins his whiffling way, 
Prancing, ambling, round and round, 
By hill, and dale, and mead, and greenſward gay: 
Till ſated with the pleaſing ride, 
From the lofty Steed diſmounting, W 
He lies along, enwrapt in conſcious pride, 
By gurgling rill, or chryſtal fountain. 


The Author is either miſtaken in this place, or 
has elſe indulged himſelf in a very unwarrantable 
poetical licence. White-noſe was not the Sire, but 
a Son of the Godolphin Arabian. ven gt ON: 
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Lo! next, a Bard, ſecure of praiſe, 
His ſelf-complacent countenance diſplays. 
His broad Muſtachios, ting'd with golden die, 
Flame like a meteor, to the troubled air: 
Proud his demeanor, and his eagle eye, 
O'er-hung with laviſh lid, yet ſhone with glorious 
glare. 
The grizzle grace 
Of buſhy peruke ſhadow'd o'er his face. 
In large wide boots, whoſe ponderous weight 
Would fink each wight of modern date, 
He rides, well pleas'd : fo large a pair 
Not Garagantua's ſelf might wear: 
Not He, of nature fierce and cruel, 
Who, if we truſt to antient Ballad, 
Devour'd Three Pilgrims in a Sallad ; 
Nor he of fame germane, hight Pantagruel. 


III. 3. 


Accoutred thus, th' adventrous Youth 
Seeks not the level lawn, or velvet mead, 
Faſt by whoſe fide clear ſtreams meandring creep 3 
But urges on amain the fiery Steed 
Up wo ſhaggy fide, or Cambrian rock un- 
couth: | 
Where the venerable herd 
Of Goats, with long and ſapient beard, 
And wanton Kidlings their blithe revels keep. 
Now up the mountain ſee him ſtrain ! * 
Now down the vale he's toft, 
Now flaſhes on the ſight again, 
Now in the Palpable Obſcure quite loſt. 


. 


Man's feeble race eternal dangers wait, 
With high or low, all, all, is woe, 
Diſeaſe, miſchance, pale fear, and dubious fate. 
But o'er every peril bounding, 
Ambition views not all the ills ſurrounding, 
And, tiptoe on the mountains ſteep, 
Reflects not on the yawning deep. 


| > 


See, ſee, he ſoars! with mighty wings outſpread 
And long reſounding mane, ; 
The Courſer quits the plain. 
Aloft in air, ſee, ſee, him bear 
The Bard, who ſhrouds 
His Lyrick Glory in the clouds, 


4 - 


Too fond to ſtrike the ſtars with lofty head 


He topples headlong from the giddy height, 
Deep in the Cambrian Gulph immerg'd in endleſs 
night. 
IV. 3. 


O Steed Divine ! what daring ſpirit 

Rides thee now ? though he inherit 

Nor the pride, nor ſelf-opinion, 

Which elate the mighty Pair, 

Each of Taſte the fav'rite minion, 

Prancing through the defart air 
Vor. VIII. 
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By help mechanic of Equeſtrian-Block, 

Yet ſhall he mount, with claſſic hauſing's grac'd, 
And, all unheedful of the Critick Mock, 

Drive his light Courſer o'er the bounds of Taſte. 


o Db K 


T0 O 


I, 


*TYARENT or EAs Z! OBrt1vion old, 
Who lov'ſt thy dwelling-place to hold, 
Where ſcepter'd Pluto keeps his dreary ſway, 
Whoſe ſullen pride the ſhiv'ring ghoſts obey l 
Thou, who delighteſt ſtill to dwell 
By ſome hoar and moſs-grown cell, 
At whoſe dank foot Cocytus joys to roll, 
Or Styx” black ſtreams, which even Jove controul ! 
Or if it ſuit thy better will 
To chuſe the tinkling weeping rill, 
Hard by whoſe ſide the ſeeded poppy red 
Heaves high in air his ſweetly curling head, 
While, creeping in meanders ſlow, 
Lethe's drowſy water's flow, 
And hollow blaſts, which never ceaſe to ſigh, 
Hum to each care-ſtruck mind their lulla-lulla-by ! 
A prey no longer let me be 
To that goſſip Mx MOR Y, 
Who waves her banners trim, and proudly flies 
To ſpread abroad her bribble-brabble lies. 
With thee, Ont 1vion, let me go, 
For MEemorY*'s a friend to woe; 
With thee, FoxGxTFULNESS, fair filent Queen, 
The ſolemn ſtole of grief is never ſeen. 


II. 


All, All is thine. Thy pow'rful ſway 
The throng'd poetic hoſts obey : 
Though in the van of Mzm'zy proud t'appear, 
At thy command they darken in the rear. 
What though the modern Tragic ſtrain 
For nine whole days protract thy reign, 
Yet through the Nine, like whelps of curriſh kind, 
Scarcely it lives, weak, impotent, and blind. 
Sacred to thee the Crambo Rhime, 
The motley forms of Pantomime : 
For Thee from Eunuch's throat ill loves to flow 
The ſoothing ſadneſs of his warbled woe: 
Each day to Thee falls Pamphlet clean : 
Each month a new-born Magazine : 
Hear then, O Goppxss, hear thy vot'ry's pray*: ! 
And, if Thou deign'ſt to take one moment's care, 
Attend Thy Bard | who duly pays ; 
The tribute of his votive lays ; 


* According to Lillæus, who beſtows the Paren- 
tal Function on Oblivion. 
Verba OnLiviscsenpi regunt GxniTivun. 
Lib. xiii, Cap, 8. 
There is a fimilar paſſage in Buſbæus. 
Z 


* 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Until ſhe doth his reputation foil: 
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Whoſe Muſe till offers at thy ſacred ſhrine ;ja— 
Thy Bard, who calls Tux His, and makes him 
Turixe. 
O, ſweet FoxGETFULNEss, ſupreme 
Rule ſupine o'er ev'ry theme, 
O'er each ſad ſubject, o'er each ſoothing ſtrain, 
Of mine, O Goppess, ftretch thine awful reign ! 
Nor let Mtm's V ſteal one note, 
Which this rude hand to Thee hath wrote ! 
So ſhalt thou ſave me from the Poet's ſhame, 


Though on the letter d Rubric DodsL,zY poſt my | 


Name. 
II. 


O come ! with opiate poppies crown'd, 
Shedding ſlumbers ſoft around 
O tome! AT Gopyxss, drunk with, Lau- 
reat's Sack 
wy" _ ſhe fits on the benumb'd Torpedo's 
ack ! | 
Me, in thy dull Elyſium lapt, O bleſs 
With thy calm Forgetfulneſs ! 
And gently lull my ſenſes all the while 
With placid poems in the finking ſtile ! 
Whether the Herring-Poet ſing, 
Great Laureat of the Fiſhes' King, 
Or Lycophron prophetic rave his fill, 
Wrapt in the darker ſtrains of Johnny—; 
Or, If Hz fing, whoſe verſe affords 
A bevy of the choice words, 
Who meets his Lady Muſe by moſs-grown cell, 
Adorn'd with epitnet and tinkling bell: 
Theſe, Goppxss, let me till forget, 
With all the dearth of Modern Wit ! 
So rhay*ſt Thou gently 2. youthful breaſt, 


_ Y 


Spread, with thy welcome hand, Osi1viox's friend- 
ly veſt; 
7 
CAGED 


. 


THE PROGRESS OF ENVY. 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1751. 


I. 


H me! unhappy tate of mortal wight, 

Sith Exnvy's ſure attendant upon fame, 
Ne doth ſhe reſt from rancorous deſpight, 
Until ſhe works him mickle woe and ſhame ! 
Unhappy he whom Ex vv thus doth ſpoil, 
Ne doth ſhe check her ever reſtleſs hate: 


Ah! luckleſs imp is he, whoſe worth elate, 
Forces him pay this heavy tax for being great. 


II. 


There ſtood an ancient mount, gun Parnaſs, 
(The fair domain of ſacred poeſy) 

Which, with freſh odours ever -blooming, was 
Beſprinkled with the dew of Caſtaly ; 


„ 


Which now in ſoothing murmurs whiſp'ring 

glides 
Wat ring with genial waves the fragrant ſoil, 
Now rolls adown the mountain's ſteepy ſides, 
Teaching the vales full beauteouſly to ſmile, 
Dame + NATuzz's handy-work, not form'd by 
lab'ring toil. 
* 

III. 


The Muss fair, theſe peaceful ſhades among, 
With ſkilful fingers ſweep the trembling tringe ; 
The air in filence liſtens to the ſong, 

And Tims forgets to ply his lazy wings; 
Pale-viſag'd Car x, with foul unhallow'd feet, 
Attempts the ſummit of the hill to gain, 

Ne can the hag arrive the bliſsful ſeat ; 

Her unavailing ſtrength is ſpent in vain, 
CoNnTENT fits on the top, and mocks her empty 
pain. 


IV. 


Oft Puor kus ſelf left his divine abode, 

And here enſhrouded ina ſhady bow'r, 

Regardleſs of his ſtate, lay'd by the God, 

And own'd ſweet Muſic's more alluring pow'r. 
On either fide was plac'd a peerleſs wight, 

Whoſe merit long had fill'd the trump of Faux; 

This, Faxcy's darling child, was SyzNsrz 


ight 
Who pip'd full pleaſing on the banks of Tame; 
That no leſs fam'd than Hz, and MIL rox was his 
name. 


V. 


In theſe cool bow'rs they live ſupinely calm; 

Now harmleſs talk, now emulouſly fing ; 

While Vis Tux, pouring round her ſacred balm, 
Makes happineſs eternal as the ſpring. 
Alternately they ſung 3 now SyENSER gan, 

Of jouſts and tournaments, and champions ſtrong 3 
Now Mi1L Tox ſung of d iſobedient man, 

And Eden loſt : The bards around them throng, 


| Drawn by the wond'rous magic of their princes* ſong 


VI. 


Not far — theſe, Dan Cnavcer, antient 
wight, 

A lofty ſeat on mount Parnaſſus held, 

Who long had been the Muſes* chief delight; 

His reverend locks were filver'd o'er with eld; 

Grave was his viſage, and his habit plain; 

And while he ſung, fair nature he diſplay d, 

In verſe albeit uncouth, and fimple ftrain ; 

Ne mote he well be ſeen, ſo thick the ſhade, 
Which elms and aged oaks had all around him made. 


VII. 


Next SHaxsPEARE ſat, irregular! 5 
— ——— ＋ 52 
Which viſionary beings did create, 

And turn the fouleſt droſs to pureſt gold: 
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Whatever ſplrits rove in earth or air, 

Or bad or good, obey his dread command; 

To his beheſts theſe willingly repair, 

Thoſe aw'd by terrors of his magie wand, 

The which not all their pow'rs united might with- 


VIII. 


Beſide the bard there ſtood a beauteous maid, 

Whoſe glittering appearance dimm'd the eyen ; 

Her thin-wrought veſture vatious tints diſplay'd, 

Faxe v her name, yſprong of race divine; 

Her mantle* wimpled low, her filken hair, 

Which looſe adown her well-turn'd ſhoulders 
ſtray d, . 

© She made a net to catch the wanton air, 

Whoſe love · ſick breezes all around her play'd 

And ſeem'd in whifpers ſoft to court the heav'nly 

maid 


IX. 


And ever and anon ſhe wav'd in air 

A ſceptre, fraught with all-creative pow'r : 
She wav' d it round: Eftſoons there did appear 
Spirits and witches, forms unknown before : 
Again ſhe lifts her wonder-working wand; 
Eftſoons upon the flow'ry plain were ſeen 

The gay inhabitants of fairie land, 

And blithe attendants upon Max their queen 
In myſtic circles danc'd along th' inchanted green, 


X. 


On th' other fide ſtood NATURE, goddeſs fair; 
A matron ſeem'd ſhe, and of manners ſtaid ; 
Beauteous her form, majeſtic was her air, 

In looſe attire of pureſt white array d: 

A potent rod ſhe bore, whoſe pow'r was ſuch, 

(As from her darling's works may well be ſhown) 
That often with its ſoul-enchanting touch, 

She rais'd or joy, or caus'd thedeep-felt groan, 
And each man's paſſions made ſubſervient to her own. 


XI. 


But 1o! thick fogs from out the earth atiſe, 

And murky miſts the buxom air invade, 

Which with contagien dire infects the ſkies, 

And all around their baleful influence ſhed ; 

Th infected ſky, which whilom was fo fair, 
With thick Cimmerian darkneſs is o'erſpread ; 
The ſun, which wilom ſhone without compare, 
Muffles in pitchy veil his radiant head, 

And fore the time ſore - grieving ſeeks his wat'ry 
bed. 


XII. 


Ex vv, the daughter of fell Acheron, 
(The flood of deadly hate and gloomy night) 
Had left precipitate her Stygian throne, 
And through the frighted heavens wing'd her flight: 


9 8 A word uſed by Spenſer for ung 
down. T e line incloſed Et is one of 
Fairfax's in his traaſlavien of Taſſo. . 
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With careful eye each realm ſhe did explore, 

Ne mote ſhe ought of happineſs obſerve ; 

For happineſs, alas! was now no more, 

Sith ev'ry one from virtue's paths did ſwerve, 


And trample on religion baſe deſigns ta ſerve, 


XIII. 


At length, on bleſt Parnaſſus ſeated high, 
Their temple circled with a laurel crown, 
SYENSER and MILTON met her ſcowling eye, 
And turn'd her horrid grin into a frown. 

Full faſt unto her ſiſter did ſhe poſt, 

There to unload the venom of her breaſt, 

To tell how all her happineſs was croſt, 

Sith others were of happineſs poſſeſt : 


Did never gloomy hell ſend forth like ugly peſt, 


XIV. 


Within the covert of a gloomy wood, 
Where fun ral cypreſs ſtar-proof branches ſpreag, 
O'ergrown with tangling briers a cavern ſtood ; 


Fit place for melancholy * dreary-head. 


Here a deformed monſter joy d to won, 
Which on fell rancour ever was ybent, 

All from the riſing to the ſetting ſun, 
Her heart purſued ſpite with black intent, 


Ne could her iron mind at human woes relent, 


XV, 


In flowing ſable ſtole ſhe was yclad, 

Which with her countenance did well accord ; 

Forth from her mouth, like one through grief 
gone mad, 


A frothy ſea of nauſeous foam was pour'd ; 


A ghaſtly grin and eyes aſquint, diſplay 

The rancour which her helliſh thoughts contain, 
And how, when man is bleſt, ſhe pines away, 
Burning to turn his happineſs to pain; 


Maric the monſter's name, a foe to Cod and 


man. 
XVI. 


Along the floor black loathſome toads till craw}, 
Their gullets ſwell'd with poiſon's mortal bane, 
Which ever and anon they ſpit at all 

Whom hapleſs fortune leads too near her den; 
Arour.d her waiſt, in place of filken zone, 
A life-devouring viper rear'd his head, 

Who no diſtinction made 'twixt friend and foen, 
But death on ev'ry fide fierce brandiſhed, 


Fly, reckleſs mortals, fly, in vain is F hardy-head. 


XVII. 


Impatient Ex vv, through th? ætherial waſte, 
With inward venom fraught, and deadly ſpite, 
Unto this cavern ſteer'd her panting haſte. 
Enſhrouded in a darkſome veil of night. 

Her inmoſt heart burnt with impetuous ire, 
And fell deſtruction ſparkled in her look, 

Her ferret eyes flaſh'd with revengeful fire, 
A-while contending paſſions utt'rance choke, 


At length the fiend in furious tone her ſilence brake. 


* Dreary-head. Gloomineſs, 
t Har dy-head. Courage, 
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XVIII. 
Siſter, ariſe ! ſee how our pow'r decays, 


No more our empire Thou and I can boaſt, 

Sith mortal man now gains immortal praiſe, 

Sith man is bleſt, and Thou and I are loſt : 

See in what ſtate Parnaſſus Hill appears; 

See Prox zus ſelf two happy bards atween ; 

See how the God their ſong attentive hears ; 

This SyENSER hight, that MitToN, well 1 
ween | F 


n 
Who can behold unmov'd fike heart tormenting 


ſcene ? 
XIX. 


Siſter, ariſe ! ne let our courage droop, 
Perforce we will compel theſe mortals own, 
That mortal force unto our force ſhall ſtoop ; 
Envy and MALICE then ſhall reign alone: 
Thou beſt has known to file thy tongue with lies, 
And to deceive mankind with ſpecious bait : 

Like Txv TH accoutred, ſpreadeſt forgeries, 
The fountain of contention and of hate: 


Ariſe, unite with me, and be as whilom great ! 


XX. 


The Fiend obey'd, and with impatient voice 

«« Tremble, ye bards, within that bliſsful ſeat ; 

« MALIcE andENnvy ſhall o'erthrow your joys, 

«« Nor PHoEBus ſelf ſhall our defigns defeat. 

« Shall We, who under friendſhip's feigned veil, 

« Prompted the bold archangel to rebel; 

4 Shall We, who under ſhow of ſacred zeal, 

« Plung'd half the pow'rs of heav'n in loweft 
hell— 


« Such vile diſgrace of us no mortal man ſhall tell. 


XXI. 


And now, more hideous rendered to the ſight, 

By reaſon of her raging cruelty, 

She burnt to go, equipt in dreadful plight, 

And find fit engine for her forgery. 

Her eyes inflam'd did caſt their rays aſkance, 
While helliſh imps prepare the monſter's car, 

In which ſhe might cut through the wide expanſe, 
And find out nations thatextended far, 


When all was pitchy dark, ne twinkled one bright 
ſar. 


XXII. 


Black was her chariot, drawn by dragons dire, 
And each fell ſerpent had a double tongue, 
Which ever and anon ſpit flaming fire, 

The regions of the tainted air among; 

A lofty ſeat the ſiſter- monſters bore, 

In deadly machinations cloſe combin'd, 

Dull Fol L v drove with terrible uproar, 

And cruel Dis cox p follow'd faft behind; 


Cod help the man gainſt whom ſuch caitiff foes are 


Join'd. 


F 
XXIII. 


Aloft in air the rattling chariot flies, 

While thunder harſhly grates upon its wheels; 
Black pointed ſpires of ſmoke around them riſe, 
The air depreſs'd unuſual burthen feels; 
Deteſted fight! in terrible array, 

They ſpur their fiery dragons on amain, 

Ne mote their anger ſuffer cold delay, 

Until the wiſh'd-for region they obtain, 

And land their dingy car on Caledonian plain. 


XXIV. 


Here, eldeſt ion of MAL IcH, long had dwelt 

A wretch of all the joys of life forlorn ; 

His fame 0:1 double falſities was built: 

(Ah! worthleſs ſon, of worthleſs parent born!) 
Under the ſhew of ſemblance fair, he veil'd 
The black intentions of his helliſh breaſt ; 

And by theſe guileful means he more prevail'd 
Than had he open enmity profeſt; 

The wolf more ſafely wounds when in ſheep's cloath- 
ing dreſt. 


XXV. 


Him then themſelves atween they joyful place, 
(Sure fign of woe when ſuch are pleas'd, alas) 
Then meaſure back the air with ſwifter pace, 
Until they reach the foot of Mount Parnaſs. 
Hither in evil hour the monſters came, 

And with their new companion did alight, 
Who long had loſt all ſenſe of virtuous ſhame, 
Beholding worth with poiſonous deſpight; 

On his ſucceſs depends their impious delight. 


XXVI. 


Long burnt He ſore the ſummit to obtain, 

And ſpread his venom o'er the bliſsful ſeat ; 

Long burnt He fore, but fill He burnt in vain ; 

* come there, who come with impious 

eet. 

At length, at unawares, he out doth ſpit 

That ſpite which elſe had to himſelf been bane; 

The venom on the breaſt of MIL ro lit, 

And ſpread benumbing death thro every vein; 
The Bard of life bereft ſell ſenſeleſs on the plain. 


XXVII. 


As at the banquet of Thyeſtes old, 

The ſun is ſaid t' have ſhut his radiant eye, 

So did he now through grief his beams with-hold, 
And darkneſs to be felt o'erwhelm'd the ſky ; 
Forth iflued from their diſmal dark abodes 

The birds attendant upon hideous night, 


bodes 
Approaching death to miſerable wight: 
Did never mind of man behold fike dreadful fight ? 


XX VIII. 


Aror To wails his darling done to die 
By foul attempt of Envy's fatal bane ; 

The Muss ſprinkle him with dew of Caſtaly, 
And crown his death with many a living ſtrain; 


Shriek-owls and ravens, whoſe fell croaking 
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Hoary PARNASSUS beats his aged breaſt, 
2. yet ne'er before did ſorrow know; 

The flowers drooping their deſpair atteſt, 

Th" aggrieved rivers querulouſly flow; 
All nature ſudden groan d with ſympathetic woe. 


XXIX. 


But lo! the ſky a gayer livery wears, 

The melting clouds begin to fade apace, 

And now the cloak of darkneſs diſappears, 

(May darkneſs ever thus to light give place !) 

Erſt griev d Arol Lo jocund looks reſumes, 

The Nix E renew their whilom chearful ſong, 

No grief Pax xAssus' aged breaſt conſumes, 

For from the teeming earth new flowers ſprong, 
The plenteous rivers flow'd full peacefully along. 


XXX. 


The ftricken Bard freſh vital heat renews, : 

Whoſe blood, erſt ſtagnate, ruſhes through his 
veins 3 

Life through each pore her ſpirit doth infuſe, 

And Faux by MAL1cs unextinguiſhed reigns : 

And ſee, a form breaks forth, all heavn'ly bright, 

Upheld by one of mortal progeny, 

A Female Form, yclad in ſnowy white, 

Ne half ſo fair at diſtance ſeen as nigh 

DovcLas and TxuTH appear, Envy and LAu- 

DER die. 
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But peace ! the gentle prologue cuſtom ſends, 

Like drum and ſerjeant, to beat up for friends. 

At vice and folly, each a lawful game, 

Our author flies, but with no partial aim, 

He read the manners, open as they lie 

In nature's volume to the general eye. 

Books too he read, nor bluſh'd to uſe their ſtore.— 
He does but what his betters did before. 

Shakſpeare has done it, and the Grecian ſtage 
Caught truth of character from Homer's page. 


If in his ſcenes an honeſt {kill is ſhewn, 
And borrowing little, much appears his on; 
If what a maſter's happy pencil drew 
He brings more forward, in dramatic view; 
To your deciſion he ſubmits his cauſe, 
Secure of candour, anxious for applauſe. - 


But if all rude, his artleſs ſcenes deface 
The ſimple beauties which he meant to grace; 
If, an invader upon others* land, 

He ſpoil and plunder with a robber's hand, 
Do juſtice on him — As on fools before, 
And give to Blockheads paſt one Blockhead more, 


PROL GWE 


INTENDED TO HAVE BEEN SPOKEN AT 
DRURY-LANE THEATRE, ON HIS MAJES- 
TY'Ss BIR TH-DAY, 1761. 


ENIUS, neglected, mourns his wither'd bays; 
8 to heav'n from virtue's generous 
praiſe. 
When Kings themſelves the proper judges ſit 
O'er the bleſt realms of ſcience, arts — 


And emulation glows with active flame. 


1 TAL OUS WET EL Each eager breaſt beats high for glorious fame, 


SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICK. 


Thus, with Auguſtus roſe imperial Rome, 

For arms renown'd abroad, for arts at home. 
Thus, when Eliza fill'd Britannia's throne, 
What arts, what learning was not then our own ? 
Then finew'd Genius, ftrong andnervous roſe, 


On Bacon's lips then every ſcience hung, 


2 J=zaLous Wirz I a comedy! poor In Spenſer's numbers, and in Raleigh's proſe; 
man 
A 


charming ſubject! but a wretched plan. 
His ſkittiſh wit, o'erleaping the due bound, 
Commits flat treſpaſs upon trigic ground. 
Quarrels, upbraidings, Jealouſies, and ſpleen, 
Grow too familiar in the comic ſcene. 
Tinge but the language with heroic chime, 
"Tis Paſſion, Pathos, Character, Sublime 
What round big words had ſwell'd the pompous ſcene, 
A king the huſband, and the wife a queen 
Then might diſtraction rend her graceful hair, 
See ſightleſs forms, and ſcream, and gape, and ſtare. 
Drawcanfir death had rag'd without controul, 
Here the drawn dagger, there the poiſon'd bowl. 
What eyes had ſtream'd at all the whining woe 
What had thunder'd at each Hah and 04 / 


And Nature ſpoke from her own Shakſpeare's 

Her patriot ſmiles fell, like — * 

To wake to life each pleaſing uſeful Muſe, 

While every virtue which the Queen profeſs d, 

Beam d on her ſubjects, but to make them bleſt. 

O glorious times — O theme of praiſe divine 

ge happy, Britain, then — ſuch times are thine. 
Behold e en now ſtrong ſcience imps her wing, 

And arts revive beneath a Patriot King. 

The Muſes too burſt forth with double light, 

To ſhed their luſtre in a Monarch's fight. | 

His cheering ſmiles alike to all extend : 

Perhaps this ſpot may boaſt a Royal Friend. 

And when a Prince, with early judgment grac'd, 

Himſelf ſhall marſhal out the way to taſte, 
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Caught with the flame perhaps e en. ijcre may riſe 
Some powerful genius of uncommon ſize, : 
And, pleas'd with nature, nature's depth explore, 
And be what our great Shakſpeare was before. 


PROLOGUE TO HECUBA. 


SPOXEN BY MR. GARRICK, 1761. 


Grecian bard, two thouſand years ago, 
Plann'd this ſad fable of illuſtrious woe; 
Waken'd each ſoft emotion of the breaſt, 
And called forth tears, that would not be ſuppreit. 


Yet, Oye mighty Sirs, of judgraent chaſte, 
Who, lacking Genius, have a deal of Taſte, 
Can you forgive our modern ancient piece, 
Which brings no chorus, tho? it comes from Greece? 
Kind ſocial chorus, which all humours meets, 
And ſings and dances up and down the ſtreets. 
oh! might true taſte, in theſe unclaſſie days, 
Revive the Grecian faſhions with their plays ! 
Then, rais'd on ſtilts, our Players woul ſtalk and 


rage, 
And, 1 ſtride o'er a modern ſtage; 
Each geſture then would boaſt unuſual charms, 
From lengthen'd legs, ſtuff d body, ſprawling arms 
Your critic eye would then no pigmies fee; 
But Buſkins make a giant, even of me. 
No features then the Poet's mind would trace, 
But one black vizor blot out all the face. 
O! glorious times, when actors thus could ftrike, 
Expreſſive, inexpreſſive, all alike ! 
Leſs change of face than in our punch they ſaw, 
For punch can roll his eyes, and wag his jaw ; 
With one ſet glare they mouth'd the rumbling verſe ; 
Our Gog and Magog look not half fo fierce ? 


Yet, though depriv'd of inſtruments like theſe, 
Nature, perhaps, may find a way to pleaſe ; 
Which, whereſoe'er ſhe glows with genuine flame, 
In Greece, in Rome, in England, is the ſame. 


Of raillerythen, ye modern wits, beware, 
Nor damn the Grecian poet for the player. 
T heirs was the ſkill, with honeſt help of art, 
To win, by juſt degree, the yielding heart, 
What if our Shakfpeare claims the magic throne, 
And in one inſtant makes us all his own ; 
They differ only in one point of view, 


For Shakſpeare's nature, was their nature too. 


T 


O D E 


SPOKEN ON A PUBLIC OCCASION AT WEST. 


MINSTER SCHOOL. 


N OR at Apollo's vaunted ſhrine, 

| Nor to the fabled Siſters Nine, 

Offers the youth his ineffeQtual vow, 

Far be their rites —sSuch worſhip fits not now; 
When at Eliza's ſacred name 
Each breaſt receives the prefent flame : 

While eager genius plumes herinfant wings, 

And with bold impulſe ſtrikes the accordant firings, 
Reflecting on the crouded line 
Of mitred ſages, bards divine, | 

Of patriots, active in their country's cauſe, 
Who plan her councils, or dire her laws. 


Oh Memory! how thou lov'ſ to ſtray, 
Delighted, o'er the flow'ry way by 
Of childhood's greener years ! when ſimple youth 
Pour'd the pure dictates of ingenuous truth 
*Tis then the ſouls congenial meet, 
Inſpir'd with friendſhip's genuine heat, 
Ere intereſt, frantic zeal, or jealous art, 
Have taught the language foreign to the heart. 


Twas here in many an early ttrain 
Dryden firſt try'd his claſſic vein, 
Spurr'd his ſtrong genius to the diſtant goal, 
In wild effuſions of his manly ſoul ; 
When Buſhy's {kill and judgment ſage, 
Repreſs'd the poet's frantic rage, 
Cropt his luxuriance bold, and blended taught 
The flow of numbers with the ſtrength of thought. 


Nor, Cowley, be thy Muſe forgot ! which ſtrays 
In wits ambiguous flowery maze, 

With many a pointed turn and ſtudied art : 
Though affectation blot thy rhyme, 
Thy mind was lofty and ſublime, 

And manly honour dignified thy heart : 

Though fond of wit, yet firm to virtue's plan, 

The Poet's trifles ne'er diſgrac'd the Man. 


Well might thy morals ſweet engage 

Th' attention of the Mitred Sage, 

Smit with the plain ſimplicity of truth. 

For not ambition's giddy ſtrife, 

The gilded toys of public life, 

Which ſnare the gay unſtable youth, 

Cou'd lure Thee from the ſober charms, 
Which lapt thee in retirement's arms, 
Whence Thou, untainted with the pride of ſtate, 
Coud'it ſmile with pity on the buſtling Great. 


Such were Eliza's fons. Her foſt ring care 
Here bade free genius tune his grateful ſong ; 
Whichelſe had waſted in the deſart air, 


Or droop'd unnotic'd mid the vulgar throng. 
Ne er may her youth degenerate ſhame 
The glories of Eliza's name ! 

But with the poet's frenzy bold, 

Such as inſpir d her bards of old, 


Pluck the green laurel from the hand of Fame! 
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THE TEARS AND TRIUMPH 
OF PARNASSUS: 


A N 9 D 2 


SET TO MUSICK AND PERFORMED AT DRURY- 


LANE, 1760. 


The Scene diſcovers Aro Lo and the Nix x Mu- 
SES in their proper Habits. 


APOLLO. 
ATE gave the word; the deed is done; 


AuGusTVUS is no more; 
His great career of fame is run, 
And all the loſs deplore. 
[The Muſes tear off their laurels. 


CALLIOPE. 


Well, ſiſters of the ſacred ſpring, 
Well may you rend your golden hair; 
Well may you now your dirges ſing, 
And pierce with cries the troubled air. 


CHORUS 
Fate gave the word, &c, 
CL 1x16 


Founded in juſtice was his ſway 3 
Ambition never mark*d his way. 


CALLIGPE 


Unleſs the beſt ambition that can fire 

A monarch's breaſt and all his ſoul inſpire, 
The gen'rous purpoſe of the noble mind, 
The beſt ambition to ſerve human kind. 


Ar or ro. 


Yes, Virgins, yes; that wiſh ſublime 
Rank'd him with thoſe of earlieſt time, 
Who for a people's welfare ſtrove 

Whoſe ſpirits breathe ztherial air, 
And for their meed of earthly care: 
Drink Nectar with Olympian jove. 


CALL1OPE. 


Oh! TzxvTa ! fair daughter of the ſky. 
And Mzxcy !—that with aſking eye 
Near the OMx1yoTENT do'ſt ſtand 
And, when mankind provoke his rage, 
Do'ſt claſp His knees, his wrath aſſuage, 
And win the thunder from his hand ! 


Cu 1x 6. 


Oh! white-rob'd Fal! celeſtial maid ! 
Tvin · born with Jus rien! by whoſe aid 


0 nr 175 
He liv'd the guardian of the laws; 

Dear LIBERTY] round AL ox's iſle 

That biĩd'ſt eternal ſunſhine ſmile, 
Who now will guard your ſacred cauſe ? 


CHuonvLw 
Dear liberty, &c. 
Cal 1 1000 


Where were ye, Muſes, when the fatal ſheers 
The Fux v rais'd, to cloſe his rey'rend years? 
But ah ! vain wiſh —you could not ſtop the blow! 
No Omen warn'd ye of th* impending woe. 


Ar or 0. 


See ! where BITARNNIA ſtands 
With cloſe-infolded hands, 
On yonder ſea-beat ſhore ! 
Behold her languid air ! 
To! her diſhevell'd hair 
Majeſtic now no more? 
Still on the ſullen wave her eye is bent, 
The Tx1DzxT of the Maix thrown idle by; 
Oro TuAuxs, his ſea- green mantle rent, 


Inverts his urn, and heaves a doleful ſigh. 


Hark ! to the winds and waves 

Frantic with grief ſhe raves, 
And, cruel Gods ! ſhe cries 3 

Each chalky cliff around, 

Each rock returns the ſound, 
And, cruel Gods ! replies. 


CanbntioeonT 


See ! the proceſſion ſad and flow, 
Walks in a ſolemn pomp of woe 
Through awful arches, gloomy iſles, 
And rowsof monumental piles, 
Where lie the venerable juſt, 
Where heroes moulder into duſt. 
Now quietly inurn'd he lies, 
Pale ! pale ! inanimate and cold : 
Where round him baleful vapours riſe, 
Midſt bones of legiſlators old 


C 16. 
Of him who ſought th* ambitious Gaul 
Oe'r thick-embattled plains, 
Who felt, wholiv'd, and reign'd for al- 
TT his only now remains. 
Ar oerl L e. 


Bring, in handfuls, lillies bring 


Bring me all the flow'ry ſpring. 
Scatter roſes on his bier; 


Ever honour'd, ever dear! 


Cn ont. 
Scatter Roſes, &. 
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Mzxcury deſcends. 


No more, harmonious Progeny of Jove, 
No more let fun'ral accents riſe ; 

The great, the good AuGvsTvs reigns above, 
Tranſlated to his kindred ſkies. 


QC 42% 
No more for my hiſtoric page— 
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No more for my great epic rage 
B O r M. 


Will by the hero now be done — 
Cu OHB s. 


His great career of fame is run, 
And all the loſs deplore. 


Enter MAR S. 


Lo? Mars, from his beloved land, 

Where freedom long hath fix'd her ſtand, 

Bids ye collect your flowing hair, 

And again the laurel wear : 
For ſee! Bx1TANNIA rears her drooping head; 
Again reſumes her Tz1DENT of the main 
THAMES takes his urn, and ſeeks his wat'ry bed, 
While gay content fits ſmiling on the plain. * 

Hark ! a glad voice. 

Proclaims the people's choice. 


CnoRrv s, within the Scenes. 


He is our liege, our rightful lord ! 8 
Of heart and tongue with one accord 

We all will ſing | 

Long live the king ! 
He is our liege !—he he alone 
With Bza1Tis#x HZAR r he mounts the throne ; 
Around him throngs a loyal band ; 
He will protect his NaTivz LAN U! 
He is our liege, &c. 

[The Muſes riſe and put on their laurels. 


CALL1IOPE. 


The muſes now their heads ſhall raiſe ; 
The arts to life ſhall ſpring; 
Virgins, we'll trim our wither'd 
And wake each vocal ftring ; 
Now ſhall the ſculptor's happy ſkill 
Touch the rude ſtone to life; 
The painter ſhall his canvaſs fill, 
Pleas'd with his mimic ftrife. 
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Sweet Mzxcy ! FAITRI CKTIISsTIAL TzurnR 
Now by your aid the royal youth 
Shall live the guardian of the laws; 
Dear LizzzTyY ! round AL B10N's iſle 
That bid'| eternal ſunſhine ſmile, 
He now will guard your ſacred cauſe. 


Ar 0Thk 0% 


Bleſt Prince] whoſe ſubjects in each adverſe hour 
For freedom itill have ſtood ! . 
Bleſt iſle! whoſe Prince but deems the fov'reign 


pow'r, 
The pow'r of doing good ! 
MARS. 


Now open all your Helicon; explore 
Of harmony the loftieſt ſtore z 
Let the drum beat alarms, 
Such as rouze us to arms; 


The 2 ſhrill clangor ſhall pierce through the 
y! 


Swell therapture, ſwell it high; 
And in notes ſublime and clear 
Pour the ſtrong melody, that Heav'n may hear. 
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Nothing mortal will I ſound ; 
Lo! the flame, the flame divine! 
High I mount, I quit the ground, 
Holy fury ! I am thine. 

With rage poſſeſt 

Big ſwells my breaſt ! 
In viſions rapt, before my fight appears 


A brighter order of increaſing years. 


MARS. 


I ſee the Rhine devolve his flood 
Deep-crimſon'd with the Gallic blood ! 

I hear, I hear the diſtant roar 

Of ruin on yon hoſtile ſhore ! 

I ſee, young Prince, to thee I ſee 
The ſavage Indian bend the knee 

Lo! Arie from her ſable kings 

Her richeſt ſtores in tribute brings ! 
And fartheſt Ix v, beneath the riſing day 
Lays down her arms, and venerates thy ſway. 


\FELVEELEE * 


I ſee Bellona baniſh'd far ! 
I ſee him cloſe the gates of war, 
While purple rage within 
With gaſtly ire ſhall grin, 
And rolling his terrific eyes, 
Where round him heaps of arms ariſe, 
Bound with a hundred brazen chains, : 
In vain ſhall foam, and thirſt for ſanguine plains. 


# Þ F * 


Sweat peace returns; 
O'er Albion's ſons 

She waves her dove-like wing : 
On ev'ry plain 
The ſhepherd train 

Their artleſs loves ſhall ſing. 
Pale DiscorD ſhall fl 


reign 


h the 


F 


To black Cocytus hurl'd ; 
'There, there ſhall feel! 
Ixion's wheel, 
The furies with their ſerpents curd 3 
With the unceaſing toil ſhall groan 
Of the unconquerable ſtone, 
And leave in harmony the Britiſh world. 
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Proceed great days ; lead on th' auſpicious years; 
Such years (—for lo] the ſcene of fate appears) 
Such years, the DzsT1N1Zs have ſaid, ſhall roll; 
Jove nods conſent, and thunder ſhakes the pole. 


ARCADIA. A DRAMATIC 
| PASTORAL. 
SCENE I. A view of the country, 


SHEPHERDS AND SHEPHERDESSES, 


Cnomrvw s. 


HEPHERDS, buxom, blithe and free, 
Now's the time for jollity. 


 LELEES 


A I R, 


Merry tale and jocund ſong 

To the pipe and tabor beat 
Frolic meaſures with your feet, 
Ev'ry gift of time employ ; 
Make the moſt of proffer'd joy. 
Pleaſure hates the ſcanty rules 
Portion'd out by dreaming fools. 


Cuno uSG. 


Shepherds, buxom, blithe and free 
Now's the time for jollity, 
| A dence of Shepherds, Sc. 


YEE EW 
KECIFATRTICEGE 


Rejoice, ye happy ſwains, rejoice ; 
It is the heart that prompts the voice, 
Be ſorrow baniſh'd far away; 

Thyrſis ſhall make it holy-day. 
Who at his name can joy ſuppreſs ? 
Ax cAbrAx- oN to rule and bleſs. 
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Breaking with rapture on the ear, 
Proclaims the blitheſome Phabe near t 
See where ſhe haſtes with eager pace, 
To ſpeak the joys that paint her face. 


SCENE II. Opens to a proſpect of rocks. 
Huntſmen, Huntrefſes, &c. coming doxwn from they, 


PnoEx Rk. 


Hither J ſpeed with honeſt glee, 

Such as befits the mind that's free ; 

Your chearful troop, blithe youth, to join, 
And mix my ſocial joys with thine, 

Now may each nymph, and frolic ſwain, 
O'er mountain ſteep, or level plain, 

Court buxom health, while jocund horn 
Bids echo wake the ſluggard morn. 


AIR. 
When the morning peeps forth, and the gephyr's 


cool gale, g 
Carries fragrance and health over mountain and dale; 
Up, ye nymphs, and ye ſwains, and together we'll 


rove 
Up hill, down the valley, by thicket or grove : 
Then follow with me, where the welkin reſounds 
With the notes of the horn, and the cry of the 
hounds, 


Let the wretched be ſlaves to ambition and wealth z 

All the bleſſing we aſk is the bleſſing of health. 

So ſhall innocence ſelf give a warrant to joys 

No envy diſturbs, no dependence deſtroys. 

Then follow with me, where the welkin reſounds . 

With the notes of the horn, and the cry of the 
hounds, 


O'er hill, dale, and woodland, with rapture we 


roam; 
Vet returning, Ril! find the dear pleaſures at home 
Where the chearful good humour gives honeſty grace, 
And the heart ſpeaks content in the ſmiles of the 


face, 
Then follow with me, where the welkin reſounds 


With the notes of the horn, and the cry of tho 
hounds, 


DAM KTA. 
Reli?! TS 


Small care, my friends, your youth annoye, 
Which only looks to preſent joys. 


8 


Though the white lacks of filver'd age, 
| And long experience hail thee ſage ; __ 
I'll ſuits it in this joy, to wear, 

A brow ſo over-hung with care. 

Petter with usthy voiceto raiſe, 

And join a whole Arcadia's praiſe. 


DAM A T 43. 


With you I joy that Thyrſis reigns 
The guardian o'er his native plains ; 
þ — 
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But praiſe is ſcanty to reveal 
The ſpeaking bleſſings all muſt feel. 


DAMO N. 


True, all muſt feel - but thankleſs too? 
Nor give to virtue, virtue's due? 

My grateful heart ſhall ever ſhew 

The debt I need not bluſh to owe. 


AIX. 


That I go where I liſt, that I ſing what I pleaſe, 
That my labour's the price of contentment and eaſe, 
That no care from abroad my retirement annoys, 
That at home I can taſte the true family joys, 

That my kids wanton ſafely o'er meadows and rocks, 
That my ſheep graze ſecure from the robber or fox ; 
Theſe are bleſſings I ſhare with the reſt of the ſwains, 
For it's Thyrfis who gave them, and Thyrſis main- 
tains. ; 


DAM KTA. 


RECITATIVE 


Periſh my voice, if e' er I blame 
Thy duty to our guardian's name ! 
His active talents | revere, 
But eye them with a jealous fear. 
Intent to form our bliſs alone, 
The generous youth forgets his own 3 
Nor e'er his buſy mind employs 
To find a partner of his joys. 
So might his happy offspring own 
The virtues which their fire hath ſhewn. 


AIX. 


With joy the parent loves to trace 
Reſemblance in his children's face: 
And as he forms their docile youth f 
To walk the ſteady paths of truth, 
Obſerves them ſhooting into men, 
And lives in them life o'er again. 


While active ſons, with eager flame, 
Catch virtue at their father's name 
When full of glory, full of age, 
The parent quits this buſy ſtage, 
What in the ſons we moſt admire, 4 
Calls to new life the honour'd fire. 


LEES 
ANG ATELYE 


O prudent Sage forgive the zeal 
Of thoughtleſs youth. With thee I feel, 
'The glories now Arcadia ſhares 
May but embitter future cares. 


Oh mighty Pan ! attend Arcadia's voice, 
Inſpire, direct, and ſanctify his choice. 


AIR. 
So may all thy ſylvan train, 
Dryad, nymph, and ruſtic faun,) 
To the pipe and merry ftrain, 
Trip it o'er the ruſſet lawn ! 
May no thorn or bearded graſs 


Hurt their footſteps as they paſs, 
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Whilſt in gambols round and round ; 
They ſport it o'er the ſhaven ground 


Though thy Syrinx, like a dream, 
Flying at the face of day, 
Vaniſh'd in the limpid ſtream, 
Bearing all thy hopes away, 
If again thy heart ſhould burn, 
In careſſing, 
Bleſt, and bleſſing, 
May'ſ thou find a wiſh'd return. 


CHonRvw s, 


O mighty Pan ! attend Arcadia's voice, 
Inſpire, direct, and ſanctify his choice. 
LA dance of huntſmen and huntreſſe, 


DAM KTA. 
erer. 


"Peace, ſhepherds, peace, with jocund air, 
Which ſpeaks a heart unknown to care, 
Young Delia haſtes. The glad ſurprize 
Of rapture flaſhing from her eyes. 


"WU ESA TOELSIS 


OL Ti 


a 1K 
Shepherds, ſhepherds, come away 


Sadneſs were a fin to-day 
Let the pipe's merry notes aid the {kill of the voice; 
For our wiſhes are crown'd, and our hearts ſhall re- 
joĩce. 
Rejoice, and be glad; 
For ſure he is mad 
Who, _— mirth and good humour and harmony's 


, 
Never catches the ſmile, nor lets pleaſure go round, 
Let the ſtupid be grave, 
"Tis the vice of the ſlave ; 
But can never agree 
With a maiden like me, 
Whois born in a country that's happy and free. 


Danaz TAS. 


RECITATIVE 


What means this rapture, Delia ? Shew 
Th' event our boſoms burn to know. 


n 


Now as I trod yon verdant fide, 

Where Ladon rolls its filver tide, 

All gayly deck'd in gorgeous tate, 
Sail'd a proud barge of richeſt freight: | | 
Where ſat a nymph, more freſh and fair | 
Than bloſſoms which the morning air 

Steals perfume from; the modeſt grace | 
Of maiden bluſh beſpread her face. | 
Hither it made, and on this ſtrand ; 
Pour'd it's rich freight for ſhepherds” land. | | 
Ladon, for this, ſmooth flow thy tide ! 


The precious eight was Thyrfis? bride; 


DAM AAS. 
RECITATIVE 


Stop, ſhepherds, if aright I hear, 
The founds of joy proclaim them near : 
Let's meet them, friends, I'll lead the way 3 


Joy makes me young again to-day. 
SCENE III. 


A view of the ſea, with a weſſel at a diſtance, 
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Of which, to give an explanation, 
Take this by way of illuſtration : 

The fam'd Mat Prior, it is ſaid, 

Oft bit his nails, and ſcratch'd his head, 
And chang'd a thought a hundred times, 
?ecauſe he did not like the rhymes, 

To make my meaning clear, and pleaſe ye, 
in ſhort, he /abowr'd to write eaſy. 

And yet, nocritic e'er defines 

lis poems into labour'd lines. 

I have a ſimile will hit him; 


Tis verſe, like cloaths, was made to fit him 


[ Here follows a Paſtoral Proceſſion to the wedding Which (as no Taylor e'er denied) 


of Thyrfis.] 
PRIE S T 


RE CIT AT IV. 


Mighty Pan with tender care, 
View this ſwain and virgin fair ; 
May they ever thus impart 
uſt return of heart for heart. 

ay the pledges of their bliſs 
Climb their knees toſhare the kiſs. 
May their ſteady blooming youth 
While they tread the paths of truth, 
Virtues catch from either fide, 
Frum the bridegroom and the bride. 


Cnomnrvwvw $ 


May their Ready blooming youth, 
While they tread the paths of truth, 
Virtues catch from either ſide, 
From the bridegroom and the bride. 
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The better fit, the more they re tried. 


Though I have mention'd Prior's name, 
Think not I aim at Prior's fame. 
Tis the reſult of admiration 
To ſpend itſelf in imitation 
If imitation may be ſaid, 
which is in me by nature bred, 
And you have better proofs than theſe, 
That I'm idolater of eaſe. 


Who, but a madman, would engage 
A Poet in the preſent age ? 

Write what we will, our works beſpeak us 
Imitatores, fjervum Pecus. 

Tale, Elegy, or lofty Ode, 

We travel in the beaten ro:d : 

Che proverb till Ricks cloſely by us, 

u dictum, quod non dictum prius. 

he only comfort that I know 

„ that *twas faid an age ago, 

Ere Milton ſoar'd in thought ſublime, 
Ere Pope reſi d the chink of rhyme, 

Ere Colman wrote in ftile ſo pure, 

Or the great TWO the ConNno1S8xuR 5 
Ere I burleſqu'd the rural cit, 

Proud to hedge in my ſcraps of wit, 


AN EPISTLE TO MR. COLMAN. And happy in the cloſe connexion, 


WRITTEN IN THE YFAR 1756. 


OU know, dear Gzorge, I'm none of thoſe 
That cendeſcend to write in proſe ; 
In 


pir'd with pathos and ſublime, 
I always ſoar—in doggrel rhyme, 
And ſcarce can aſk you how you do, 
Without a jingling line or two. 
Beſides, I always took delight in 
What dears the name of eaſy writing 3 
Perhaps the reaſon makes it pleaſe 
Is, that I find it's writ with eaſe. 


I vent a notion here in private, 
Which public taſte can ne'er connive at, 
Which thinks no wit or judgment greater 
Than Addiſon and his SpeQatos 
Who ſays (it is no matter where, 
But that ke ſays it, I can ſwear) 
With eaſy verſe moſt Bards are ſmitten, 
Becauſe they think it's eaſy toritten 3 
Whereas the eaſſer it appears, 
The greater marks of care it wears 3 


T' acquire ſome name from their reflexion 5 
o (the ſimilitude is trite) 

The moon ſtill ſhines with borrow'd light, 
And, like the race of modern beaux, . 
Ticks with the ſun for her lac'd cloaths. 


Methinks there is no better time 
To ſhew the uſe I make of rhyme, 
Than now, when I, who from beginning 
Was always fond of couplet - ſinning, 
Preſuming on good nature's ſcore, 
Thus lay my bantling at your door. 


The firſt advantage which I ſee, 

Is, that I ramble looſe and free: 

'The Bard indeed full oft complains, 

That rhymes are fetters, links, and chain, 

And when he wants to leap the fence, 

Still keep him pris'ner to the ſenſe. 

clowe'er in common place he rage, 

Rhyme's like your yy on the flage, 

Which when the player once hath wore, 

It makes him only ſtrut the more, 

While, raving in pathetic ſtrains, 

He ſhakes his legs to clank his chain 
. 2 A 2 
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From rhyme, as from a handſome face, 
Nonſenſe acquires a kind of grace ; 
I therefore give it all its ſcope, 
That ſenſe may unperceived elope: 
So miniſters of baſeſt tricks 
{I love a fling at politicks) 
Amuſe the nation, court, and king, 
With breaking Fowke, and hanging Byng j 
And make each fury rogue a prey, 
While they, the greater ſlink away. 
This ſimile perhaps would ftrike, 
If match'd with ſomething more alike z 
Then take it dreſs'd a ſecond time 
In Prior's eaſe, and my ſublime. 
Say, did you never chance to meet 
A mob of people in the ſtreet, 
Ready to give the robb'd relicf, 
And all in haſte to catch a thief, 
While the fly rogue, who filch'd the prey, 
Too cloſe beſet to run away, 
Stop thief ! ſtop thief ! exclaims aloud, 
And fo eſcapes among the croud? 
$0 Miniſter:, &c. 


O England how I mourn thy fate ! 
For ſure thy loſſes now are great; 
Two ſuch, what Briton can endure, 
Minorca and the Connoifſeut ! 


To-day, before the ſun goes down, 
Will die the Cenſor, Mr. Town ! 
He dies, whoe'er takes pains to con him 
With bluſhing hynours thiek upon him ;/ 
O may his name theſe verſes ſave, 
Be theſe infcrib'd upon his grave | 


Know, reader, that on Thurſday died 
The Conxors9eun, a ſuicide! 

Yet think not that his ſoul has fled, 
Nor rank him mongſt the vulgar dea&: 
Howe er defunct you ſet him down, 
He's only going out of Toi. 


—— sLTLeU—ʒů— 


THE PU F F. 


& DIALOGUE BETWEEN THE BOOK- 
SELLER AND AUTHOR, 


BooOkKsSxtLL xx 


USEUM, fir ! that's not enough. 
New works, we know, require a Puff 

A title to entrap the eyes, . 

And catch the reader by ſurprize; 

As gaudy ſigns, which hang before 

The Tavern or the alehouſe door, 

Hitch every paſſer's obſervation, 

Magnetic in their invitation. 

That SHAXSPRART is prodigious fine | 

dali we ſtep in, and taſte the wioe F 


* 


ö 


| 


P 0 KRM B. 


Men, women, houſes, horſes, books, 
All botrow credit from their looks. 
Externals have the gift of ſtrikin 

And lure the fancy into liking. * 


AUTH on. 


Oh ! I perceive the thing you mean 
Call it &. James s Magazine, *&: 


BOO EY SZ LI 1. 
Or the New Brit 
AV T Rn OR. 


a Oh! no more. 
One name's as good as half a ſcore. 
And titles oft give nothing leſs 

Than what they faringly profeſs. 
Puffing, I grant, is all the mode ; 
The c:mmon hackney turnpike road: 
But cuſtom is the blockhead's guide, 
And ſuch low arts oiſguſt my pride. 


{Succeſs on merit's force depends, 


Not on the partial voice of friends ; 

Not on the ſeems, that bully fin ; 

But that 204.ck paſſerh et within : 

Which bids the warmth of friendſhip glow, 
And wrings conviction from a foe. 
Deſerwe ſucceſs, and proudly claim, 

Not f:4/ a paſſage into fame. 


BOO ESE TI II & 


Your method, fir, will never do; 
You're right in theory, it's true. 
But then, experience in eur trade 
Says, there's no harm in ſome parade. 
Suppoſe we ſaid, by Mr. Lloyd? 


Auro» d. 


The very thing I would avoid; 

And would be rather pleas'd to own 
Myſelf unknowing, and unknown : 
What could th* unknowing muſe expect, 
But information or negle& ? 
Unknown—perhaps her reputation 
Eſcapes the tax of defamation, 

And wrapt in darkneſs, laugh's unhurt, 
While critic blockheads throw their dirt : 
But he who madly prints his name, 
Invites his foe to take ſure aim. 


BOOT 1111. 


True but a name will al i 
A better ſanction to the van ha 
And all your ſcribling foes are ſuch, 
Their cenſure cannot hurt you muck z 
And, take the matter ne'er ſo ill, 

If 0 don't print it, fir, they will, 


4  <c - 


we f 
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4AVuT]WOR. 
Well, be it ſo—that ſtruggle's oer 
Nay, — this ſhall prove one ſpur the more. 


Plens'd if ſucceſs attends, if not, 
Ive torit my name, and made a blot. 


Booxs ELL In. 
But a good print. 
AUVTH090 kh 
The print ? why there 
I truſt to honeſt Lxacn's care. 
What is't to me? in verſe or proſe, 
I find the ſtuff, you make the cloaths } 
Add paper, print, and all ſuch dreſs, 
Will loſe no credit from Ait preſs, 


BoonKx*txtLL xk 


You quite miſtake the thing I mean, 
I'll fetch you, fir, a MaGazing; 


You ſee that picture there—the Qu zz, 
Au T] 0 n. 


A dedication to her too ! 
What will not folly dare to do ? 
O days of art! when happy ſkill 
Can raiſe a likeneſs whence it will ; 
When portraits aſk no RxYNor D aid, 
And queens and kings are ready made. 
No, no, my friend, by helps like theſe, 
I cannot wiſh my works ſhould pleaſe ; 
No pictures taken from the life, 
Where all proportions are at ſtrife ; 
No zer ue ve. no PAINTED FToWwIMI, 
No Bx juſt landed in the Tow R, 
No woobkN Nor ks, no cCoLour'd MAP, 
No CouxTAY-DAx ex ſhall ſtop a gap; 
O PIToNM ATM, be not ſevere, 
If not one problem meets you here; 
Where goſſip A, and neighbour B, 
Pair, like goud friends, with C and D; 
And E FG, HI K join; 
And curve and incidental line 
Fall out, fall in, and croſs each other, 
Juſt like a ſiſter and a brother. 
e tiny poets, tiny wits, 
Who friſk -— Zan, @ tiny tits, 
Who words disjoin, and ſweetly fing, 
Take one third part, and take the thing 3 
Then cloſe the joints again, to frame 
Some Lapy's, or ſome C1Ty's name, 
Enjoy your own, your proper Phabus ; 
We neither make, nor print a Rxnvs. 
No CxAmBo, no Ackos rie fine, 


— 


—_ 


4 


Great letters lacing down each line; 

No ſtrange Cox uN DRUM, no inventios 

Beyond the reach of comprehenſion, 

NoRivvr x, which whoe'er unties, 

_ twelve Muszums for the PRI 2, 
all ſtrive to pleaſe you, at th* expence 

Of ſfunple taſte, — 
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BOOK 11112. 


But would not ORNAMENT produce 
Some real grace, and proper uſe ? 

A FroxT1sSP1xcCg would have its weighty 
Neatly engray'd on copper-plate. 


Auro. 


Plain letter- preſs ſhall do the feat, 
What need of foppery to be neat ? 
The Paſte-board Guard delights me 
That ſtands to watch a bun-houſe door, 
Than ſuch a mockery of grace, 
And ornament ſo out of place. 


BO OY iii 


But one word more, and I have dong» 
A Parr might inſure its run. 


AUT] Oo. 


Patent! for what! can patents give 
A Genius ? or make bloekheads live? 
If fo, O hail the glorious'plan ! 

And buy itat whatprice you can. 
But what alas! will ” avail, 
Beyond the property of ſale ? 

A property of little worth, 

If weak our produce at its birth. 

For fame, for honeſt fame we ſtrive, 
But not to ſtruggle half alive, 

And drag a miſerable being, 

Its end ſtill fearing and foreſeeing. 
Oh! may the flame of genius blaze, 
Enkindled with the breath of praiſe } 
But far be ev'ry fruitleſs puff, 

To blow to light a dying ſnuff. 


Boortrst®Lt tA 


But ſhould not ſomething, fir, be ſal 
Particular on ev'ry head? 
What your Ox1GINAL8 will be, 
What infinite variety, 
Multum in Parwo, as they ſay, 
And ſomething neat in every way ? 


Avr 0. 


I with there could - but that depends 
Not on myſelf, ſo much as friends. 
but ſet up a new machine, 
With harneſs tight, and furniſh'd cleang 
Where ſuch, who think it no diſgraca, 
To ſend in time, and take a place, 
The book-keeper ſhall minute down, 
And I with pleaſure drive to town. 


BO0OY III t 2 


What letters come in every day; 


And what great Wits your care procures, 
To join their ſocial hands with yours. 
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4 OP IR 


What! muſt I huge propoſals print, 
Merely to drop ſome ſaucy hint, 
That real folks of real fame 
Will give their works, and not their name? 
> This Puff's of uſe, you ſay—why let it, 
We'll baaſt ſuch friendſhip when we get it. 


BooxsS?zCLLE xr 


Get it! Ah, fir, you do but jeſt, 
You'll have aſſiſtance, and the beſt. 
There's Cnvuxcnrtt will not Cxuxcyrts lend 
Aſſiſtance ? 


Au ru on. 
Surely—to his FRIEND. 
BOO ES ZIL II. 


And then your intereſt might procure 
Something from either Conno1ss eur, 
Corman and ThorxToON, both will join 
Their ſocial hand, to ſtrengthen thine : 
And when your name appears in print, 
Will Gazz1icx never drop a hint? 


AUTHOR 


True, I've indulg'd ſuch hopes before, 
From thoſe you name, and many more; 
And they, perhaps, again will join 
Their hand, if not aſham'd of mine. 
Bold is the taſk we undertake, 
The friends we wiſh, the Won x muſt make: 
For Wits, like adjectives, are known 
To cling to that which ſtands alone. 


FEE ndern. 


Perhaps too, in our way of trade, 
We might procure fome uſeful aid: 
Could we engage ſome able pen, 
To furniſh matter now and then ; 
There's—what's his name, fir ? wou'd compile, 
And methodize the news in fy/e. 


'AV UOK 


Take back your newſman whence he came. 
Carry your crutches to the lame. 


BOOK Ss ELLER 


You muſt enrich your book, indeed! 
Bare Mz n1T never will ſucceed ; 
Which readers are not now a-days, 
By half ſo apt to buy, as praiſe ; 
And praiſe is hardly worth purſuing, 
Which tickles authors w their ruin. 
Books ſhift about, like ladies* dreſs, 
And there's a faſhion in ſucceſs. 

But could not we, like little Bayes, 
Armies imaginary raiſe ? | 

And bid our generals take the field, 
Toe head the troops that lie conceal'd ? 


%% 


d General x88Ay lead the van, 
3y—Oh ! the Kyle will ſhew the man : 
Bid Major Scixzxcx bold appear, 

With all his pot-hooks in the rear. 


Avr on. 


True, true — our Nzws, our Peer, our 
Rxnvurs, 

Shall ſhew the colour of the timet; 

For which moſt ſalutary ends, 

We've fellow-ſoldiers, fellow-friends. 

For city, and for court affairs, 

My lord duke's butler, and the mayor's. 

For politicks—eternal talkers, 

Profound obſervers, and park-walkers. 


For plays, great actors of renown, N 


(Lately or juſt arriv'd in town) 

Or ſome, in ſtate of abdication, 

Of oratorial reputation 

Or thoſe who live on ſcraps and bits, 
Mere green-room waſps, and temple wits ; 
Shall teach you, in a page or two, 

What Garrick ſhould, or ſhould not do. 
Trim poets from the City deſk, 

Deep vers'd in rural pictureſque, 

Who minute dewn, with wond”rous pains, 
What R1ipzr's Almanack contains 

On flow'r and ſeed, and wind, and weather 
And bind them in an Ode together ; 

Shall through the ſeaſons monthly ſing 
Stocet WIN TER, AUTUMN, SUMMER, SPRING» 


oO lk 


Ah, fir ! I ſee you love to jeſt, 
I did but hint things for the beſt. 
Do what you pleaſe, tis your deſigu, 
And if it fails, no blame is mins; 
I leave the management to you, 


Your ſervant, ſir, 
AU THOM 
I'm yours,——Adier?! 
— — — — 


AN IMITATION OF THEOCRITVUS 


Idyrr, XV. 


Mas. Bax ow x 
1 Miſtreſs Sco r at home my dear 2 


S RMV AN x. 


Ma'm, is it you? I'm glad you're hertz 
My Miſſes, — reſoly'd to — 
Is quite unpatient—"tis ſo late. 
She fancy ' d you would not come down, 
— But pray walk in, Ma- Mrs. BaOowx. 


T's 


— 
1 
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1 
M x s. 


S cor. 


Your ſervant, Madam. Well, I ſwear 
I'd giv'n you over—Child, a chair, 
Pray, MA'M, be ſeated. 


Mag. Bnow N. 


] vow = almoſt dead with beck ow 

There is ſuch ſcrouging and ſuch ſqueezing 
The folks —_ 45 difobliging ; 

And then the waggons, carts and drays 
So clog up all thoſe narrow ways, 
What with the buſtle and the throng, 
I wonder how I got along. 

Beſides the walk is ſo immenſe 

Not that I grudge a coach expence, 
But then it jumbles me to death, 
And I was always ſhort of breath. 
How can you live ſo far, my dear ? 
It's quite a journey to come here. 


Mas. 


Lard! Mau, I left it all to Him, 
Huſbands you know, will have their whim. 
He took this houſe. This houſe ! this den. 
See but the temper of ſome men. 

And I, forſooth, am hither hurl'd, 


To live quite out of all the world. 
Huſband, indeed” 


Se or. 


a Hiſt ! lower, pray, 
The child hears every word you ſay. 
dee how he looks 


Mn t. 8e e r. 

Jachy, come here, 
There's a good boy, look up; my dear. 
*T was not papa we talk'd about. 
Surely he cannot find it out. 


Mas. Bnxow Nx. 


See how the urchin holds his hands. 
Upon my life he underſtands. 
—There's a ſweet child, come, kiſs me, come, 
Will Facky have a ſugar-plumb ? 


Mas. Scor. 


This Perſon, Ma bau (call him fo 
And then the child will never know) 
From houſe to houſe would ramble out, 
And every night a drunken bout. 

For at a tavern he will ſpend 

His twenty ſhillings with a friend. 

Your rabbits fricaſeed and chicken, 
With curious choice of dainty picking, 
Each night got ready at the Crown, 

With port and punch to waſh em down, 
Would ſcarcely ſerve this belly-glutton, 
Wbilſt we muſt ſtarve on mutton, mutson. 
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| Mag Bao w 


| My good man, too—Lord bleſs us! Wives 
Are born to lead unhappy lives, 
Although his profits bring him clear 
Almoſt two hundred pounds a year, 

Keeps me of caſh ſo ſhort and bare, 

That I have not a gown to wear 3 

Except my robe, and yellow ſack, 

And this old luteſtring on my back. 

— But we've no time, my dear, to waſte. 
Come, where's your cardinal, make haſte. 
The Kine, God bleſs his majeſty, I ſay, 
Goes to the houſe of lords to-day, 

In a fine painted coach and eight, 

And rides along in all his tate 

And then the Queen 


| Mans. 30e 7. 


Aye, 2 know, 
Great folks can always make a - 
But tell me, do- l' ve never ſeen 


Her preſent majeſty, the Queen. 
Mas. Bazaovw x. 


Lard ! we've no time for talking now, 
Hark \=—one—two--three—"tis twelve I vow. 


Manas. Scor7T. 


KiTTyY, 3 ,—T'll ſoon have done, 
It's time enough, you know at one. _ 

— Why, girl ! ſee how the creature ſtands ! 
Some water here, to waſh my hands. 

— Be quick—why ſure the gipſy ſleeps! 
Look how the drawling daudle creeps. 

That baſon there—why don't you pour, 

Go on, I ſay—ſtop, ſtop no more 

Lud! I could beat the huſſey down, 

She's pour d it all upon my gown _ 

Bring me my ; an' ſt not mind? 

And pin my handkerchief behind. 

Sure thou haſt aukwardneſs enough, 

Go fetch my gloves, and fan, and muff. 

— Well, heav'n be prais'd—this work is done, 
I'm ready now, my dear—let's run, 
Girl. put that bottle on the ſhelf, 
And bring me back the key yourſelf. 


- 


MnsBniow x. 


That clouded filk becomes you much, 
I wonder how you meet with ſuch, 
But you've 2 charming taſte in dreſs. 
What might it coſt you, Madam ? 


Mans. Scor. 
Gueſs. 


Mas. Bnxow N. 


Oh! that's impoſſible—for 1 
Am in the world the worſt to buy. 


Ms. Seo r. 


I never love to bargain hard, 


Five ſhillings, 281 think, a yard. 
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—» [ was afraid it ſhould be gone 
*T was what I'd ſet my heart vin. 


Mns Bao WV. 
Indeed you in'd with ſucceſs, 
For its a moſt delightful dreſs. 
Befides, it fits you to a hair, 
And then tis flop'd with ſuch an air. 


Mans Scor. 
Im glad you think ſo,-Kitty, here, 
Bring pony Ay 3 ona 
ac, my love, nay you cry 
rr 
For all the Bugabou: to fright ye 
Befides, the naughty horſe will bite ye; 
With ſuch a mob about the ſtreet, 
Bleſs me, they'll tread you under feet. 
Whine as you pleaſe, I'll have no blame, 
You'd better blubber, than be lame. 
The more you cry, the leſs you"ll—— _ 
——Come, come then, give mamma a kiſs, 
KiTTy, I ſay, here take the boy, 
And fetch him down the laſt new toy, 
Make him as merry as you can, 
here, go to KiTTyY—there's a man, 
Caitin the dog, and ſhut the door, 
Now, Ma'n. 
Mans BI e un. 
Oh Lard! 
Mz. 8c 7. 


Pray gv before, 


Mans Bxe@e vw x. 


1] can't indeed, now. 
M . 3 0 7. 
Mapa, pray. 


M s. BZ OW n. 


Well then, for once, i'll lead the way. 
Mas. Seo r. 


Lud! what an uproar |. what athrong ! 
How ſhall we do to get along ? 
—— — 2 
Here's all e- 8, m Y 
Let us croſs over haſte, be quick, g 
Pray fir, take care—your 
He'll kill his rider he's fo wild. 
Am glad I did not bring the child. 


Don't be afraid, my dear, come on, 
Why don't you ſee the guards are gone ? 
Mas. 8c 7. 
Well, I begin to draw my breath ; 
m_—_— 
or w a horſe rears up and capers, 
It always puts me in the vapours. 
For as I live, —nay, dont you laugh, 
F'd zathicr fee a toad by halt, 


| They kick and prance, and look ſo bokd, 
It makes my very blood run cold, 

But let's go forward come, be quick, 
The crowd again grows vaſtly thick. 


Mas. B OVV VM. 
Come you from Palace yard, old dame ? 


þ 


. OTI D Wo MAN. 


Troth, do I, my young ladies, why ? 

Mt. Bu ow N. 

Was it much crowded when you came ? 

Mus. 8co r. 
And is his majeſty gone by ? 

Mas. Bnow s. 


Can we getin, old lady, pray 
To fee him robe himſelf to-day ? 


Mane. 8e er. 

Can you direct us, dame ? 

| Oro Won Ax. 
Endeavour. 

| Tzoy could not ſtand a fiege for ever. 

By frequent trying, Tao was won. 


All things, by trying, may be done. 
[ Matz. Bnxow N 


| Go thy ways, Proverbe—well the's gone 


Shall we turn' back, or venture on ? 
Look how the folks preſs on before, 


And throng impatient at the door. 
| Mas. Sc 0 Te 


Perdigious ! I can hardly ſtand, 

Lord bleſs me, Mrs. Bxown, your hand; 
And you, my dear, take hold of hers, 
For we muſt ſtick as cloſe as burrs, 

Or in this racket, noiſe and pother, 

We certainly ſhall loſe each other. 

Are almoſt torn from off my back. 

Lard, I ſhall faint-Oh Lud my breaft== 
I'm cruſh'd to atoms, I proteſt. 

God bleſs me—l have dropt my fan, 
Pray did you ſee it, honef man ? 
MAX. 


I, madam ! no, —indeed, I fear 
You'll meet with ſome misfortune here. 
—Stand back, I fay—pray, fir, forbear« 
Why, don't you ſee the ladies there ? 
Put yourſelves under my direction, 

Ladies, I'Il be your ſafe protection. 

ö 

Mas. Seo . 

You're kind fir; few 
| Are half fo compleitine ron 

We ſhall be glad at any day 
| This obligation to repay, 
| And you'll be always ſure to meet 


i. 


ä "Y 


A welcome, fir, in—Lard! the fire: 


SsS gere 


r 
Bears ſuch a name, I can't tell how 

To tell him where I live, I vow. : 

Mercy! what's all this noiſe and ſtir ? 

Pray is the Kix G a coming, fir ? 


MAN. 


No—don't you hear the people ſhout? 
„Tis Mr. Pir r, juſt gang ovT. 


Mats. Bnxow Nx. 


Aye, there he goes, pray heav'n bleſs him! 
Well may the people all careſs him. 
Lord, how m huſbang us'd to fit, 
And drink ſucceſs to honeſt PI rr, 
And happy o'er his evening , 
Cry, you ſhall pledge this = dear. 


MAN. 


Hiſt—filence—don't you hear the drumming? 
Now, ladies, now, the KI 8's a coming. 
There, don't you ſee the guards approach ? 


Mas. BWO. 
Which is the king? 
Mnxs. S cor. 
Which is the coach ? 
seco ren u AN, 


Which is the noble EAR K or Burr, 
Geud- faith, I'll gi him a ſalute. 
For he's the Lair 4 —— clan, 
Troth he's a bonny muckle man. 
Here comes the Coach, ſo very ſlow 
As if it ne'er was made to go, 
In all the gingerbread of ſtate, | 
And ſtaggering under its own weight. 
Mas. Sco7T. 
Upon = word, it's fine ! 
Would half the gold upon't were mine ! 
How gaudy all the gilding ſhews ! 
It put's one's eyes out as it goes. 
With a rich glare of various hues, 
With ſhining yellows, ſcarlets, blues ! 
It muſt have coſt a heavy price ; 
"Tis like a mountain drawn by mice. 


Mas. BoW x, 

So painted, gilded, and ſo large, 

Bleſs me ! tis like my lord mayor's s 

And ſo it izlook how it reels ! _ 

"Tis nothing elſe— a barge on wheels. 
MAN. 

Large | it can't paſs &. Jamet's gate 
80 big the coach, the arch ſo firait, = 
It might be made to rumble through 
And paſs as other coaches do. 

Could they a body-coachman get 

So moſt p y fit, 

Who'd undertake (and no rate thing) 
Without a eau to drive the king. 


Man Scot. 


Lard! what are thoſe two ugly things 
There - with their hands : 
Vor. VII. wn. 


-- 
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| Filthy, as ever eyes beheld, 


With naked breaſts, and faces ſwell'd ? 
What could the faucy maker mean, 


To put ſuch things to fright the Q EEX) 
MAN 


Oh! they are Gods, Ma'm, which you ee. 


Of the Marine Society, 


Tritons, which in the ocean dwell, 
And only riſe to blow their hell. 


Mags. Scor. 


Gods, d'ye call thoſe filthy men ? 
Why don't they go to ſea again ? 
Pray, tell me, fir, you underſtand, 
What do theſe Tritons do on land ? 


Mas. B x 0w N. 


And what are they? thoſe hindmoſt things, 
Men, fiſh and birds, with fleſh, ſcales, wings ? 


MAN. 


Oh, they ate Gods too, like the others, 
All of one family and brothers, 
Creatures, which ſeldom come a- ſhore, 
Nor ſeen about the King before. 

For Show, they wear the yellow Huey 
Their proper colour is True-blue. 


Mae. Scor. 

Lord bleſs us ! what's this noiſe about ? 
Lord, what a tumult and a rout ! 
How the folks holla, hiſs, and hoot ! 
Well—fHeay'n preſerve the EazL or Bur! 
I cannot ſtay, indeed, not I, 
If there's a riot I ſhall die. 
Let's make for any houſe we can. 
Do give us ſhelter, honeſt man. 


Mas. Bnow AM. 


Iwonder'd where you was, my dear, 
I thought I ſhould have died with fear. 
This noiſe and racketing and hurry 
Has put my nerves in ſuch a flurry ! 


I could not think where you was got, 
thought I'd loſt you, Mrs. Kor; 
Where's Mrs. Tape, and Mr. Grin 

Lard, I'm ſo glad we're all got in. 


A_ DIAL ODE UE 


BETWEEN THE AUTHOR AND HIS FRIEND 
Pd 


FIZ V5. 

Y? U fay, © it hurts you to the foul 
To brook confinement or controul. 

And yet will voluntary run | 
To that — you would ſhun, 
Content to drudge the track, 
With bellsand — your back. 
Alas! what genius can admit 


1 A monthly tax on ſpendthrift wit, 


2 B 


186 nn 
Which often flings whole ſtores away, 


And oft has not a doit to pay mn 
indeed—of 


—Give us a work, | length— 
Something wich ſpeaks poetic firength 3 - 
Is ſluggiſh fancy ata ſtand ? | 

No ſc of conſequence in hand ? | 

I, nor plan, nor book condemn, 

But why your name. and why A. M! 


AVT oO R. 


Ves it ſtands ſorth to public view 
Within, without, on 1 on blue, 
In „tall, gigantic Letters, 

Not dah'd—enrvowell'd-dike my betters. 
And though it ſtares me in the face, 
Reflects no ſhame, hints no diſgrace. 
While thoſe unlaboured trifles pleaſe, 
Familiar chains are worn with eaſe. 

— Behold ! to yours and my ſurprizey 
Theſe triſtes to a VoL vu riſc, 

Thus will you fee me, as I go, 

Still gath'ring bulk like balls of ſnow; 
Steal by degrees upon your ſhelf, 

And grow a giant from an elf. 

The current ſtudies of the day, 

Can rarely reach beyond a PLAY > 

A PAMPHLET may deſerve a look, 
But Heav'n defend us from a Boox ! 
ALIS I flie on Scandal's wings, 

But works of length are heavy things, 
Not one in twenty will ſucceed 
Conſider, fir, how few can read. 


| Fxrex N op. 
I mein a work of mer: 


A v 1 MOR 
True. 


FIZ N. 
A man of Tofte aur buy. 

4 v rn On. 
g Ves You 
And half a dozen more my friend, 
Whom your good Taſte ſhall recommend. 
Experience will by fats prevail, 
When argument and reaſon fail ; 
The Nur TIALs now 


Fat v. 
Whoſe nuptials, fir as 
AvTH0OR | 
A Poet Aid that poem ftir? 
| thouſand readers paſs, 


No—fixt—tho' 
It fill looks throughits pane of glaſs, 
And ſems indignant to exclaim . 


Paſs on ye Song of TAS, for ſhame ! 
While duly each reyolving moon, 

Which often comes, God knows too ſoon, 

Continual plagues my ſoul moleſt, 

And Magazine: diſturb my reſt, 

While ſcarce a night I ſteal to bed, 

Without a couples in my head. 


PDO REM S. 


ö And in the morning when I ſtir, 

Pop comes a Devil, „Copy fir.” 

I cannot ftrive with daring flight 

To reach the bold Parnaſfian He1GnT ; 
But at it's foot, content to ſtray, 

In eaſy unambitious way, 

Pick. up thoſe flowers the muſes ſend, 
To make a noſegay for my friend. 

In ſhort, I lay no idle claim 

To genius ſtrong, and noiſy fame. 
But with a hope and wiſh to pleaſe, 


Fut p. 


But you muſt have a fund, a mine, - 
{ Proſe, poems, letters, 


AUTHOR. 


Not a ling 
And here, my friend, I reſt ſecure ; 
He can't loſe much, who's always poor. 
And if, as now, through numbers five, 
| | This work with pleaſure kept alive 
Can ſtill its currency afford, 
Nor fear the breaking of its hoard, 
Can pay you, as at ſundry times, 
For jeif per Mag, two thouſand Rhimes, 4 
From whence ſhould apprehenſion grow, 
That /elf ſhould fail, with richer Co? 

No «cer of a monthly grub, 
Myſelf alone a learned club, 
I aſk my readers to no treat 
Of ſcientifick 44 d- up meat, 
Nor ſeek to pleaſe theatrick friends, 
With ſcraps of plays, and odds and ends. 


Fx12zxK D. 


Your method, fir, isplain enough; 
And all the world has read your Pury. 


About your travelling MARINE, 
But yet—it is a Magazine. 


AuTHo0oR. 
} Why let it be, and wherefore ſhame ? 
As JuiiztT ſays, what's in a name? 
Beſides it is the way of trade, 

Through which all ſcience is convey'd, 

Thus knowledge parcels out her ſhares ; 
The Coun T has hers, the Lawyzxs theirs. 
Something toStHoLARs ſure is due, 
Why not ene MAGAZINE for You ? 


F AIZ N p. 
That's an Herculean taſk, my friend, 


Vou toil and 1abvur—to offend. 
Part of you? ſcheme—a free tranſlationg 
To Scuot ans is a profanation ; 


What! break up Latin ! pull down Greet ! 
(Peace to the ſoul of fir Jun Cuzzxzz't) 
And ſhall the gen'rous liquor run, 

Broach'd from the rich FaLzanian tun? 


See the Puyy. / 
| + The firſt reftorer of Greek learning in England 


| Th' anuſion's neat, expreſſion clean, 


\ 
! 
4 
( 


L I O Y D's 


and, — old Gar wine; 
Alas! ſuch beverage only fits | 
Collegiate taſtes, and claſſic wits. 


AUTHOR 


I ſeek not, with ſatyriele ſtroke, 
To ftrip the pedant of his cloak 
No let him cull and ſpout quotations, 
And call the jabber, demonſtrations, 
Be his the great concern to ſhew, 
If Roman s were fied or no; 
Whether the Grecians took a flice 
Four times a- day, or wy tawice, 
Still let him work about his hole, ; 
Poor, buſy, blind, laborious mole 3 
Still let him puzzle, _ explain, 

pugn, remark, and again. 
—_ though they waſte the midnight oil 
In dull, minute, perplexing toil, 
Not underſtanding, do no good, 
Nor can do harm, not underſtood. 

By ſcholars, apprehend me right, 
I mean the learned, and polite, 
Whoſe knowledge unaffected flows, 
And fits as eaſy as their cloaths ; 
Whocare not though an a: or ſed 
Miſplac'd, endanger Px18C1aNn's head; 
Nor think his wit a grain the worſe, 
Who cannot frame a Latin verſe, 
Or give the Roman proper word 
To things the Romans never heard. 

"Tis true, except among the Great, 

are rather out of date, 

And quacking genius more diſcerning, 
Scoffs at your regulars in learning. 
—PxDANTS, indeed, are learning's curſe, 
But Ie x oAN ex is ſomething worſe : 
All are not bleſt with reputation, 
Built on the wanT of EpucaT1oN, 
And ſome, to letters duly bred, 
Mayn't write the worſe, becauſe they've read, 
Though books had better be unknown, 
Than not one thought appear our own ; 
As ſome can never | themſelves, 
But through the au on their ſhelves, 
Whoſe writing ſmacks too much of reading, 
As affectation ſpoils good breeding. 


FR II N 5p. 


True 3 but that fault is ſeldom known, 

Save in your bookiſh collage drone. 

Who, conſtant (as I've them ſay) 
Study their fourteen hours a- day, | 
And ſquatting cloſe, with dull attention, 
Read themſelves out of appreheofion ; 
Who ſcarte can waſh their hagds or face, 
For fear of loſing time, ar place, 

And give one hour to meat and drink, 
But never half @ one to THINK. 


AVUTU0OR, 


Lord] I have ſeen a thouſand ſuch, 
Who read, or ſeem to read, too much, 


See S1Coxrvs and Max vrius, 


P O E M S. 


do have I known, in that rare place, 
Where Claſſics al vays breed diſgrace, 
A wight, upon diſcoveries hot, 


As whether flames have heat or not, | 
Study himſelf, poor ſceptic dunce, 


into the ar Gr at once, 
And clezr the pMiloſophic doubt, 


| By burning all ideas out. 


With ſuch, eternal books, ſucceſſi 
Dead to no ſciences progreſſive, 
Whyle each dull fit of py pots 
Juſt like a wedge drives out the laſt, 
From theſe I ground no expectation 


| Of genuine wii, or free tranſlation ; 


But you miſtake me, friend. Suppoſe, 
(Tranſlations are hon modern cloaths) 

1 dreſs my boy—(for inftance ſake 
Maintain theſe children which I make) 
I give him coat and breeckes 


Fat 5. 


True 
But not a bib and apron tool 
You would not let your child be ſeen, 
But dreſt conſiſtent, neat, and clean. 


AuTuon 


So would I cloath a free tranſlation, 
Or as Pope calls it, imitation ; 

Not pull down authors from my ſhelf, 

To ſpoil their wit, and plague myſelf, 
My learning ſtudious to diſplay, 

And loſe their ſpirit by the way. 


FAI z N . 


Your Hor Act now e' en borrow thence 
His eaſy wit, his manly ſenſe, 


| But let the Moraliſt convey 


Things in the manners of to-day, 
Rater than that old garb affume, 
Which only ſuits a man at Rome. 


AUTH 08 


Originals will always pleaſe, 
And copies too, if done with eaſe. 
Would not old PLauTus with to wear, 
Turn'd Englif hoſt, an Englih air, 
if Tuoa u rox, rich in native wit, 
Would make the modes and diction fit ? 
Or, as I know you hate to roam, 
Tp fetch an inftance nearer home; 
Though inan idiom moſt unlike, 
A fimilarity muſt ſtrike, 
Where both of fimple natyre fond, 
In art and genius correſpond z + 
And native both (allow the phraſe 
Which no one Engi word conveys) 
Wrapt up their ſtories neat and clean, 
Eaſy as — 


FAZIT uV. 
Dzx19's you mean 


— The very man not mere tranſlation, 
But La FexTAINE by tranſmigratio 


| SAI «-- 


— 
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— 
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Avru ox. 


Authors, as Da vYDEZN's maxim runs 
Have what he calls poetic ſons, 
Thus Mir rox, more correctly wild, 
Was richer Spenſer's lawful child: 
And Cu uncHII L, got on all the nine, 
Is Davor x' heir in ev'ry line. 
Thus Dzx IS proves his parents plain, 
The child of EAG, and La FoxTAINTE. 


FAM IIZ ND. 


His muſe, indeed, the work ſecures. 
And aſks our praiſe as much as yours; 
For, if delighted, readers too 
May pay their thanks, as well as you. 
But TVs * friend (ſo folks complain) 
For ever in this eaſy vein, 
This proſe in verſe, this meaſur'd talk, 
"This pace, that's neither trot nor walk, 
Aim at no flights, nor ſtrive to give 
A real poem fit to live. / 


Avr Ron. 


(To critics no offence, I hope) 
Pzx1on ſhall live as long as Por z, 
Each in his manner ſure to pleaſe, 
While both have ſtrength, and both have eaſe 3 
Yet though their various beauties ſtrike, 
Their eaſe, their ſtrength is not alike. 
Both with conſummate horſeman's ſkill, 
Ride as they liſt, about the #i// ; 

But take, peculiar in their mode, 
Their favourite horſe, and favourite road. 
For me, once fond of aythor-fame, 
Now forc'd to bear its weight and ſhame, 

I have no time to run a race, 

A travellers my only pace, 

They, whom their ſteeds unjaded bear 
May friſk and prance, and ride their fill, 
And goall paces which they will ; | 
We, hackney titz—nay, never ſmile, 
Who trot our ſtage of thirty mile, 

Muſt travel in a conſtant plan, 

And run our journey, as we can. 


FN IT N Do. 


A critic ſays, ppon whaſe ſſee ye | 
Some pin more faith than you'll believe, 


That writings which as eaſy pleaſe, 

Are not the writings done with caſe. 

Prom whence the inference is plain, » 
* Your friend Mar Pa1os wrote with pain, 


AUTHOR 


With pain perhaps he might correct, 
With care ſupply each looſe defect, 

Ves ſure, if rhime, which ſeems to flow 
Whether its maſter will or no, 


If humour, not by ſtudy ſought, 
But ting from immediate thought, 
Are proofs of eaſe, what hardy name 
Shall e'erdiſpute a Px10x's claim 
But ſtill your critie's obſervation 
Strikes at no Por T's reputation, 


PT O EM SG. 


His keen reflection only hits 

Your rhiming fops and pedling wits. 
As ſome take ſtiffneſs for a grace, 
And walk a dancing-maſter's pace, 
And others, for familiar air 

Miſtake the ſlouching of a bear; 


So ſome will finjcally trim, 


And dreſs their lady-muſe too prim, 
Others, mere ſlovens in their pen 
(The mob of Lords and Gentlemen ) 
Fancy they write with eaſe and pleaſure, 
By rambling out of rhime and meaſure. 
And, on your critic's judgment, theſe 
Write eaſily, and not with EKA x. 
There are, indeed, whoſe wiſh purſues, 

And inclination courts the muſe ; 
Who, happy in a partial fame, 
A while poſſeſs a poet's name, 
But read their works, examine fair, 

me invention, fancy there, 
Taſte I allow; but is the flow 
Of genius in them ? Surely, no. 
"Tis labour from the claſſic brain. 


Read your own App1zon's CamrAtoy. 
Een he, nay, think me not ſevete, 
A critic fine, of Latin ear, 


Who toff'd his claſſic thoughts around 
With elegance on Reman ground, 
uſt ſimmering with the muſe's flame 
oos but a cool and ſober dame; 


And all his Engliſi rhimes expreſs 
| But beggar-thoughts in royal dreſs. 


In verſe his genius ſeldom glows, 


A Pox v only in his proſe, 


Which rolls luxuriant, rich, chaſte, 
Improv'd by Fancy, Wit, | Taſte, 


FRI INM p. 


I taſk you for yourſelf, my friend, 
A ſubje& you can ne'er defend, 
And you cajole me all the while 
With diſſertations upon ſtile. 
Leave others wits and works alone, 
And think a little of yqur own, 
For Faux, whenall is ſaid and done, 
Though a coy miſtreſs, may be won; 


You take to jingle eaſy 
Would make an Op, would make a Pray » 


| Done into Engliſh, Martrocy's way, 


+—Stretch out your more Heroic feet, 
And write an Et RO lete. 
Or, not a more laborious » 


. 
AUTHOR. 


With will at large, and unclogg'd wings, 
I durſt not ſoarto ſuch 4iph things. 
For I, who have more phlegm than fire, 


1] Muſt underſtand, or not admire, 


_ when I read with admiration, 
erhaps I'Il write in IM1TAT10N, 
FH II p. 
But buſinefs of this monthly kind, 


I Need that alone engroſs your mind. 


Aſſiſtance muſt pour in - 
= paſſengers bin take 


An 


aw ra nt | fs wc) oSO%S> > > > 


L L Oo Y D*'s „ OE M Ss. 189 


And then your friends — NR think, to hear what Critics ſay, 
1 Their labour was no more than play: « 
and Er f 
A indeed, ects diſgrace on education, a - 
Might make EY (As if we could at once furſake .. 
And with the helps which they ſhall give, What education helps to make) 2 
Land the Magazine (all live. Each reader has ſuperior ſkill, 
And can write better when he will. - 
FA IE VNV. nr 
. . a world, world 10 
Ves, live, and eat, and nothing more. And nice and ters ry Soong "= 
Avro. } Sways all the world with ſtrange dominion; 
| Opinion! which on crutches walks, 
In live as——Aythars did before” And ſounds the words —— 


Bring me eleven Critics , > 
Ten have na judgment of own: 


— —̃ — 
- 5 . 


— — ere But, like the Cyclops watch the nod 
Of ſome informing maſter god : | 
2 —_— — — 
| patient fain would juggle death, 
THEPOE T. When Doc Tons fit ivConsuiTaTION 1 
(Which means no more than converſation, 4 
AN ErisTLEY TO c. CHURCHILI, Sway try — 2323 
n 5 
E LL——ſhall I wiſh you joy of fame | tittle-tattle of the town 3 
wW That loudly echoes 4 | Books, pictures, politics, and news, 
And ſets you on the Muſes' throne, | om com opt. 4 EEE, 
Which br rs wc. ade own ions never diſagree, 7 
& n reeds 2 One doctor writes, all take che Yee. 
The world efteems a man of wit, 1] But eminence offends at once 
That whereſoever he appears, The owliſh eye of critic 


dunce, 
They wonder if the knave has ears) — alarm d, <olle&s her Force, 


Addreſs with i Joy and lamentation, And Fot x v ſcreams till ſhe is hoarſe. 
ConDoLENCE and CONGRATULATION, Then far abroad the LI AI flies 
As colleges, who duly bring 2 all th* artillery of lies, 
Their meſs of verſe to every king, | Mariex, delighted, flaps her wing, 
Too economical in taſte, And Ex1GRAM prepares her ſting. 
Their ſorrow or their joy to watte : ] Around the frequent pellets whiſtle FA 
Mix both together, ſweet and ſow'r ; From Sa Tinx, Oox, and pert Erie AA; 
And bind the thorn up with the flow'r ? © | While every blockhead ſtrives to throw 

Sometimes tis Elegy, or Ode. His ſhare of vengeance on his foe : 
Epiſlle now's your only mode. As if it were a Shrove-tide game, 

ether that ſtyle more glibly hits, 1 

The fancies of our rambling wits, Thus ſhould a weoden collar deck | 
Who wince and kick at all Some woe-full *ſquire's embarraſe'd neck, 
But love to fraggle in igrelion When high above the croud he Rtands 
Or, that by writing to the Gzazar With equi-diftant ſprawling hands, 
In letters, honours, or eſtate, And without hat, politely bare, 
We ſlip more eaſy into fame, ; Pops out his head to take the air; 
By clinging to another's name, The mob his kind aceptance degs 
And with their ſtrength our weakneſs yoke, 1 Of dirt, and ſtones, and addle 
As ivy climbs about an oak ; _ | O Grnivs! thoughthy noble {kill 
As TurT-HunTxzzs will buzz and purr | Can guide thy Pegaſus at will? 
About a Fx1.Low-CoMMoONER, Fleet let him bear thee as the wind 
Or Crows will wing a higher flight, . Durrixxss mounts up and clings behind, 
When ſailing round the floating kite. In vain you ſpur, and whip, and ſmack, 

Whate'er the motive, 'tis the mode, | You cannot ſhake her from your back. | 
And I will travel in the road. IIl nature ſprings as merit grows, 
The faſhionable track purſue, ] Cloſe as the thorn is to the roſe. 
And write my fimple thoughts to You, | Could Hzxcvriaxzun's friendly earth 

uſt as they riſe from head to heart, Give Mz v1vs' works a ſecond birth, 

ot marſhall'd by the herald Art. MALzvoLENCE, With lifted 

By vanity or pleaſure led, Would ſanctify the noble prize. 
From thirſt of fame, or want of bread, While modern critics ſhould behold 
Shall any tart up ſons of rhime Their near relation to the o/d, 
PaTxzTIC, EAsv, or SUBLIME ? And wond'ring gape at one another, , 


To fee the likencl of a brother 


—_— I 
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But with us rliming moderns here, 
Eritics are not the only fear ; 
The poet's bark meets ſharper ſhocks 
From other ſands, and other racks. 

Not ſuch alone who underſtand, 
Whofe book and memory are at hand, 
Who fcientific ſkill profeſs, 
And are great adepty——mnoreor leſs ; = 
(Whether diſtinguiſh's by 
They write A. M. or ſign M. D. 
Or make advances ſomewhat higher 
And take a new degree of Su.) 
Who read your authors, Greek and Latin, 
And bring your ſtrange quotations pat in, 
As if each fentence grew more terſe - 
From odds and ends, and fcraps of verſe ; 
Who with true poetry diſpenſe, 's 
& 2 found ſuits ſimple 2 | 

load one Letter with the labours, 

Which thouts be ſhar'd among its neighbours. 
Who know thatthought Mans painy 
And deep reflection mads the brain, 
And therefore, wiſe and prudent grewn. 
Have no ideas of their own. 
But if the man of Nature ſpeak, 
Advance their Bayonets of Greek, 
— ͥ ́ — — 
She cannot give a friend aſſiſtance. 
Not theſe alone in j riſe, 
And ſhoot at genius as It flies, 
But thoſe who cannot ſpell will TA Ex, 
As women" ſcold, who cannot walk. 

Your man ef habit, who's wound up 


: To eat and drink, and dine and ſup, 


But has not either will or pow 

To break out of his formal howz 
Who lives by rule, and ne'er outgoes it; 
— clock, — 221 


But what he — | 
You'd think — always — by't; 
poetry and vice together 

22 rain in April weather, 
Holds rake and wit as things the ſame, ! 
And all the difference but a NAuR. 

A Rake! Alas! how many wear 
The brow of mirth, with heart of care! 
The deſperate wretch reflection flies, 
And ſhuns the way where madneſs lies, 
Dreads each increaſing pang of grief, 
And ruhs ta Fol L v for relief, 
There, midſt the momentary joys 
Of giddy mirth and frantic noiſe, 
FoxkGx TFULNESS, ber eldeſt born, 
Smaoths the World's hate, and blockhead s ſcorn, 
Then Pt.zASVRE wins upon the mind, 
Ve Can Es, 2 the wind; 
Then welcome fralic, welcome him 
The world is all alike to Ai. 

Njſtreſs is all in apprehenſion ; 
It ceaſes when tis paſt prevention: 
And happineſs then preſſes near, 
When nor a hope's left, nor a ea 


» 
8 


1 


But you've enough, nor want my preachiag, 
And "5a never form'd for — 

Male prudes we know, (thoſe driv'ling things) 
Will have their gibes, and taunts, and flings. 
How will the ſober Cit abuſe, | 
The allies of the Culprit muſe ; 

To her and Poet ſhut the door 
And whip the beggar, with his whore ! 

Porr - Foot | a Wirren ! a Knavs! 

A mere mechanic dirty ſlave ! 


— is his verſe, but IG Cas 


Within an arbitrary fence ? 


At beſt, but ringing that in rhime, 


Which proſe would fay in half the time? 
Meaſure and numbers ! what are thoſe 


But artificial Chains or proſe ? 
Which mechaniſm y joins 


In parallels of ſee-ſaw lines. 
And when the friſky wanton writes 
In PixdAn's (what d'ye call _— 
Th' uneven meaſure, don and ta 
Now rhiming tzvice, now not at 4 
In curves and angles twirls about, 
Like Chineſe all „in and out. 
Thus when you ve labour d hours on hours, 
Cull'd all the /rucers, cull'd all the flowr's, 
| The churl, whoſe dull imagination 
Is dead to every fine ſenſation, 


Too groſs te reliſh nature's bloom, 


Or tafte her ſimple rich 


perfume, 
| Shall caſt them by as uſeleſs tuff, 


Ry I RE 
round the world, not one in ten, 
Thinks Poets good, or honeſt men. 
- "Tis true their conduct, not o'er nice, 
Sits often looſe to eaſy vice. 
Perhaps their Temperance will not paſs 
The due rotation of the glaſs; 
And gravity denies 'em pow'r 
T' unpeg their hats at ſuch an hour. 
Some vices muſt to all appear 


I Ae conſtitutional as Fran; 
And every Moraliſt will find 


A ruling paſſion in the mind: 


| | Which, though pent up and barricado'd 
Like winds, where olus bravado'd ; 
Like them, will ſally from their den, 
Th. 

Unhinge dame Paupzxcs from her plan, 
I And ruffle all the world of man. 


And raiſe a tempeſt now and then; 


Can authors then exemption draw -. 


ue From nature's, or the common law # 


They err alike with all mankind, 
Yet not the ſame indulgence find. 
Their lives are more conſpicuous grown, 
More talk d of, at, and ſhewn. 
Till every error ſeems to riſe 
To Sins of a gigantic ſiae. 

Thus fares it ſill, howeyer hard, 
— wit, and ev'ry bard. 
His publick writings, private life, 
Nay more, his miſtreſs, ar his wife, 
And ev'ry ſocial, deax —_— 
Muft bear a critical diſſection 
While friends connive, and rivals hate, 
Scounirels traduce, and blockheads bate. 


There's danger from the trading wit, 


Perhaps you'll readjly admit 
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And dunce and fool, and ſuch as thoſe, 

Muſt be of courſe the poet's foes: ' 

But ſure no ſober man alive, ; 

Can think that ſriends would e'er connwe. 
From juſt remarks on earlieſt time, 

In the firft infancy of rhime, 

It may be fairly underſtood # 

'There were two ſeftsothe Bad, the Good. - 

Both fell together by ihe ears, 

And both beat up for volunteers. 

By intereſt, or by birth allied, 

Numbers flock'd in on either fide. 

Wir to his weapons ran at once, 

While all the cry was 4 down with Duxcs !” 

Onward he led his ſocial bands, 

The common cauſe had join'd their hands. 

Yet even while their zeal they ſhow, 

And war againſt the gen'ral foe, 

Howe'er their rage flam'd fierce and cruel, 

They ſtop it all to fight a duel. 

And each cool wit would meet his brother, 

To pink and tilt at one another. 
Jealous of every puff of fame. 

The idle whift'ling of a name, 

The property of half a line, 

Whether a comma's your's or mine, 

Shall make a Bard a Bard engage, 

And ſhake the friendſhip of an age. 

But diffident and modeſt wit 

Is always ready to ſubmit 

Fearful of preſs and publication, 

Conſults a brother's obſervation, 

Talks of the maggot in his brains, 

As hardly worth the critic pains ; 

« If ought diſguſts the ſenſe or ear, 

«© You cannot, fir, be too ſevere. 

1% Expunge, correct, do what you will, 

1% [leave it to ſuperior ſkill ; 

«© Exert the office of a friend, 

« You may oblige but can't offend." 
This Bard too has his private clan, 

Where He's the great, the only man. 

Here, while the botcle and the bowl 

Promote the joyous flow of ſoul, 

(And ſenſe of mind, no doubt, grows ſtronger 

When failing legs can ſtand no longer) 

Emphatic judgment takes the chair, 

And damns about her with an air. 

Then each, ſelf-puff d, and hero grown, 

Able to cope with hoſts alone, 

Drawcanfir like, his murders blends, 

Firſt lays his foes, and then his friends. 
While your good word, or converſation, 

Can lend a brother reputation; 

While verſe of preface quaintly penn'd, 

Can raiſe the conſequence of friend, 

How viſſible the kind affection 

How cloſe the partial fond connection 

Then He is quick, and Tu diſcerning, 

And I have wit, and He has learning, 

My judgment's ſtrong, and His is chaſte ; 

And Bor u- y BoTn, are men of tafte. 

Should you nor ſteal nor borrow aid, 

And ſet up for yourſelf in trade, 

Reſolv'd imprudently to ho?“ 

That 'tis not always Wit and Co. 

Feelings, before unknown, ariſe, 

And Genius looks with jealous eyes: 


Though thouſands arrive at fame, 
Yet never take one the ſame, 

An Authors vanity or pride 

Can't bear a neighbour by his fide, 


Although he but delighted goes 


Along the track which nature ſhows, © 

Nor ever madly runs aftray, 
To croſs his brother in his way. * 
And ſome there are, whoſe narrow minds, 
Center'd in ſelf, ſelf always blinds, 

Who, at a friend's re-echoed 5 

Which their own voice conſpir d to raiſe, 

Shall be more deep and inly hurt, * 
Than from a foe's inſulting dirt. 

And ſome, too timid to reveal ; * 
That glow of heart, and forward real, 
Which words are ſcanty to expreſs, 

But friends muſt feel from friends ſucceſs, 


When full of hopes and fears, the Muſe, 


Which every breath of praiſe purſues, 
Wou'd open to their free embrace, 

Meet her with ſuch a blaſting face, 

That all the brave imagination, 

Which ſeeks the ſun of approbation, 

No more its early bloſſoms tries, 

But curls its tender leaves, and dies. 

ls there a man whoſe genius ſtrong, 
Rolls like a rapid ſtream along, 

Whoſe Muſe, long hid in chearful night, 


Pours on us like a flood of light, 


Whoſe acting comprehenſive mind 

Walks fancy's region's, unconfin'd ; 

Whom, nor the ſurly ſenſe of pride, 

Nor affection, warps aſide ; 

Who drags no author from his ſhelf, 

To talk on with an eye to ſelf ; - . hs 
Careleſs alike, in converſation, 

Of cenſure, or of approbation 

Who freely thinks, and freely ſpealcs, 

And meets the Wit he never ſeeks; 

Whoſe reaſon calm, and judgment cool, 

Can pity, but not hate a fool; 4 
Who can a hearty praiſe beſtow, 
If merit ſparkles in a foe ; 
Who bold and open, firm and true, 
Flatters no friends—=yet loves them too: 
CHURCHILL Will be the laſt to know | 
His is the portrait, I would ſhow. 


THE TWO RUBRIC POSTS, 


A DIALOGUE. 


N Ruſſel-ftreet, enſued of late 
en os pats frag Ghar = 
— Two potts—aye poſts—for po can ſpeak, 
eye French ad = 9 

One Rubric thus addreſs'd the other: 
A noble ſituation, brother, 

Wich authors lac'd from top to toe, 
% Methinks we cut a taring ſhow, 


Sc 


« 
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„ The Dialogues of famous dead *, 


« You know how much they're bought and read. 


«© And Concrzvr, in the modern way. 
„ Whilſt you have thoſe, I cannot ſpeak, 
„gut ſound moſt wonderful in Greek. 
„AA Dialogue ſhould adore it, 
With ſuch a ſhow of names before it. 
« Modem, your judgment wanders wide, 
The antient Rubric ftrait reply d. 
«© It grieves me much, indeed, to find 
4% We never can be of a mind, 
© Before one door, and in one ſtreet, 
*© Neither ourſelves nor thoughts can meet, 
« And we, as brother oft with brother, 
- Are at a — from each 1 
Suppoſe among the letter d dead, 
Some author ſhould erect his head, 
* And ſtarting from his Rubric, pop 
* Diretly into Davies' ſhop, 
© Turn o'er the leaves, and look about 


15 Won 
hinking, your authors differ leis in, 
4 Than in their manner of . 

« Tis ſtile which makes the writer known, 
4 The mark he ſets upon his own. 


% LetConcGazvs ſpeak as Concxzvy writ, 


«© And keep the ball up of his wit; 
4 Let Swir r be Swir r, nor er demean 
«6 The ſenſe and humour of the Dzax. 
« F'en let the antients refhin peace, 
% Nor bring good folks from Rome or Greece 
To give a cauſe for paſt tranſaftions, 
«© They never dreamt of in their actions. 
J can't help quibbling, brother poſt, 
% Twere better we ſhould ay the ghoſt, 
% But 'twere a taſk of real merit 
«© Could we contrive to raiſe their Spirit. | 

« Peace, brother, peace, though what you ſay, 


„Jon has reaſon in his way, 


«« On Dialogues to bear ſo hard, 

4c Is playing with a card 3 

% Writers of rank are ſacred things, 

4% And cruſh like arbitrary kings. 

«« Perhaps your ſentiment is right, 

% Heav'n grant we may not ſuffer by't. - 
«« For ſhould friend Davizs overhear, 

% He'll publiſh ours another year. 


* By Lord Lyttleton. 
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HOUGH winter its deſolate train 


Of froſt᷑ and of tempeſt may bring, 
Yet Flera eps forward again, * 


And nature rejoices in ſpring. 
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Though the ſun in its glories deereaſt, 
Of his beams in the evening is ſhorn, 

Yet he riſes with joy from the eaſt, 
And repairs them again in the morn. 


But what can youth's ſunſhine recall, 

Or the bloſſoms of beauty reftore ? 
When its leaves are beginning to fall, 
| Itdies, and is heard of no more. 


The ſpring-time of love then employ, 
"Tis a leſſon that's eaſy to learn, 

For Cupid's a vagtant, a boys - 
And his ſeaſons will never return. 


— — — — 


A FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO J. B. 280. 


HALL I, from worldly friende eftrang'd, 
Embitter'd much, but nothing chang'd 
In that affection firm and true, 


[Which Gratitude excites to You ; 


Shall I indulge the Muſe, or ſtifle 
This meditation of a trifle ? 
But you, perhaps, will kindly take 


| The trifle for the Giver's ſake, 


Who only pays his grateful Mite, 
The juſt acknowledgment of Right, 
As to the Landlord duly ſent 
4 pepper - corn ſhall paſs for rent. 
Yet Trifles often ſhew the Man, 
More than his ſettled Life and Plan: 
Theſe are the ſtarts of inclination ;- 
Thoſe the mere gloſs of Epve ations 
Which has a wond'rous knack at turning 
A Blockhead to a man of Learning 
And, by the helpof form and place, 
The child of Sin to babe of Grace. 
Not that it alters Nature quite, 
And ſets perverted Reaſon right, 
But, like Hypocriſy, conceals 
The very paſſions which the feels 
And claps a Vizor on his face, 
To hide us from the World's diſgrace, 
Which, as the firſt A ce ſtrikes, 
Approve of all things, or diſlikes. 
Like the fond fool with eager glee, 
Lur'd by the calm which ſeemed to ſleep 
On the ſmooth ſurface of the Deep; 
Nor dreamt its waves could proudly rife, 
And toſs up mountains at the ſkies. 
ArPEARANCE is the only thing, 
A King's a Wretch, a Wretch a-King. 
Undreſs them both Vou King, e 
For once you wear the beggar s 3 
Cloaths that will take im every air 3 
— Bleſs me! they fit youtd a hair, 
Now you, Sir Vagrant, quiekly-don 
The robes his Majeſty had on- 
And now, O Wort p, ſs: wondrous wiſe, 
Who ſee with ſuch difeerning eyes, 
Put obſervation to the Stretch, 
| Come==which is King, and which is Wretch ? 


* 
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To cheat this World, the hardeſt taſk The world, obſequious to bis nod, 
Is to be conſtant to our Maſk. Shall hail this oily man of God, 
Externals make dire impreſſions While the poor prieſt, with half a ſcore 
And maſkgare worn by all Profeſſions. Of prattling infants at his Door, | || 
What need to dwell on topics tale ? Whoſe ſober wiſhes ne'er regale 6 
Of Parſons drunk with wine or ale? Beyond the homely jug of Ale, Wo 
Of Lawyers, who with face of braſs, Is hardly deem'd companion fit | if 
For learned Rhetdricians paſs ? For man of Wealth, or man of Wit, 9 
Of Scientific Doctors big, ; Though learn'd perhaps and wiſe as He ; 
Hid in the pent-houſe of their wig ? Who figns with ſtaring S. T. P. [- 
Whoſe converſation hardly goes And full of ſacerdotal Pride, | 
ond half words, and hums ! and Oh's! Lays God and Duty both aſide. i 
Of Scholars, of ſuperior Taſte, «© This Curate, ſay you, learn'd and wiſe! * 
Who cork it up for fear of waſte, „Why does not then this Curate riſe? [1 | 
Nor bring one bottle from their ſhelves, This Curate then, at forty-thee, 
But keep it always for themſelves ? (Years which become a Curacy) | 
Wretches like theſe, my Soul diſdains, a At no great mart of Letters bred, 4 
And doubts their hearts as well as brains. Had ſtrange odd notions in his head, 11 
Suppoſe a Neighbour ſhould deſire That Parts, and Books, and Application, | 
80. To light a candle at your fire, Furniſh'd all means of Education ; | 
Would it deprive your flame of Light, And that a pulpiteer ſhould know U. 
Becauſe another profits by t? More than his gaping flock below; ii 
But youth muſt often pay its court, That Learning was not got with pain, ' 
To theſe great Scholars, by report, To be forgotten all again; 14 
Who live on hoarded reputation, That Latin words, and rumbling Greek, 10 
Which dares no riſque of Converſation, However charming ſounds to ſpeak, | 
And boaſt within a ſtore of Knowledge, Apt or unapt in each Quotation, | U 
Sufficient, bleſs us l for a College, Were ſults on a Congregation, i 
But take a prudent care, no doubt, Who could not underſtand one word 1 
That not a grain ſhall ſtraggle out ; Of all the learned ſtuff they heard; ä 
And are of wit too nice and fine, That ſomething more than preaching fine, | 
To throw their pearl and gold to Swine 3 Should go to make a ſound divine; j 
And therefore, to prevent deceit» That Church and Pray'r, and holy Sunday, 0 
Think every Man a Hog they meet. Were no excuſe for ſinful Monday ; | W 
Theſe may perhaps as Scholars ſhine, That pious doctrine, pious Life, 2 
Who hang themſelves out for a Sign. | Should both make one, as Man and Wife, 4 
What ſignifies a Lion's ſkin, Thinking in this uncommon Mode, i 
If it conceals an Aſs within? Jo out of all the prieſtly road, ji 
If thou'rt a Lion, prithee roar ; | What man alive can e'er ſuppoſe |, 1 
If Aſs—bray once, and talk no more; Who marks the way PxEFERMENT goes, a% 
In words as well as Looks be wiſe, That ſhe ſhould ever find her way | | 
Silence is folly in Diſguiſe ; To this poor Curate's houſe of clay? 45 
With ſo much wiſdom bottled up, Such was the Prieſt, ſo ſtrangely wiſe ! I | 
Uncork and give your friends a ſup. He could not bow How ſhould He riſe ? | 
What need your nothings thus to ſave ? | Learned He was, and deeply read; 
Why place the Dial in the Grave ? But what of that ?——not duly bred. | I 
A fig tor Wit and Reputation, For he had ſuck'd no grammar rules Ft 
Which ſneaks from all Communication. From Royal founts, or Public ſchools, It 
So in the poſt-bag, cheek by jole, Nor gain d a fingle Corn of Knowledge 1 
Letters will go from pole to pole, From that vaſt Granary—a College. | | 
Which may contain a wond'rous deal; A Granary, which food ſupplies 1 
But then they travel under ſeal, To vermin of uncommon Size. 1 
And though they bear your wit about, Aye, now indeed the Marter's clear, 1 
Yet who ſhall ever find it out, There is a mighty error here. #1) 
Till truſty Wax foregoes its uſe, A public ſchool's the place alone, 
And ſets impriſon'd meaning looſe ? Where Talents may be duly known. 
Yet idle folly often deems It has, no doubt, its imperfections, | 
What Man muſt be from what he ſeems ; 'I But then, ſuch Friendſhips ! ſuch connections 
As if, to look a dwelling o'er, ; The Parent, who has form'd his Plan, 
You'd go no farther than the Door. And in his Child conſider d Man, 
Mark yon round Parfon, fat and ſleek, What is his grand and golden Rule ? 
Who preaches only once a Week, V % Make your connections, Child, at School. 
Whom Claret, Sloth, and Ven'ſon join - | © Mix with your Equals, fly inferiors, 
To make an orthadox Divine; | «« But follow cleſely your Superiors ; 
Whoſe Holineſs receives its beauty On them your ey'ry Hope d 
From income large, and little Duty ; «© Beprudent, Tom, get uſeful Friends; 
Who loves the Pipe, the Glaſs, the Smock, « And therefore like a ſpider wait, 
| And keeps—a Curate for his Flock. A And ſpin your Web about the great 
Vot. VIII, - 2 C 3 
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If my Lord's Genius wants ſupplies, 

'* Why—Yoqu mult make his Exerciſe. 

* Let the young Marguis take your Place, 
e And bear a whipping for his Grace. 

*©, Suppoſe (ſuch Things may happen once) 
©© The Nobles wits, and You the Dunce, 

% Improve the means of Education; 

% And learn commodious Adulation, 

* Your Maſter ſcarcely holds it fin, 

% Hie chucks his Lord/hip on the Chin, 
«© And would not for the World rebuke, 

„ Beyond a pat, the ſchool-boy Duke. 

© The Paſtor there, of hat's the Place? 
& With ſmiles eternal in his Face, 

© With dimpling cheek, and ſnowy hand, 
© That ſhames the whiteneſs of his band 
„ Whoſe mincing Dialect abounds 

r In Hums and Hahs, and half form'd ſounds ; 
% Whoſe Elocution, fine and chaſte, 

& Lays his comma nds with judgment vaſt 3 
te And leſt the Company ſhould, hear, 

«« Whiſpers his Nothings in your Ear; 

© Think you *twas Zeal, or Virtue's Care 


That placed the ſmirking Doctor there? 


© No—'twas Connections form'd at School 
« With ſome rich Wit, or noble Fool, 
© Obſequious Flattery, and Attendance, 
« A wilful, uſeful, baſe dependance; 
„ A ſupple bowing of the Knees 
To any kuman Cod you pleaſe. 
e (For true good - breeding's fo polite, 
«© Twould call the very Devil white 
«« Twas watching others“ thifting Will, 
And veering to and fro with ſkill: _ 
e Theſe were the means that made him riſe, 
«. Mind your connectians, and be wiſe.” 
Methinks I hear ſon Tom reply, 
ri be a Biſhop by and by. 
Connections at a public School 
Will often ſerve a wealthy Fool, 
By lending him a le*ter'd Knave 
Tobring him Credit, or to fave 3 
And Knavery gets a profit real, 
By giving parts and worth ideal. 
The child that marks this laviſh Plan, 
Will make his Fortune when a Man. 
While honeſt Wit's ingenious Merit 
Enjoys his pittance, and his ſpirit. | 
The Strength of public Education 
Is quick'ning Parts by EMULATION 5 
And Emulation will create 
In narrow minds a jealous ſtate, - 
Which ſtifled for a courſe of Years, 
From want of Skill or mutual Fears, 
Breaks out in manhood with a zeal, 
Which none but rival — can feel. Er 
For when people Wits commence, 
They 2 kind of ſenſe; 
(The maxim makes you ſmile, I ſee, 
Retort it when you pleaſe on me; 
One writer always hates another, 
As Emperors would kill a beother, 
Or Empreſs to rule alone, 
Ptuck down a Huſband from the throne. 
When tir'd of Friendſhip and alliance, 
Each fide ſprings forward to defiance, 
Inveterate Hate and Reſolution, 
Faggot and Fire and Perſecution, 


” 


Is all their aim, and all their Cryy 

1 hough neither ſide can tell you why. 

Toit they run like valiant Men, 

And flaſh about them wich their Pen. 9 
What Inkſhed ſprings from Altercation ! 

What loppings off of Reputation 

You might as ſoon huſh ſtormy Weather, 

And bring the North and South together, 


As reconcile your letter'd foes, 


Who come to all things but dry blows. 
Your deſperate lovers wan and pale, 

As needy culprits in a jail, 

Who muſe and doat, and pine, and dic, 

] Scorch'd by the light'ning of zan eye, 

For ladies“ eyes, with fatal Qiroke, 

Will blaſt the verieſt heart of oak) 

Will wrangle, bicker, and complain, 

| Merely to make it up again. 

Though ſwain look glum, and miſs look fiery, 

Tis nothing but amantium ire, 

And all the progreſs purely this— 

A frown, a pout, a tear, a kiſs. 

Thus love and quarrels (April weather) 

Like vinegar and oil together, 

Join in an eaſy mingled ſtrife, 

To make the ſallad up of life. 

| Love ſettles beſt from altercation, 

As liquors after fermentation. . 

In a ftage-coach, with lumber cramm'd, 

| Between two bulky bodies jamm'd, 

Did you ne'er writhe yourſelf about, 

To find the ſeat and cuſhion out ? 

How diſagreeably you fit, 

With b-—-m awy, and place unfit, 

Till ſome kind jolt o'er ill- pav d town, 

Shall wedge you, cloſe, and nail you down, 

So fares it with your fondling dolts, 


And all love's quarrels are but jolts, 


+ When tiffs ariſe, and words of ſtrife 
Turn oneto two in man and wife, | 
| (For that's a matrimonial courſe 
Which yoke-mates muſt go through perforcez 
And ev'ry married man is certain 
T'attend the lecture call'd the curtain 

Though not another word is ſaid, 
{ When once the couple are in bed : 
{ There things their proper channel keep, 
(They make it up, and go to ſleep) 
Theſe fallings in and fallings out, 
Sometimes with cauſe, but moſt without, 
Are but the common modes of ſtrife, 
Which ail the ſprings of married life, 
Where ſameneſs would create the ſpleen, 
For ever fupidly ſerene. 
4* Obſerve yon downy bed—to make it, 
{ You toſs the feathers up and ſhake it. 
{50 fondneſs ſprings from words and ſcuffling, 
As beds lie ſmootheſt after ſhuffling. 

But authors“ wranglings will create 
The very quinteſſence of hate; 
Peace is a fruitleſs vain endeavour, 
Sworn foes forge, they re foes for ever. 

— Oh ! had itpleas'd my wiſer betters 
| That I had never taſted letters, 
Then ne Parnaſſian maggots bred, 
| Like fancies in a madman's head, 
No graſpings at an idle name, 

o childiſh hape of future fame, 


* 


e 


No impotence of wit had ta en 
Poſſeſſion of my muſe · ſtruek braig. 
Or had my birth, with fortune fit, 
Varniſh'd the dunce, or made the wit; 
I had not held a ſhameful place, 

Nor letters paid me with diſgrace. 

— Q for a pittance of my own, 
That 1 might live unſought, unknown | 
Retir'd from all this pedant ſtrife, 

Far from the cares of bult"ljng life; 
Far from the wits, the foots, the great, 
And all the little world I hate. 


— 


D 


THE MILK-MAID, 


HOF'ER for p'eafure plans a ſcheme, 
Will find it vaniſh like a dream, 
Affording nothing ſound or real, n 
Where happineſs is all ideal ; 
In grief, in joy, or either ſtate, 
Fancy will always antedate, 
And when the thoughts on evil pore, 
Anticipation makes it more, 
Thus while the mird the future fees, 
It cancels all its preſent eaſe. 
Is Pleaſure's ſcheme the point in view z 
How eagerly we all purſue! 
Well—Tueſday js th' appointed day; 
How ſlowly wears the time away 
How dull the interval berween, 
How darken'd o'er with clouds of ſpleen, 
Did not the mind unlock her treaſure, 
And fancy feed on promis d pleaſuxe. 
DzL1a ſurveys, with curious eyes, 
The clouds collected in the ſkies ; 
Wiſhes no ſtorm may rend the air, 
And Tueſday may be dry and fair ; 
And I look round, my boys, and pray, 
That Tueſday may be holiday. 
Things duely ſettled-—what remains? 
Lo! Tueſday comes—alas it rains; 
And all our viſionary ſchemes 
Have died away, like golden dreams. 
Once ona time, a ruſtic dame, 
(No matter for the lady's name) 
Wrapt up in deep imagination, 
Indulg'd her pleafing contemplation z 
While on a bench ſhe took her ſeat, 
And plac'd the milk-pail at her feet, 
Oft in her hand ſhe chink'd the pence, 
The profits which aroſe fram thence; 
While fond ideas fill'd her brain, 
Of layings up, and monfirous gain, 
Till every penny which ſhe told, 
Creative fancy turn'd to gold ; 
And reaſoning thus from computation, 
She ſpoke aloud her meditation. 
«< Pleafe heav'n but to preſerve my health, 
% No doubt I ſhall have ſtore of wealth; 
It muſt of conſequence enſue 
„I ſhall have ſtore of lovers too. 


„Oh! how FH break their ſtubborn heart; 


& With all the pride of female arts, 
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«© What Suitors then will kneel before me. 

«© Lords, Earls, and Viſcounts ſhall adore me. 

«« When in my gilded coach I tide, 

« My Lady at his Lardſip's fide, 

„ How will I laugh at ali I meet 

6 Clatt'ring in pattens down the ftreet | 

« And LozB1x then I'll mind no more, 

4 Howe er I loy'd him heretofore ; 

« Or, if he talks of plighted truth, ® 

4 I will not hear the ſimple youth, 

«« But riſe indignant from my ſeat, 

And ſpurn the lubber from my feet.” , 

Action, alas ! the ſpeaker's grace, 

| Ne'er came in more improper place, 

For in the toſſing forth her ſhoe, : 

What fancied bliſs the maid o'erthrew ! 

While down at once, with hideous fall, 

Came lovers, wealth, and milk, and all. 
Thus fancy ever loves to roam, ; 

To bring the gay materials home; 

{ Imagination forms the dream, 


And accident deſtroys the ſcheme, 


a. 


A FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 


THE REV. MR. cor. 


A ONT you bipeds, reputation 
Depends on Rank and Situation ; 
And men increaſe in fame and worth, 
Not from their merits, but their Birth. 
Thus he is born to live obfcure, 
Who has the fin of being poor; 
While wealthy dullneſs lolls at caſe, 
And is as witty as you pleaſe. 
* What did his Lord/hip ſay?—0 ! fine! 
«© The very Thing ! Bravo ! Divine! 
And then tis buzz d from Route to Route, 
While ladies whiſper it about, 
cc Well, I proteſt, a charming hit! 
« His Lord/hip has a deal of wit: 
% How elegant that double ſenſe ! 
« Perdigious ! waſtly fine ! immenſe !" 
When — 12 ſaid or done, 
Was but the /e/ting off a pun. 
Mark the fat Cit, whoſe good round ſum, 
Amounts at leaſt to half a Plumb; 
Whoſe chariot whirls him up and down. 
Some three or four miles out of town; 
For thither ſober folks repair, 
To take the Duft which they call air. 
Dull folly (not the wanton wild 
Imagination's younger child) 
Has taken lodgings in his face, 
As finding that a vacant place, 
And peeping from 4is windows, tells 
To all — where ſhe dwells. 
Yet once a week, this purſe-proud cit 
Shall. ape the allies of = J 
And after ev'ry Sunday's dinner, 
To prieſtly ſaint, or city finner, 
Shall tell the ſtory o'er and o'er, 
| H'as told a thouſand times before ; 
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Like gameſters, who, with eager zeal, 
Talk the game o'er between the deal. 

Mark the fools and knaves admire 
And chuckle with their Sunday ſquire: 
While he looks pleas'd at ev'ry gueſt, 

And laughs much louder than the reft ; 
And cackling with inceſſant grin, 
Triples the Double of his chin. | 
Birth, „ and wealth, have wond'rous {kill ; 
Make Vn and Stateſmen when they will; 
While genius holds no eſtimation, 
From luckleſs want of Situation ; 
And, if through clonded ſcenes of life, 
He takes dame poverty to wife, 
Howe'er he work and teize his brain, 
His pound of wit ſcarce weighs a grain; 
While with his Lordſtip it abounds, 
And one light grain ſwells out to pounds. 
Receive, good fir, with aſpect kind, 
This wanton gallop of the mind z » 
But, ſince all things increaſe in worth, 
Proportion'd to their rank and biith ; 
Leſt you ſhould think the letter baſe, 
While I ſupply the poet's place, 
I'll tell you whence and what I am, 
My Breed, my Blood, my Sire, my Dam, 
My Sire was PIN DAR's Eagle, ſon 
Of Pegaſus of HeL1con 3 
My Dam, the Hippegraph, which whirl'd 
Aftelpho to the lunar world. 
Both high-bred things c mertled blood, 
The beſt in all ArorLo's ſtud. 
Now Cx res here would bid me ſpeale 
The ot p horſe language, that is, Greek; 
For Homz = made us talk, you know, 
Almoſt three thouſand years ago ; a 
And men of Tafte and Judgment INE, 
Allow the paſſage is divine. 
They were fine mettled things indeed, 
And of peculiar ſtrength and breed; 
What leaps they took, how far and wide ! 
— "They'd take a country at a ſtride. 
How great each leap, Loxaixus knew, 
Who from dimenſions ta*en of two, 
Affirms, with equal ardour whirld, 
A third, good lord ! would clear the world. 
But till ſome learned wight ſhall ſhew 
If Accents Mus r be us'd, or no, 
A doubt, which puzzles all the wiſe 
Of giant and of pigmy fize, 
Who waſte their time, and fancies vex 
With af; 3 lenis, 7 , : 
And talk of mark and punctuation, 
As *twere a matter of ſalvation ; 
For when your pigmies take the pen 
They fancy they grow up to Men, 
And think they keep the world in awe 
By brandiſhing a very Straw z 
Till they have clear'd this weighty doubt, 
Which they'll be centuries about, 
As a plain nag, in homely phraſe, 
I'll uſe the language of our days; 
And, for this firſt and only time, 
uſt makea trot in eaſy rhime. 

Nor let it ſhock your thought or ſight, 
That thus a quadruped ſhould w. ite; 
Read but the papers, and you'll ſee 
More prodigies of wit than me ; 
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Grown men and taught to dance, 
By monſieur Paſſerat from France; 

The learned dog, the lcarned mare, 

The learned bird, the learned hare ; 

And all are faſtionable too, 


And play atcards as well as you. 


O aper, pen, and ink poſſeſs'd, 
With faculties of writing bleſt, 
Why ſhould not I then, 
{A word that muſt be ſeen, not ſaid) 
Rid you of all that anxious care, 
Which good folk feel for good and fair, 
And which your looks betray'd indeed, 
To more diſcerning eyes of ſteed; 
When in the ſhape of uſeful hack, 
I bore a poet on my back ? 

Know, ſafely rode my maſter's bride, 
The bard before her for my guide. 
Yet think not, fir, his awkward care 
Enſured protection to the fair. 
No — conſcious of the prize 1 bore, 
My wayward footſteps ſlipt no more. 
For though I ſcorn the Peet's ſkill, 
My miſtreſs guides me where the will. 

Abſtract in wond'rous ſpeculation, 
Loſt in laborious meditation, | 
As whether twould promote Sublime 
If Sikver could be pair'd in rhyme ; 
Or, as the word of ſweeter Tune, 
Monti might be clink'd inſtead of moon: 
No wonder poets hardly know 
Or what they do, or where they go. 
Whether they ride or walk the ſtreet, 
Their heads are always on their feet ; 
They now and then may get aſtride 
'Th' ideal Pegaſus, and ride 
Prodigious journeys—round a room, 


As boys ride cock-horſe on a broom. 


Whether Acroſtics teize the brain, 
Which goes a hunting words in vain, 
(For words moſt capitally ſin, 
Unleſs their letters right begin.) 

S ince how to man or woman's name, 

C ould you or I Acroftic frame. 

Or make the flaring letters join, 

To form the word that tells us tine, 

Unleſs we'ad right initials got, 

S, C, O, 7. and ſo made ScoT ? 

Or whether Rabas, Riddle's brother 

(Both which had DuLLNzss for their mother) 

Employ the gentle poet's care, 

To celebrate ſome town or fair, 

Which all ad libitum he ſlits 

For you to pick it up by bits, 

Which bits together plac'd, will frame 

Some city's or ſome lady's name; 

As when a worm is cut in twain, 

It joigs and is a worm again; 

When thoughts ſo weighty, ſo intenſe. 

Above the reach of common ſenſe, 

— — = twirl the mind about, ; 
ich fain would hammer ſomething out 

A kind diſcharge relieves the mind, 

As folks are eas'd by breaking wind ; 

Whatever whims ar maggots bred 

Take pace of ſenſe in poet's head, 

They fix themſelves without controul, 

Where er its {eat is on the ſoul, 


ber) 


uns, for I take the poet's part, 
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Then, like your heathen idols, we 


Have eyes indeed, but cannot ſee. | 


And for my blood, am Bard at heart) | 
For in reflection deep immerſt, N 
The man muſe · bitten and be-verſt, ' 
Neglectful of externals all, 
Will run his head againſt a wall, | 
Walk, through a river as it flows, ' 
Nor ſee the bridge before his noſe. | 
Are things like theſe equeſtrians fit n 
To mount the back of mettled tit? 
Are—but farewell, for here comes Bob, 
And I muſt ſerve ſome hackney job; 
Fetch letters, or, for recreation, 
Tranſport the bard to our Plantation. 
Roberts joins compts with Burnam Black, | 
Your humble ſervant, Hanbury's hack. 
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THE NEW-RIVER HEAD: 


A T AL X. 


ATTEMPTED IN THE MANNER OF MR, C. | 
g DE IIS. 


INSCRIBED TO J. WILKES Exa.' 


D Diſdains the prudiſh Affectation * 
gloomy Folks, who love to fit 
As Doctors flould at Conſultation, 
Permit me, in familiar Strain : 
To ſteal you from the idle hour 
Of combating the Nox ThuranN THANE, 
And all his pupper tools of Pow'r. 
Shame to the Wretch, if ſenſe of ſhame 
Can ever touch the miſcreant's breaſt, 
Who dead to virtue as to fame, 
(A Monſter whom the Gods deteſt) 
Turns traitor to himſelf. to court, 
Or Miniſter or Monarch's ſmile ; 
And dares, in inſolence of ſport, 
Invade the CHAR TER of our iſle. 
But why ſhould 1, who only ftrive 
By telling of an eaſy tale, 
To keep attention half alive 
Gainſt BopdGoLAM and FLIMNAP rail? 
For whether ENGLAND be the name, 
(Name which w're taught no mare to prize) 
Or BIT AIN, it is all the ſame, ; 
The Lilliputian Stateſmen riſe 
To malice of igantic ſize. 
Let them enjoy their warmth. a while, 
Truth ſhall regard them with a ſmile. 
While you, like GvuL.L1vzR, in ſport 
Piſs out the fire and ſave the Court. 
But to return The tale is old; 
Indecent, truly none of mine 


It © And ſornething elſe of little Size, 


P O E M S. 197 


{What BzxxoAL us gravely ra 5 


I read it in that ſound divine. 


And for indecency, you know 


He had a faſhionable turn, 
As prim obſervers clearly thew 
In other Parſon, Doctor Sr EAR. 
Vet Por x denies it all defence, 
And call it, bleſs us! Want of ſenſe. 


But e'en the decent Por x can write 


* Of bottles, corks, and maiden fighs, 
i beanties leſs in ſight, 


4 


You know where. 

If ſuch Authorities prevail, 

To varniſh o'er this petty fin, 

I plead a pardon for my tale, 
And having hemm'd and cough' i 
A Genius (one of thoſe I mean, | 
We read of in the Arabian nights 
Not ſuch as every day are ſeen 

At Bob's or Arthur's, whilom Whge's 3 
For howſoe'er you change the name, 

The Clubs and Meetings are the ſame ; 
Nor thoſe prodigious learned folks, 


] Your Haberdaſhers of ſtale Jokes, 
Who dreſs them up ſo neat and clean 
For News-paper or Magazine ; 


But one that could play wond*rous tricks, 
Changing the very courſe of Nature, 
Not As uo us on two ſticks 
Or ſage UxG anDa could do greater.) 
Once on a time incog came down 
From his equivocal dominions, 
And travell'd o'er a country town 
To try folks tempers and opinions. 
When to accompliſh his intent 

(For had the cobler known the — 2 
Lord ! it would quite have ſpoil'd the thing) 


In range diſguiſe he lily went 


And ftump'd along the high-way track, 
With greaſy knapſack at his back ; . 
And now the night was pitchy dark, 
Without one ſtar's indulgent ſpark, 
Whether he wanted ſleep or not, 

Is of no conſequence to tell 3 
A bed and lodging muſt be got, 

For genuiſes live always well. 
* beſt houſe in all the town, F 

It was th” attorney's may {wear 

He knock'd as he'd nes it — 

Knock as you would, no entrance there. 
But from the window cried the dame, 
Go, firrah go, from whence you came. 
Here, Nell, John, Thomas, ſee who knocks, 
Fellow, I'll put you in the ſtocks. 

Be gentle ma'am, the Genius cried : 
Have mercy on the wand' ring poor, 
Who knows not where his — to hide, 
And aſks a pittance at your door. 

A mug of beer, a cruſt of bread 
mm pity on the houſeleſs head; 

our huſband keeps a lordly table, 
J aſk but for the offal — 


* Rape of the Lock, 
+ Pope's Letters, 
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And for a lodging Barn or ſtable 
Wil! ſhroud me till the morning comes. 
"Twas all in vain : ſhe rang the bell, 
The ſervants trembl'd at the-knell ; 
Down flew the maids to tell the men, 
To drive the vagrant back again. 
He trudg'd away in angry mind, 
And thought but cheaply of mankind, 
Tiltthrought a caſement's dingy pane, 
A ruſh light's melancholy ray, 
Bad him e en try his luck again; 


| Perhaps beneath a houſe of clay 


A wand'ring paſſenger might find, 

A better friend to human kind, 

And far more hoſpitable fare, 

Though not ſo coſtly, nice, or rare, 

As ſmokes upon the filver plate 

Of the luxurious d great. 
So to this cot of homely thatch, 

In the ſame plight the genius came: 


Down comes the dame, lifts up the latch ; - 
God fave you, dame, 


What want ye fir ? 


And fo he told the pitedus tale, 
Which you have heard him tell before ; 

Your patience and my own would fail 
Were I to tell it o'er and o'er. 

Suffice it, that my goody's care 

Brought forth her beſt, though ſimple fare, 
And from the corner-cupboard's board, 

Her ſtranger gueſt the more to pleaſe, 
Beſpread her hoſpitable board 

With what the had—'twas bread and cheeſe. 

Tis honeſt though but homely cheer ; 
Much good may't do ye, eat your fill. 

Would I cou'd treat you with ſtrong beer, 
But for the action take the will, 

You ſee my cat is clean though ſmall, 
Pray heav'n encreaſe my ſlender ſtock ! 

You're welcome, friend, you ſee my all ; 
And for your bed, Sir there's a flock. 

No matter what was after ſaid, 

He eat and drank and went to bed. 

And now the cock his mattins ſung, 
(Howe er ſuch ſinging's light eſteem'd, 

Tis precious in the Muſesꝰ tongue 


When ſung, rhimes better than he ſcream's ;} 


The dame and pedlar both aroſe, 
At early dawn of rifing day, 

She for her work of folding clothes, 
And He to travel on his way; 

But much he thought himſelf to blame. 
If, as in duty Turely bound, 


He did not thank the careful dame 


For the reception he had found, 
Hoſteſs, quotl He, before I go, 
I thank you for your hearty Fare; 
Would it were in my pow'r to pay 
My gratitude a better way ; 
But money now runs very low, 
And I have not a doit to ſpare; 
But if you'll take this piece of Stuff— 


No, quoth the dame, I'm as poor as you, 


Your kindeſt wiſhes are enough, 
| You're welcome, friend, farewell - Adieu. 
ROE reply'd the wand ring gueſt, — 
For bed and board and homely diſh, | 
May all things turn out for the beſt, 
S6 take my dleſſing and my wiſh, 
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May what you firſt begin to do. 

Create ſugh profit and delight, 

That you may do it all day through, 

Nor finiſh till the depth of night. 
Thank you, ſaid ſhe, and ſhut the door, 
Turn'd to her work, and thought no more, 
And now the napkin which was ſpread 
To treat her gueſt with good brown bread, 
She folded up with niceſt care ; 

When lo ! another napkin there ! 

And every folding did beget 

Another and another yet. by 

She folds a ſhift—by ſtrange eacreaſe, 

The remnant ſwells into a piece. 

Her Caps, her Laces, all the ſame, 

Till ſuch a quantity of Linen, 

From ſuch a very ſmall beginning, 
Flow'd in at once upon the Dame, 

Who wond'red how the deuce it came, 
That with the drap'ry ſhe had got 
Within her little ſhabby cot, 

She might for all the town provide, 

And break both York-ftreet and Cheapfide: 

It happen d that th* attorney*s wife, 

Who to be ſure, took much upon her, 
As being one in higher Life, 

Who did the Pariſh mighty honour, 
Sent for the Dame, who poor and willing, 

Would take a job of charing work, 
| And ſweat and toil like any Turk, 

To earn a fixpence or a ſhilling. 

She could not come, not ſhe indeed ! 
She thank'd her much but had no need. 
Good news will fly as well as bad, 

So out this wond'rous ſtory came, 

About the Pedlar and the Dame, 

Which made th* Attorney's wife ſo mad, 
That ſhe reſoly'd at any rate, 

"Sffite of her pride and Lady airs, 

To get the Pedlar tete-a-tete, 

And make up all the paſt affairs : 

And though ſhe wiſh'd him at the devil, 
When he came there the night before, 

Determin'd to be monſtrous civil, 

And drop her curtſie at the door. 

Now all was racket, noiſe and pothes. 
Nell running one way, John another, 

And Tom was on the coach-horſe ſent, 

To learn which way the Pedlar went. 
Thomas returnꝰd; — the Pedlar brought, 

What could my dainty Madam ſay, 

For not behaving as ſhe bought, 

And driving honeſt folks away ? 

Upon my word, it ſhocks me much, 
But there's ſuch thieving here of l 


Not that I dream'd that you were ſuch, 


When you came knocking at my gate, 
I muſt confeſs myſelf to blame, 
And I'm afraid you lately met 
Sad treatment with that homely dame, 
Who lives on what her hands can get, 
Walk in with me at leaſt to-night, 
And let us ſet all matters right. 
I know my duty, and indeed 
Would help a friend in time of need. 
Take ſuch refreſhment as you find 
I'm ſure I mean it for the beſt) 
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And give it with a willing mind, 
To ſuch a grave and ſober gueſt. 
So in they came, and for his pieking, 

Behold the table covers ſpresd, 

Inſtead of Goody's cheeſe and bre 
With tarts, and fiſh, and fleſh, and 

And to appear in greater tate, 
The knives and forks with filver handles, 

The candlefticks of bright (French) plate 
To hold her beſt mould (tallow) candles. 

Were all brought forth to be diſplay d, 

In female houſewifry parade, 

And more the Pedlar to regale, 

And make the wond'rous man her friend, 
Decanters foam'd of mantling ale, . 

And port and claret without end; 

They hobb'd and nobb'd, and ſmil'd and laugh'd, 

Touch'd glaſſes, nam'd their toafts, and quaff d; 
Talk'd over every friend and foe, 

Till eating, drinking, talking paſt, 

The kind houſe- clock ſtruck twelve at laſt, 
When wiſhing Madam bon repos, 

The pedlar pleaded weary head, 

Made his low bow, and want to bed. 

Wiſhing him then at perfect caſe, 

A good ſoft bed, a good ſound ſleep, 

Now, gentle reader, if you pleaſe, 

We'll at the lady take a peep. 

She could not reſt, but turn'd and toſs'd 
While fancy whiſper'd in her brain, 

That what her indiſcretion laſt, 

Her art and cunning might regain. 

Such Linen to ſo poor a dame 
For ſuch coarſe fare! perplex'd her head 3 

Why might not ſhe expect the ſame, 

So courteous, civil, and wel!-bred ? 

And now the reckonꝰd up her ſtore a 
Of Cambricks, Hollands, Muſlins, Lawns, 
Free gifts, and Purchaſes, and Pawns, 

Reſolv'd to multiply them more, 

Till ſhe had got a Stock of Linen. 

Fit for a Dowager to ſin n. 

The morning came, when up ſhe got, 

Moſt ceremoniouſly inclin'd 
To wind up her ſagacious plot, 

With all that civil tuff we find 
Mongſt thoſe who talk a wond'rous deal, 

Of what they neither mean nor feel. 

How ſhall I, Ma'm, reply'd the Gueſt, 
Make you a ſuitable return, 

For your attention and concern, 

And ſuch civilities expreſt 
To one, who muſt be ſtill in debt 
For all the kindneſs he has met? 

For this your eutertainment's ſake, 

If ought of good my wiſh can do, 

May what you firſt ſhall undertake, 

Laſt without ceafing all day through. 

Madam, who kindly underſtood. 

His wiſh effectually good, 

Strait dropp'd a curtfie wond'rous low, 

For much ſhe wanted him to go, | 

That ſhe might look up all her ſtore, 

And turn it into thouſands more. X 

Now all the maids were ſent to look: 

In every cranny, hole and nook, 

For every rag which they could find 

Of any ſize, or any kigd. 
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: could rifle grove and bow'r 


| Your eyes, that brandiſh 
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Draw'rs, Boxes, Cloſets, Cheſts and Caſa 
Were unlock'd at once to get 
Her Point, her Gawz, her Pruſſia- net, 
With fifty names of fifty kinds, 
Which ſuit variety of mi 
|] How ſhall I now my tale purſue, 
So paſſing ſtrange, ſo paſſing true? 
When every bit from every hoard, 
Was brought and laid upon the board, 
Leſt fome more urgent obligation 
Might interrupt her pleaſing toil, 
And marring half her application. 
The promiſ'd hopes of profit ſpoil, 
Before ſhe folds a ſingle rag, 
Or takes a cap from board de bag, 
That nothing might her work prevent, 
(For ſhe was now reſolv'd to labour, 
With earneſt hope and full intent 
To get the better of her neighbour} 
Into the garden ſhe would go 
To do that neceſſary thing, 
Which mutt by all be done, you know, 
By rich and poor, and high and low, 
By Male and Female, Queen and King; 
She little dream'd a common action, 
PraQtis'd as duly as hes pray'rs, 
Should prove ſo tedious a tranſaction, 
Or coſt her ſuch a ſea of cares. 
In ſhort the ſtreams ſo plenteous flow'd,y 
That in the dry and duſty weather, 
She might have water'd all the road 
For ten or N miles together. 
What could the do? as it began, 
Th' involuntary torrent ran. 
Inſtead of folding Cap or Mob, 
So dreadful was this diſtillation. 
That from a ſimple watering job, 
She fear'd a general Inundation, 
While for her Indiſcretion's crime, 
And coveting too great a ſtore, 
She made a river at a time, 
Which ſure was never done before. 
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And ſtrip the beds of every flow'r, 

And deck them in their faireſt hue, 

Merely to be out bluſh'd by you. 

The lilly, pale, by my direction, 

Should fight the roſe for your complexion 1 

Or 1 could make up ſweeteſt 

— . — for the ladies“ noſes, 
ch drooping, on breaſt reclining 

Should all be withering, + dying, pining, : 

Which every ſongfter can diſplay, 

I've more authorities than Gay 3 

Nay, I could teach the globe its duty 

To pay all homage to your beauty, 

And, wit's creative pow'r to ſhow, 

The very fire ſhould mix with ſnow 3 

To ſcorch and ſinge our tiny hearty 
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Should be the Jam for lover's ruin, 
And light them to their own undoing ; 
While all the /now about your breaſt 
Should leave them hopeleſs and diſtreſti 

For thoſe who rarely ſoar above 
The art of coupling /ove and dove, 

In their conceits and amorous fiftions , 
Are mighty fond of contradictions, 
Above, in air; in earth, beneath; 
And things that do, or dv not breathe, 
All have their parts, and ſeparate place, 
To paint the fair one's various grace. 

Her cheek, her eye, her boſom ſhow 
The roſe, the lilly, digmond, ſnow. 

„ milk, and amber, vales and mountains, 

tars, rubies, ſuns, and moſly fountains, 
The poet gives them all a ſhare 
In the deſcription of his fair, 
She burns, ſhe chills, the pierces hearts 
With locks, and bolts, and flames, and darts. 
And could we e 
OF every poet's y Ay 
They'd 528 cach nymph they love ſo well, 
As cold as ſnow, as hot 2 

<Q gentle lady, ſpare your fright, 

No hortid rhime ſhall wound your fight. 
J would not for the world be heard, 
To utter ſuch unſeemiy word, 

Which the politer parſon fears 
To mention to politer ears. 

But, could a female form be ſhown, 
(The thought, perhaps, is not my own) 
Where every circumſtance ſhould meet 
To make the poet's nymph compleat 
Form'd to his Fancy's utmoſt pitch, 
She'd be as ugly as a witch. 

Come then, O muſe, of trim conceit, 
Muſe, always fine, but never neat, * 
Who to the dull unſated ear 
Of French or Tuſcan SONNETEERS 
Tak'ft up the ſame unvaried tone, 
Like the Scorch bagpipe's favourite drone, 
Squeezing out thoughts in ditties quaint, 
To poet's miſtreſs, whore, or faint ; 
Whether thou dwell'ſ on ev'ry grace, 
Which lights the world from LAuRA“s face, 
Or amorous praiſe expatiates wide 
On beauties which the nymph muſt hide; 
For wit affected, loves to ſhow 
Her every charm from top to toe, 
And wanton fancy oft purſues 
Minute deſcription from the muſe, 
Come and pourtray, with pencil fine, 
The poet's mortal nymph divine. 

Her golden locks of claſſic hair, 
Are nets to catch the wanton air; 
Her forchead iwvry, and her eyes 
Each a bright fu to light the = 
Orb'd in centre, Cupid aims 
His darts protect us ! tipt with flame: 
While the ſly god's unerring bow | 
Is the half circle of her brow. 
Each lip a parting, ſhews 
The precious pear! in even rows, 
And all the loves and graces ſleek 
Bathe in the dimples of her check. 
Her breafts pure or white as mult, 
Are ory apples, Smooth as filk, 
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Or elſe, as fancy trips on faſter, 
Fine marble hills or alabaſter. 

A figure made of wax wou'd- pleaſe 
More than an aggregate af theſe, 


} Which thoug they are of precious worth, 


And held in great efteem on earth, 
What are they, rightly underſtood, 
Compar'd to real fleſh and blood? 
And I, who hate to ack by rules 
Of whining, rhiming, loving fools, 
Can never twiſt my mind about | 
To find fuch ſtrange reſemblance out, 
And ſimile that's only fit 
To ſhew my plenteous lack of wit. 
Therefore, omitting flames and darts, 


Obeying, what J here declare, 
Makes half my happineſs, the Fair, 
The favourite ſubject 1 porſue, 
And write, as who would not, for you. 
Perhaps my muſe, a common curſe, 
Errs in the manner of her verſe, 
Which, ſlouclung in the doggrel lay, 
Goes tittup all her eaſy way. 
Yes—an Acroſtic had been better, 
Where each geod natured prattling letterg 
Though it conceal the writer's aim, 
Tells all the world his lady's name, 
But all Acroſties, it is ſaid, 
Shew wond'rous pain of empty head, 
Where wit is cramp'd in hard con 
And fancy dare not jump the lines. 
J love a fanciful diſorder, 
And ſtraggling out of rule and order 
Impute not then to vacant head, 
Or what I've writ, or what I've faidy 
Which imputation can't be true, 
Where head and heart's ſo full cf you. 
Like Tzx13TRAM SnAN D, Icould wiite 
From morn to noon, from noon to night, 
Sometimes obſcure, and ſometimes leaning, 
A little ſideways to a meaning, 
And unfatigu'd myſelf, purſue 
The civil mode of teazing you. 
For as your folks who love the dwelling 
On circumſtance in ſtory telling, 
And to give each relation grace, 


| Deſcribe the time, the folks, the placey 


And are religiouſly exact 

To point out each unmeaning fact, 
Repeat their wonders undefired, 

Nor think one hearer can be tired; 

roy rye take a method worſe, 

And proſe away, like me, in verſe, 
Worry their miſtreſs, friends or — _ 
With ſatire, ſonnet, ode, or letters, 
And think the knack of pleaſing follows 
Each jingling pupil of AroLLto's. a 
Vet let it be a venĩal crime 

That I addreſs you thus in rhime. 

Nor think that I am Pherbus-bit 

By the Tarantula of wit, 

But as the meaneſt critic knows 

All females have a knack at proſe, 

And letters are the mode of writing 
The ladies take the moſt delight in; 
Bold is the man, whoſe faucy aim 
Leads him to form a rival claim; 


Wounds, ſighs and tears; and bleeding hearts, 


A double death the victim dies, 
Wounded by wit as well as eyes. 
— With mine diſgrace a lady's proſe, 
And puta nettle next a roſe ? : 
Who would, ſo long as taſte prevails, 
Compare St. Fames's with Verſailles ? 
The nightingale, as ſtory goes, 
Fam'd for the muſic of his woes, 
In vain againſt the artiſt try'd, 
But ſtrain d his tuneful throat—and died. 
Perhaps I ſought the rhiming way, 
For reaſons which have pow'rful ſway. 
The ſwain, no doubt, with pleaſure ſues 
1 he nymph he's ſure will not refuſe. 
And more compaſſion may be found 
Amongſt theſe goddeſſes of ſound, 
Than always happens to the ſhare 
Of the more cruel human fair; 
Who love te fix their lover's pains, 
Pleas'd with the rattling of their chains, 
Rejoicing in their ſervant's grief, 
As 'twere a fin to give relief. 
They twiſt each eaſy, fool about, 
Nor let them in, nor let them out, 
But keep them twirling on the fire 
Of appreh and deũre, 
As cock-chafers, with corking pin 
The ſchool-boy ſtabs to make them ſpin. 
For 'tis a maxim in love's ſchool, 
To make a man of ſenſe a fool ; 
I mean the man, who loves indeed, 
And hopes and wiſhes to ſucceed 
But from his fear and apprehenhon, 
Which always mars his beſt intention, 
Can ne'er addreſs with proper eaſe 
The very perſon he would pleaſe. 
Now Poets, when theſe nymphs refuſe, 
Strait go a courting tothe muſe. 


But till ſome difference we find 
- *Twixt goddeſſes and human kind; 


The muſes* favours are ideal, 

The ladies? ſcarce, but always real. 
The poet can, with little pain, 
Create a miſtreſs in his brain, 

Heap each attraction, every grace 
That ſhould adorn the mind or face, 
On Delia, Phyllis, with a ſcore 

Of Phyl;ſſes and Delias more. 

Or as the whim of paſſion burns, 
Can court each frolic muſe by turns ; 
Nor ſhall one word of blame be ſaid, 
Altho? he take them all to bed. 

The muſe deteſts coquettry's guilt, 
Nor apes the manners of a jilr. 

Jilt ! O diſhoneſt hateful name, 
Your ſex's pride, your ſex's ſhame. 
Which often bait their treacherous hook 
With ſmile endearing, winning look, 
And wind them in the eaſy heart 
Of man, with moſt enſnaring art, 

Only to torture and betray 
The wretch they mean to caſt away. 
No doubt tis charming pleaſant angling 
To ſoe the poor fond creatures dangling, 
Who ruſh like gudgeons to the bait, 
And gorge the miſchief they ſhould hate, 
Yet ſure ſuch cruelties deface 
Your virtues of their faireſt 
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And pity, which in woman's breaft, 
Should ſwim at top of all the reſt, 
Muſt ſuch infidious ſport condemn, 
Which play to you, is death to them. 

So have I often read or heard, 
Though both upon a trav'llers word, 
(Authority may paſs it down, 

So, vide Travels, by ED. BxowN) 
At Mrz, a dreadful engine ſtands, 
Form'd like a maid, with folded hands, 
Which finely dreft, with primmeſt grace, 
Receives the cuiprit's firſt embrace; 

But at the ſecond (diſmal wonder !) 
Unfolds, claſps, cuts his heart aſunder. 

You'll fay, perhaps I love to rail, 
We'll end the matter with tale. 

A Robin once, who lov'd do ſtrays 
And hop about from ſpray to ſpray, 
Familiar as the folks were kind, 
Nor thought of miſchief in his mind, 
Slight favours make che bold preſume, 
Would flutter round the lady's room, 
And careleſs often take his ſtand 
Upon the lovely Flavia's hand. 
The nymph, tis ſaid, his freedom ſought, 
In ſhort, the trifling fool was caught; 
And happy in the fair one's grace, 
Would not accept an Fagle's place: 
And while the nymph was kind as fair, 
Wiſh'd not to gain h's native air, 
But thought he bargain'd to his coſt, 
To gain the liberty he loſt. 

Till at the laſt, a fop was ſeen, 


A parrot, dreſs'd in red and green, 


Who could not boaſt one genuine note, 
But chatter*d, ſwore and ly'd by rote. 
«6 Nonſenſe and noiſe will oft prevail, 

„ When honour and affection fail.” 
The lady lik'd her foreign guett, | 

For novelty will pleaſe the beſt ; 

And whether it is lace or fan, 

Or filk, or china, bird or man, 

None lure can think it wrong, or ſtrahges 
That ladies ſhculd admire a change. 

The Parrot now came into play, 

The Robin ! he had had his day, 

But could not brook the nymph's diſdain, 
So fled—and ne'er came back again. 
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Y predeceſſors often uſe 
To cobble yerſe as well as ſhoes ; 
As Par TRIDGE (de SWiF T's diſputes) 


_ [Who turn'd BooTEs into boots, 


Ah —PARTIID OE — Ill be bold to fay 
Was rare ſcholar in his day ;, , 
He'd tell you when twou'd gin, and when 
The weather would be fine Again; 

2D 


| 


TO DAVID GARRICK, ESQ. 1761. 


COBLER OF TISSINGTON's LETTER 


— IE — — 
—ͤ—ñ646 — — — 
- * . . 


— 


— 


202 


Preciſely hen bones fhould ache, 
And when — ate by th' almanack. 
For he knew ev'ry thing, d'ye ſee, 
By, what d'yecall't, aſtrology, 
And fkill'd in all the ſtarry ſyſtem, 
Foretold events, and often miſt em. 
And then it griev'd me ſore to look 
Juſt at the dee - Piece of his book, 
re ſtood a man, Lord bleſs my heart 
(No doubt by matthew matichs art,) 
Naked, expos'd to public view, a3, 
And darts ſtuck in hi 
I warrant him ſome hardy fool, 
Wo ſcorn' d to follow wiſdom's rule, 
And dar'd bl-ſphemouſly deipiſe 
Our doctor's knowledge in the ſkies. 
Full dearly he abides his laugh, 
I'm ſure tis Swiy r, or Bick EZSTATT. 
Excuſe this bit of a digreſſion, 
A cobler's is a learn'd profeſſion, 
Why may not I too couple rhimes ? 
My wit will not diſgrace the times ; 
I too, forſooth, among the reit, 
Claim one advantage, and the beſt, 
I ſcarce know writing, have no reading, 
Nor any kind of ſcholar breeding; 
And wanting that's the fole foundation 
Of half your poets' reputation. 
While genius, perfect at its birth, 
Springs up, like muſhrooms from the earth. 
You know they fend me to and fro 
To carry meſſages or ſo ; 
And though I'm ſome what old and crazy, 
I'm till of ſervice to the lazy, 
For our good ſquire has no great notion 
Of much alacrity in motion, 
And when there's miles betwixt you know 
Would rather ſend by half than go ; 
Then I'm diſpatch'd to travel hard, 
And bear myſelf by way of card. 
I'm a two-legg'd excuſe to ſhow 
Why other people cannot go 
And merit fure I muſt afſume, 
For once I wentin Gazzicx's room. © 
In my old age, twere wond'yous hard 
To come to town, as trav'lling card, 
Then let the poſt convey me there, 
The clerk's direction tell him where, 
For, though 1 ramble at this rate 
He writes it all, and I diffate; _ 
For I'm reſolv'd—by help of neighbour, 
(Who keeps a ſchool, and goes to /abour } 
To tell you all things as they paſt; 
Coblers will go beyond their laſt, 
And ſo I'm told will authors too, 
But that's a point I leave to you; 
Cobbling extends a thouſand wayt, 
Some cobble ſhoes, ſome cobble plays; 
Some—but this jingle's vaſtly clever, 
It makes a body write for ever. 
While with the motion of the pen, 
MzTwoD pops in and out again, 
So, as I ſaid, I thought it better, 
To ſet me down and think a letter, 
And without any more ado, 
Seal up my mind, and ſend it you. 
You'll aſk me, maſter, — 5 chuſe 
To plague your worſhip my muſe? 
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m through and through. 
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vn ten you then—will truth offend ? 
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1 hough cobler, yet I love my friend. 

Pefides, I like you merry folks, 

Who make their. puns, and crack their jokes ; 
Your jovial hearts are never wrongs 

I love a ſtory, or a ſong ; 

But always feel moſt grievous qualms, 


From WisT IZ v's hymns, or W1sDom's pſalms*. 


My father often told me, one day 
Was for religion—that was Sunday, 
When I ſhould go to prayers twice, 
And hear our parſon battle vice; 
And dreſs'd in all my fineſt cloaths, 
Twang the pſalmoddy through my noſe. 
But betwixt churches, for relief, 
Eat bak'd plumb-pudding, and roaſt- beef; 
And chearful, without fin, regale 
With good home brew'd, and nappy ale, 
But not one word of faſt ng greetings, 
And dry religious finging meetings. 
But here comes folks a-preaching to us 
A /aving doctrine to undo us, 

hoſe notions fanciful and ſcurvy, 
Turn old religion topſy-turvy, 
ll give my pleaſure up for no man 
And an't I right now, maſter Snow-MAN ? 
You ſeem'd tome a perſon civil, 
Our parſon gives you tothe devil; 
And ſays, as how, that after grace, 
You laugh'd directly in his face; 
Ay, laugh'd out-right (as I'm a finner) 
I ſhould have lik'd t* have been at dinner, 
Not for the ſake of maſter's fare, 
But to have ſeen the doctor ſtare, 
Odzooks, I think, he's perfect mad, 
Scar'd out of all the wits he had, 
For whereſoe er the doctor comes, 
He pulls his wig, and bites his thumbs, 
And mutters, in a broken rage, 
The Minor, Ganzicx, Foorz, the STAcr ; 
(For I muſt blab it out—but hiit, 
His reverence is a methodift ) 
And preaches like an errant fury, h 
Gainſt all your it folks about Da uꝝ v 


Says actors all are helliſh imps, 


And managers the devil's pimps. 
He knows not what he ſets about ; 
Puts on his ſurplice infide out, 
Miſtakes the leſſons in the church, 


Or leaves a collect in the lurch; 


And t'other day— od help his head, 

The gardener's wife being brought to bed, 
When ſent for to baptige the child 

His wig awry, and ſtaring wild, 

He laid the prayer-book flat before him, 
And read the burial ſervice o'er him. 

— The folks muſt wait without their ſhoes, 


For I muſt tell you all the news. 


For we have had a deal to do, 

Our (quire's become a ſhow-man too ! 
And horſe and faot arrive in flocks 
To ſee his worſhip's famous rocks, 
Whilſt, he with humourous delight, 
Walks all about and ſhews the fight, 


Robert Wiſdom was an early tranſlator of the 
Pſalms. Wood ſays, c he was a good Latin and 
Engliſh poet of his time.” He died 1568. 
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Will ſoon we fear, ride none at all. 
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Points out the place, where trembling you 
Had like t' have bid the world adieu; 
It bears the ſad remembrance ſtill, 
And people call it Gazzrcx's Hill. 
The goats their uſual diſtance keep, 
We never have recourſe to ſheep ; 
And the whole ſcene wants nothing now, 
Except your ferry-boat and cow. 
I had a great deal more to ſay, 
But I am ſent expreſs away, 
To fetch the ſquire's three children down 
To T1s8$1n6 Town from DEI town; 
And ALL en ſays he'll mend my rhime, 
When e'er I write a ſecond time. 


THE 
COBLER OF CRIPPLEGATE'S LETTER 
TO ROBERT LLOYD, A. M. 


NUS'D to verſe, and tir'd, Heav'n knows, 
Of drudging on in heavy proſe, 
Day after day, year after year, 
Which I have ſent the GazETTEER; 
Now, for the firſt time I eſſay 
To write in your own eaſy way. 
And now, O Lroyp, I wiſh I had, 
To go tha: road your ambling pad, 
While you, with all a poet's pride, 
On the great horſe of verſe might ride. 
You leave the road that's rough and ſtoney, 
To pace and whiſtle with your poney ; 
Sad proof to us you're /azy grown, 
And fear to gall your huckle bone, 
For he who rides a nag ſo ſmall, 


There are, and nought gives more offence, 
Who have ſome fay'rite excellence, 
Which evermore they introduce, 
And bring it into conſtant uſe. 
Thus Garrick till in ev'ry part 
Has pauſe, and attitude, and tart : 
The pauſe, I will allow, is good, 
And fo, perhaps, the attitude; 
The ſtart too's fine : but if not ſcarce, 
The tragedy becomes a farce. 
I have too, pardon me, ſome quarrel, 
With other branches of your laurel. 
I hate the ſtile, that ſtil] defends 
Yourſelf, or praiſes all your friends, 
As if the club of wits was met 
To make culogiums on the St; 
Say, muſt the town for ever hear, 
And no Reviewer dare to ſneer, 
Of TroxnToNn's humour, Garricx's nature, 
And CoLMan's wit, and Churcnilti's ſatire; 
Cxuncnailt, who-let it not offend, 
If I make free, though he's your friend, 
And ſure we cannot want excuſe, 
When CauacxLL nam'd for ſmart abuſe 
Cnvncnilt ! who ever loves to raiſe 
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The prieſt, I grant, has ſomething clever, 
A ſomething that will laſt for ever: 
Let him. in part, be made your pattern, 
Whoſe muſe, now queen, and now a ſlattern, 
Trick'd out in Rosc1ADd rules the roaſt, : 
Turns trapes and trollop in the CnosT, 
By turns both tickles us, and warms, 
And, drunk or ſober, has her charms. 

CaRrRICx, to whom with lath and plaiſter 
You try to raiſe a fine pilaſter, 
And found on LI AN and MACBETH, . 
His monument e'en after death, 
Cannricx's a dealer in grimaces, 
A haberdaſher of wry faces, 
A hypoc ite. in all his ſtages, 
Who laughs and cries for hire and wages; 
As undertakers men draw grief 
From on on in their handkerchief, 
Like real mourners cry and ſob, 
And of the r paſſions make a job. 

And Cot MAN too, that little ſinner, 
That efſ1y-weaver, drama-ſpinner, 
Too much the comic & ce will uſe, 
For 'tis the law muſt fird him S$/oes, 
And though he thinks on fame's wide ocean 
He ſwims, and has a pretty motion, 
Inform him, LL oV, for all his grin 
That Harnry F1ELDING holds his chin. 
Now higher ſoar, my muſe, and higher, 
To Bonnet Tano N TON, 4 Eſquire 
The only man to make us laugh, 
A very PETER PARAGRAPH 5 
The grand conducter and adviſer 
In CyxroNnICLE, and ADVERTISER, 
Who ſtill delights to run his rig ; 
On Cit zen and 3 
Good ſenſe, I know, though daſh'd with oddity, 
In TuoxxNToON is no ſcarce commodity : 
Much learning too I can deſery, 
Beneath his perriwig doth lie, 
——] be his pardon, I declare, 
His Po 4 gone for greaſy hair, 
Which now the wag with eaſe can ſerue. 
With dirry ribband in a queue 
But why negle& (his trade forſaking 
For ſcribbl.ng, and for merry-making,) 
With tye to overſhade that brain, 
Which might have ſhewn in Warwicx-Lang ? 
Why nor, with ſpectacles on noſe, 
In chariot lazily repoſe, 
A formal, pompous, deep phyſician, 
HIMSELF A SIGN-POST EXHIBITION ? 
But hold, my Muſe! you run a-head ; 
And where's the clue that ſhall unthread 
The maze, wherein you are entangled ? 
While out of tune the bells are Jaogled 
Through rhimes rough road that ſerve to deck 
My jaded Pegaſus his neck, 
My muſe with LLOYD alone contends ; 
Why then fall foul upon his friends ? 
Unleſs to ſhew like handy-dandy, 
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Now here, now there, with quick progreſſion, 
How ſmartly you can make digreſſion: 

Your rambling ſpirit now confine, 

And ſpeak to LL oV in ev'ry line. 
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On ſlander's dung his muſhroom bays ; 
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Tell me then, LLOoVD, what is't you mean 
By cobbling up a MAGAZINE? 

A MAGAZINE, a wretched Olio 
Purloin'd from quarto and from folio, 
Frota P:mphlet, News-paper, and Book 
Which toſt up by a monthly cook, 
Borrows fine ſhapes, and titles new, 

Of fricaſee or rich ragout, 

Which dunces dreſs, as well as you. 

Say, is“ for you, your wit to coop, 
And tumble through this narrow hoop ? 
The body thrives, and ſo the mind, 
When both are free and unconfin'd ; 

But harneſs'd in like hackney tit, 

To run the monthly ſtage of wit, 

The racer tumbles in the ſhaft, 

And ſhews he was not meant for draft. 
Pot-bellied gluttons, ſlaves of taſte, 
Who bind in leathern belt their waiſt, 
Who lick their lips at ham or haunch, 
But hate to ſee the ſtrutting paunch, 

Full often rue the pain that's felt 

From circumſcription of the belt. 

Thus women too we ideots call, 

Who lace their ſhapes too cloſe and ſmall. 
Tight ſtays, they find, oft end in humps, 
And take, too late, alas! to jumps. 
The chineſe ladies cramp their feet, 
Which ſeem, indeed, buth ſmall and neat, 
While the dear creatures laugh and talk, 
And can do every thing—but walk; 
Thus you, ** whotrip it as you go 

On the light fantaſtic toe, 

And in the Ring are never ſeen, 

Or Rotten-Row of Magazine, | 

Will cramp your muſe in four-foot verſe, 
And find at laſt your caſe your curſe. 

Ci 10 already humbly begs 

You'd give her leave to ſtretch her legs, 
For though ſometimes ſhe takes a leap, 
Yet quadrupeds can only creep. 

While Namby-Pamby thus you ſcribble, 
Your manly genius a mere fribble, 

Pinn'd down, and fickly, cannot vapour, 
Nor dares to ſpring, or cut a caper. 

Rouſe then, for ſhame, your ancient ſpirit ! 
Write a great work ! a work of merit ! 
The conduct of your friend examine, 
And give a PrRoyPKtcyY oF Faminz 
Or like yourſelf, in days of yore, 

Write AcTors, as you did before: 

Write what may pow'rful friends create you. 
And make your preſent friends all hate you. 
Learn not a ſhuffling, ſhambling, pace, 
But go ere@ with manly grace; 

For Ov1D ſays, and pr'y thee heed it, 

Os homini ſublime dedit. 

But if you ſtill waſte all your prime 

In ſpinning Lilliputian rhyme, 

Too long your genius will lie fallow, 

And Rog IRT Ltovyp be RonBtrT SHAL Low, 
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ON RHYME. 


A FAMILIAR FEPISTLE TO A FRIEND, 


RING paper, Aſh, and let me ſend 
My hearty ſervice to my friend. 

How pure the paper looks white! 
What pity 'tis that folks will write, 
And on the face of candour ſcrawl 
With deſperate ink, and heart of gall ! 
Yet thus it often fares with thoſe | 
Who, gay and eaſy in their proſe, 
Incur ill-natures ugly crime, 
And lay about em in their Ayme. 

No man more generous, frank and kind, 
Of more ingenuous ſocial mind, 
Than CxuxcniLL, yet though CHURCHILL hear, 
I will pronounce him too ſevere, 
For, whether ſcribbled ator not, 
He writes no name without a blot. 

Yet let me urge one honeſt plea ? 
Say, is the Muſe in fault or He ? 
The man, whoſe genius thirſts for praiſe, 
Who boldly plucks, not waits the bays; 
Who drives his rapid car along, 
And feels the energy of ſong ; 
Writes, from the _ of the Muſe, 
What ſober reaſon might refuſe. 

My Lord, who lives and writes at eaſe, 
(Sure to be pleas'd, as ſure to pleaſe) 
And draws from filver-ſtand his pen, 
To ſcribble ſonnets now and tien; 
Who writes not what he truly feels, 
But rather what he lily ſteals, 
And patches up in courtly phraſe, 
The manly ſenſe of better days; 
Whoſe dainty Muſe is only kiſt; 
But as his dainty lordſhip liſt, 
Who treats her like a Miſtreſs ſtill, 
To turn her off and keep at will; 
Knows not the labour, pains and ftrife, 
Of him who takes the Muſe to fe. 
For then the poor good-natur'd man 
Muſt bear his hprden as he can; 
And if my lad prove a ſhrew, 
What would you have the huſband do? 

Say, ſhould he thwart her inclination 
To work his own, and her vexation ? 
Or giving madam all her rein, 
Make marriage but a filken chain ? 
Thus we, who lead poetic lives, 
The hen- peck'd culls of vixen wives, 
Receive their orders, and obey, 
Like huſbands in the common way : 
And when we write with too much phlegm, 
The fault is not in us, but them : 
True ſervants always at command, 
We hold the pen ; they guide the hand. 
Why need I urge fo plainga fact 
To you who catch me in the act? 
And ſee me, (ere I've ſaid my grace, 
That is, put S1x in proper place, 
Or with epiſtalary bow, 
Have prefac'd, ag I ſcarce know how.) 
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You ſee me, as I ſaid before, 

Run up and down a page or more, 
Without one word of tribute due 

To friendſhip's altar, and to vou. 
Accept, then, in or out of time, 

My honeſt thanks, though writ in rhyme. 
And theſe once paid, (to obligations 
Repeated thanks grow ſtale vexations, 
And hurt the liberal donor more, 

Than all his lavith gifts before,) 

I ſkip about, as whim prevails, 

Like your own friſky goats in VAL ES, 
And follow where the Muſe hall lead, 
O'er hedge and ditch, o'er hill or mead. 

Well might the * Lordly writer praiſe 
The firſt inventor of Eſſays, 

Where wanton fancy gaily rambles, 
Walks, paces, gallops, trots, and ambles 
And all things may be ſung or ſaid, 

While drowſy Mz Tx0D's gone to bed, 
And bleſt the poet, or the rhymiſt, 

(For ſurely none of the ſublimeſt) 

Who prancing in his eaſy mode; 

Down this epiſtolary road, 

Firſt taught the Muſe to play the fool, 

A truant from the pedant's ſchool, 

And ſkipping, like a taſteleſs dunce, 

O'er all the UN ITIES at once; 

(For ſo we keep but clink and rhyme, 

A fig for Ac Trion, PLACE, and TIME.) 

But critics, (who ſtill judge by rules, 
Tranſmitted down as guides to fools, 
And howſoe'er they prate about em, 
Drawn from wiſe folks who writ without em z] 
Will blame this frolic, wild excurtion, 
Which fancy takes for her diverſion, 

As inconſiſtent with the law, 

Which keeps the ſober Muſe in awe, 
Who dares not for her life diſpenſe, 
With ſuch mechanic chains ſor ſenſe. 

Yet men arg often ap. to blame 
Thoſe errors they'd be proud to claim, 
And if their {ki11, of pigmy fize, 

To glorious darings cannot riſe, 
From critic ſpleen and pedant phlegm, 
Would make all genius creep with them. 

Nay e' en profeſſors of the art, 

To prove their wit betray their heart, 
And ſpeak agaiaſt themſelves, to ſhow, 
What they would hate the world ſhou'd know, 
As when the meaſur'd couplets curſe, 
The manacles of Gothic verſe, 

While the trim bard in eaſy trains, 
Talks much of fetters, clags, and chains ; 
He only aims that you ſhould think, 
How charmingly he makes them clink. 
So have I ſeen in tragic ſtride, 

The hero of the Mourning Bride, 

Sullen and ſulky tread the ſtage : 

Till, fixt attention to engage, 

He flings his fetter'd arms about, 

That all may find Al yRONS0 out. 

Oft have I heard it ſaid by thoſe, 
Who moſt ſhou'd bluſh to be her foes, 
That rhyme's impertinent vexation, 
Shackles the brave imagination, 
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|} Which longs with eager zeal to try 


Her trackleſs path above the ſky, 

But that the clog upon her feet, 

Reſtrains her flight, and damps her heat. 
From Boi. kA u down to his tranſlators, 

Dull paraphraſts, and imitators, 

All rail at metre at the time 


' | They write and owe their ſenſe to rhyme. 


Had nx ſo maul'd his gentle foe, 
Put for that lucky word QuiIxgAuT ? 
Or had his ſtrokes been half ſo fine, 
Without that cloſing name CoTin ? 
Vet dares He on this very theme, 
His own APoLLo to blaſpheme, 
And talk of wars twixt rhyme and ſenſe, 
And murders which enſu'd from thence, 
As if they both reſolv'd to meet, 
Like Theban ſons, in mutual heat, 
- orgetful of the ties of brother, 
"2 maim and maſſacre each other. 

"Tis true, ſometimes to coſtive brains, 
A couplet coſts exceeding pains z 
But where the fancy waits the {kill 
Of fluent eaſy dreſs at will, 
The thoughts are oft, like colts which ſtray 
"rom fertile meads, and loſe their way, 
Clapt up and faſten'd in the pound _ 
Of meaſur'd rhyme, and barren ſound. 


| What are theſe jarring notes I hear, 


Orating harſh diſcord on my ear 

ow ſhrill, how coarſe, th' unſettled tone, 

Alternate *twixt a ſqueak and drone, 

Worſe than the fcrannel pipe of ftraw, 

Or muſic grinding on a ſaw! 

Will none that horrid fiddle break ? 

—0O ſpare it for Graz piN1's ſake. 

"Tis His, and only errs by chance, 

Play'd by the hand of ignorance, 
From this alluſion I infer, 

"Tis not the art, but artiſts err, 


And rhyme's a fliddle, ſweet indeed, 
| When touch'd by thoſe who well can lead, 


V hoſe varied notes harmonious flow, 
in tones prolong'd from ſweeping bow; 
But harſh the ſounds to ear and mind, 
"rom the poor fidler lame and blind, 
"ho begs in muſic at your door. 
And thrums Fark Latin o'er and o'er. 
Some Mil Tox-mad, (an affectation 
Glean'd up from college education) 
Approve no verſe, but that which flows 


© | In epithetic meaſur'd proſe, 


With trim expreſſions daily dreſt 

Stol'n miſapply*d, and not confefly 5 

And call it writing in the ſtile 

Of that great Hou ER of our iſle. 

Whilom, what time, eftſuons and er 

(So proſe js — — ) 4 

Sprinkled with quaint fantaſtic phraſe, 

Uncouth to ears of modern days, | 

Make up the metre, which they call 

Blank, cLAs81cCx BLANK, their All in All. 
Can only blank admit ſublime ? 

Go read and meaſure Dxypzn's rhyme. 

Admire the magic of his ſong, 

See how his numbers roll along, 

With eaſe and ſtrength and varied pauſe, 


Nor cramp'd by ſaund, nor metre's laws Fr 
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Is harmony the gift of rhyme? 

Read, if you can, your Mit Ton's chime; 
Where taſte, not wantonly ſevere, 
May find the meaſure, not the ear, 

As rhyme, rich rhyme, was Dxyorn's choice, 
And blank has Mit To's nobler voice, 
I deem it as the ſubjects lead, 

That either meaſure will ſucceed. 

That rhyme will readily admit 

Of fancy numbers, force and wit ; 

But though each couplet has its ſtrength, 
It palls in works of epic length. 

For who can bear to read or hear, 

Though not offenſive to the ear, 

The mighty BLacxmors gravely ſing 
Of An rnus Palmen, and ARTHUR KING, 
Heroic poems without number, 

Long, lifeleſs, leaden, lulling lumber 
Nor pity ſuch laborious toil, 

And leſs of midnight time and oil? 

Yet glibly runs each jingling line, 
Smoother, perhaps, than yours or mine, 
But till, (though peace be to the dead,) 
The dull, dull poems weigh down lead. 

So have | ſeen upon the road, 

A waggon of a mountain's load, 
Broad-wheel'd and drawn by horſes eight, 
Pair'd like great folks who ſtrut in ſtate : 
While the gay ſteeds, as proud as ſtrong, 
Drag the ſlow tottering weight along, 
Each as the ſteep aſcent he climbs, 
Moves to his bells, and walks in chimes. 

The Muſes dwelt on Ovip's tongue, 
For Ov1p never ſaid, but ſung, 

And Porr (for Por affects the ſame) 
In numbers liſp'd, for numbers came. 
Thus, in hiſtoric page I've read 

Of ſome queen's daughter, fairy - bred, 
Who could not either cough or ſpit, 
Without ſome precious flow of wit, 
While her fair Tips were as a ſpout, 

To tumble pearls and diamonds out. 

Yet though dame nature may beſtow 
This nack of verſe, and jingling flow: 
(And thouſands have that impulſe felt, 
With whom the Muſes never dwelt) 
Though it may ſave the lab'ring brain 
From many a ee pain, 
And while the rhyme preſents itſelf, 
Leaves Byssux untouch'd upon the ſhelf; 
Yet more demand the critic ear, 

Than the two catch-words in the rear, 
Which ſtand like watchmen in the cloſe, 
To keep the verſe from being proſe, 

But when reflection has reſinꝰd 

This boiſt'rous bias of the mind. 

When harmony enriches ſenſe, 

And borrows ſtronger charms from thence, 
When genius ſteers by judgment's laws 
When proper cadence, varied pauſe 

Shew nature's ſtrength combin'd with art, 
And through the ear poſſeſs the heart; 
Then numbers come, and all before 

Is bab, dab, ſcab—mere rhymes—no more. 

Some boaſt, which none could e er impart, 
A ſecret principle of art, 

Which gives a melody to rhyme 
Unknown tv Bards of antient time. 
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And Bort tau leaves it as a rule 

To all who enter Pokus ſchool, 
To make the metre ſtrong and fine, 
Poets write firſt your ſecmmd line. 

"Tis folly 1]1-—No poet flows 

In tuneful verſe, who thinks in proſe ; 
And all the mighty ſecret here 

Lies in the niceneſs of the ear. 

E'en in this merfure, when the muſe, 
With genuine eaſe, her way purſues, 
Though ſhe affect to hide her ſkil1, 
And walks the town in diſhabille, 
Something peculiar will be ſeen N 
Of air, or grace, in ſhape or mien, 
Which will, though careleſly diſplay'd, 
Diſtinguih Ma au from her maid. 

Here, by the wry of cri ic ſample, 
I give the precept and example. 

Four feet, you know, in ev'ry line 

Is Px1on's mentſure, and is mine; 
Yet Taſte wou'd ne*er forgive the crime 
To talk of mine with Px10n's rhyme. 

Yet, take it on a Poet's word, 

There art who fooliſhly have err'd, 
And marr'd their proper tation, 
By ſticking cloſe to — 

A double rhyme is often ſought 
At ſtrange expence of time and thought 
And though ſometimes a lucky hit 


_ | May give a zeſt to Burt rns wit; 


Whatever makes the meaſure halt 

Is beauty ſeldom, oft a fault 

For when we ſee the wit and pains, 
Theewiſtiag of the ſtubborn brains, 

To cramp the ſenſe within the bound 
Of ſome queer double treble ſound : 
Hard is the Muſes's travail, and 'tis plain 
"Tis pinion'd ſenſe, and EAts t in Paix; 
"Tis like a foot that's wrapt about 

With fla-nel in the racking gout. 

But here, methinks, tis more than time 
To wave both ſimile and rhyme ; 

For while, as pen and Muſes pleaſe, 

I talk ſo much of eaſe and eaſe, 


I ſcarce have thought of yours before. 
"Tis true, when writing to one's friend, 
"Tis a rare ſcience when to end, 

As tis with wits a common fin 

To want th* attention to begin. 

80, Sir, (at laſt indeed) adieu, 


Believe me, as you'll find me, true; 


And if henceforth, at any time, 

Arot tro whiſpers you in rhymes 

Or Lady Fancy ſhould diſpoſe 

Your mind ts ſally out in proſe, 

I ſhall receive, with hallow'd awe, 

The Muſe's mail from Fi xxnzy's draw. 


Though the word's mention'd o'er and o'er, 
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A FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 


To 4 FRIEND WHO SENT THE AUTHOR 
4 HAMPER OF WINE, 


Decipit Exemplar witiis imitabile., Hon. 
OND of the looſe familiar vein, 
Which neither tires, nor cracks the brain, 
The Muſe is rather truant grown . 


To buckram works of higher tone; 
And though perhaps her p w*rs of rhyme, 
Might riſe to fancies more ſublime, 
Prefers this eaſy Jown-hill road, 
To dangerous leaps at five-barr'd Op, 
Or ſtarting in the Claſſic race 
Jack-booted for an Erie chace. 
That Bard, as other Bards, divine, 
Who was @ ſacris to the Nine, 
Dan Pz1ox I mean, with natural eaſe, 
(For what's not nature cannot pleaſe) 
Would ſometimes make his rhyming bow, 
And greet his friend as I do now ; 
And howſo'er the critic train 
May hold my judgment rather vainz 
Allow me one fteſemblance true, 
I have my friend, a S#xzyx4zzD * too. 
You know, dear Sir, the Muſes nine, 
Though ſober Maids are wooed in wine, 
And therefore, as beyond a doubt, 
You've found my dangling foible out, 
Send me neQtareous inſpiratiun, 
Though ochers red Intoxication. 
For there are thoſe who vainly uſe 
This grand Elixir of the Muſe, 
And fancy in their apiſh fit, 
An idle trick of maudlin wit, 
Their genius takes a daring flight, 
Bove PixDVs, or PLINLIMMON's height: 
Whilit more of madman than of poet, 
They're drunk indeed, and do not know it. 
The Bard, whoſe charming meaſure flows 
With all the native eaſe of proſe, 
Who, without flaſhy vain pretence, 
Has beſt adorn'd Eternal Senſe, 
Ard, in his chearful moral page, 
Speaks to mankind in every age ; 
Tells us, from folks whoſe ſituation 
Makes them the mark of obſervation, 
Example oft gives Folly riſe, 
And Imitation clings to Vice. 
Exx1vs could never write, tis ſaid, 
Without a bottle in his head; 
And your own Hor Ac quaff d his wine 
In plenteous draughts at Bacenus' ſhrine : 
Nay, Appisox would oft unbend, 
Tindulge his genius wich a friend; 
(For fancy, which is often dry, 
Muſt wet her wings, or cannot fly) 


* Dr. Richard Shepherd, Author of a didacti 
Poem called The Nana og 
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Vhat precedents for fools. to follow 
Are BEN the DEVIL and AroLLo! 
While the great gawky ADMIRATION, 
Parent of ſtupid imitation, 
Intrinſic proper worth neglects, 
And copies Errors and Defects. 
The man, ſecure in ſtrength of Parts, 
[Jas no recourſe to ſhuffling Arts, 
Seeks not his nature to diſguiſe, 
Nor heeds the people's tongues, or eyes, 
His wit, bis faults at once diſplays, 
Careleſs of envy, or of praiſe ; 
And fgibles, which we often find 
Juſt on the ſurface of the mind, 
Strike common eyes, which can't diſcern 
What to avoid, and what to learn. 
Errors in wit conſpicuous grow, 
To uſe Gary's words, like ſpecks in ſnow ; 
Yet it were kind, at leaſt, to make 
Allowance for the merit's ſake ; 
And when. ſuch beauties fill the eye, 
To let the blemiſhes go by. 
Plague on your philoſophic ſots ! 
Ill view the ſun without its ſpots. 
Wits are peculiar in their mode; 
They cannot bear the hackney road 
And will contract habitual ways, 
vv hich ſober people cannot praiſe, 
And fools admire : Such fools I hate; 
— Begone, ye ſlaves, who imitate. 
Poor SpuRIous | eager to deſtroy 
And murder hours he can't enjoy, 
The laſt of witlings, next to dunce, 
Would fain tun Genius all at once, 
But that the wretch miſtakes his aim, 
And thinks a Libertine the ſame. 
Connected as the hand and glove, 
Is Madam Por Ta and Lovs ; 


Shall not He then poſſeſs his Muſe, 


And fetch Cox ix N A from the ſtews, 
The burthen of his amorous verſe, 
And charming melter of his purſe, 
While happy Rx nus tells the name 
Of His and Da uꝝ v's common Flame y 
How will the wretch at Baccavs' ſhrine, 
Betray the cauſe of wit and wine, 
And waſte in bawdy, port, and pun, 
In taſte a very GoT# or Hun, 
Thoſe little hours, of value more 
Than all the round of time before ; 
When fancy brightens with the flaſk, 
And the heart ſpeaks without a maſk ? 
Muſt Tnov, whoſe genius, dull and cool, 
Is muddy as the ſtagnant pool ; 
Whoſe torpid ſoul and ſluggiſh brains, 
Dullneſs pervades, ad Win e diſdains; 
Muſt Thou to nightly taverns run, 
AroLLo's gueſt, and Jonsoxn's ſon? 
And in thy — beaſtly fit, 
Attempt the ſallies of a wit? 
Art thou the child of Prozzvs* choir ? 
Think of the Adage=-Aſs and Lyre*. 
If thou would really ſucceed, 
And be a mimic wit indeed, 
Let Dx VDN lend thee Su ETI T's blows, 
Or like WII I. DavzxAnT loſe your noſe. 


* Aſinus ad Lyram. 
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O Luc1an, Sire of antient wit, 
Who wedding Humovs, didft beget 
Thoſe doctors in the laughing ſchool, 
Thoſe Giant ſons of Riolcurx, 


SwiFT, RAB'LA1S, and Þ that favourite Child, 


Who, leſs excentrically wild, 
Inverts the miſanthropic Plain, 
And hating vices, hates not Man : 
How do I love thy gibing vein ! 
Which glances at the mimic train 
Of ſots, who proud of modern beaux 
Of birth-day ſuits, and tinſel cloaths, 
Affecting cynical grimace 
With philoſophic ſtupid face, 
In dirty hue, with naked feet, 
In rags and tatters, ſtrole the ſtreet; 
Os TENSZVELx exceeding wiſe ; 
But Knaves, and Fools, and walking Lies, 
External Mimicry their plan, 
The monkey's copy after Man. 
Wits too poſſeſs this affectation, 
And live a lite of imitation, 
Are Slovens, Revellers and Brutes, 
Laborious, abſent, prattlers, Mutes, 
From ſome example handed down 
Of ſome great Genius of Renown. 
If AppisoNn, from habit's trick, 
Could bite his fingers to the quick, 
Shall not 1 nibble from deſign, 
And be an App1son to mine? 
If Por x moſt feelingly complains 
Of aching head, and throbbing pains, 
My head and arm his poſture hit, 
And I already ache for wit. 
If Cyuncnilt, following nature's call, 
Has head that never aches at all, 
With burning brow, and heavy eye, 
I'll give my looks and pain the Lye. 
If huge tall words of termination, 
Which aſk a Critic's explanation, 
Come rolling out along with thought, 
And ſeem to ſtand juſt where they ought ; 
If language more in grammar dreſt, 
With greater emphaſis expreſt, 
Unſtudied, unaffected flows, 
In ſome great Wit's converſing.proſe : 
If from the tongue the period round 
Fall into ſtile, and ſwell the ſound, 
"Tis nature which herſelf diſplays, 
And jon xsox ſpeaks a.Joxxg0x's phraſe. 
But can you hear, without a ſmile, 
The formal coxcomb ape his ſtyle, 
Who, moſt dogmatically wiſe, 
Attempts to cenſure, and deſpiſe, 
AﬀeRing what he cannot reach, 
A trim propriety of ſpeech ? 
What though his pompous Language wear 
The grand decifive ſolemn Air, 
Where quaint ANTITHES1s prevails, 
And ſentences are weighed in ſcales, 
Can you bow dow:: with reverend awe 
Before this puppet king of ſtraw ? 
Or huſh'd in mute contention fit, 
To hear this Cx1Tic, PoxT, Wir, 


+ The late inimitable H Nu FISLDING, Eſq, 
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Parr1tosoPHER, all, all at once, 
And to compleat them all this Dux cx? 
All this you'll ſay is mighty fine, 


| But what has this to do with Wine ? 


Have patience and the Muſe ſhall tell 
What you my friend, know full as well, 
Vices in Poets, Wits and Kings, 

Are catching, imit«ble things; 

And frailties ſtanding out to view, 
become the objects fools purſue. 

Thus have | pictures often ſeen, 

Where teatures neicher ſpeak nor mean, 


| Yet ſpite of all, the Face will ſtrike, 


And mads us that it ſhould be like, 
\V hen all the near reſemblance grows, 
From ſcratch or pimple on the Noſe. 

To Poets then (1 mean not here 
The ſcribbling Drudge, or ſcribbling Peer, 
Nor thoſe who have the monthly fit, 
Ihe Lunatics of modern Wit) 
To PotTs Wine is inſpiration, 
Blockheads get drunk in imitation. 

As different Liquors different ways 
Aﬀect the body, ſometimes raiſe 
The fancy to an Eagle's flight, 
And make the heart feel wond'rous light ; 
At other times the circling mug, 
Like LE TAE's draught, or opiate drug, 
Will ſtrike the ſenſes on a heap, 
When Folks talk wiſe, who talk aſleep ; 
A whimfical imagination, 
Might from a whimſical relation, 
How every Author writes and thinks 
Analagous to what he arinks, 
While quaint Conjecture's lucky hit, 


Finds out his bev'rage in his Wit. 


Ye goodly dray-nymph Muſes, hail ! 


And chiefly thou of boaſted fame, 
Of Roman and IMypERIAL name; 
O Purl ! all hail! thy vot'ry ſteals, 
His ſtockings dangling at his heels, 
To where ſome pendant head invites 
The Bard to ſet, his own to rights, 
Who ſeeks thy influence divine, 


| And pours libations on thy ſhrine, 


In wormwood draughts of inſpiration, 


1 To whet his ſoul for defamation. 


Hail too, your Domes ! whoſe Maſter's {kill 
Takes up illuſtrious folks at will, 
And careleſs or of place or name, 
Beheads and ing to public fame 
Fine garter'd Knights, blue, red, or green, 
Lords, Earls and Dukes, nay King, or Queen, 
And ſometimes pairs them both together, 


To dangle to the wind and weather; 


Or claps ſome mighty General there, 
Who has not any head to ſpare. 

Or if it more-his fancy ſuit, 

fiſh, or bird, or brute. 

And lure: the gaping, thirſty gueſt, 

To ScoTT's entire, or TRUEMAN's beſt. 


Ye chequer*d Domes thrice hail ! for hence 


The fire of Wit, the froth of Senſe, 


Here gentle Puns, ambiguous Joke, 


] | Burſt forth orachlar in ſmoke, 


And iy wy pottle deep 
Forgets her ſons, and falls aſleep. 


Mum, Por TER, STiNGO, Mir p and STALL, 
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| ' \While genius, which too oft diſdains 


Hence iſſue Treatiſes and Rhymes, 
The Wit and Wonder of the Times, 
Hence Scandal, Piracies and Lies, 
Defenſive Pamphlets an Exc18x, 
The murd'rous Articles of News, 
And pert THEATRICAL Rgvisws. 
Hither, as to ng repair, 
Bard, Publiſher, and minor Play 'r, 
And o'er the Porter's foaming head 
Their venom'd malice nightly ſhed, 
And aim their batteries of dirt 
At Genius, which cannot hurt. 

Smack not their „if verſe or proſe 
Offend your eye, or ear, or noſe, 
So frothy, vapid, ftale, hum-drum, 
Of STixGo, PoxTER, Puri and Mum? 
And when the muſe politely jokes, 
Cannot you find the Lady ſmokes ? 
And ſpite of all her inſpiration, 
Betrays her alchouſe education? 

Alas ! how very few are found, 
Whoſo ſtyle taſtes neat and full and found ! 
In WII Mor's looſe ungovern'd vein 
There is, I grant, much burnt CHAMPAGNE, 
And DoxstT's lines all palates hit, 
The very BuxGundyY of wit. 
But when, obedient to the mode 
Of panegyric, courtly ode, 


In vain I taſte, and ſip and ſmack, 

I find no flavour of the Sacx. 

But while I ramble and refine 

On flavour, Style, and Wit and Wine, 

Your Claret, which I would not waſte, 

Recalls me to my proper taſte ; 

So ending, as 'tis more than time, 

At once my Letter, glaſs and rhyme, 

I take this bumper off to you, 

"Tis SHEFKERD's health—dear friend, adieu. 


The bard beftrides his annual hack, | 
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THE'CANDLE AND SNUFFERS. 


A F A B L Ez, 


60 O author ever ſpar'd a brother: 

60 Wits are game cocks to one another.” 

But no antipathy ſo ſtrong, 

Which acts ſo fiercely, laſts ſo long 

As that which rages in the breaſt 

Of critic, and of ⁊uit p.ofeſt: 

When, eager for ſome bold emprize, 

Wir, Titan-like, affects the ſkies, 

When, full of energy divine, 

The mighty dupe of all the nine, 

Bids his kite ſoar on paper wing, 7 

The critic comes, an\cuts the itring ; 

Hence dire contention often grows 28 

Twirt man of verſy, and man of proſe; 

While proſe - man deems the verſe · man fool, 

And meaſures wit by line and rule, 

And, as he lops off fancy's limb, 

Turns execufioner of wWhim; 
You. VII. 


ö 


To bear e'en le chains; 
(Such as a ſheriff's ſelf might wear 


or grace the wiſdom of a may'r) 70 
Turns rebel to dame Rzason's throne "UG. 


And holds no judgment like his own. 
Yet while they ſpatter mutual dirt, 

In idle threats that cannot hurt, 

Methinks they waſte a deal of time, 


I Both fool in proſe, and fool in rhyme | 


And whenthe angry bard exclaims, 

And calls a thouſand paltry names, 

He doth his critic mighty wrong, _ 

And hurts the dignity of ſong.* 
The prefatory matter paſt 


The tale, or ſtory, comes at laſt. _ 


A candle ſtuck in flaring ſtate 
Within the nozzle of French plate, 
Tow'ring aloft with ſmoaky light, 3 
The ſnuff and flame of won*drous height, 
(For, virgin yet of amputation, 
No force had check'd its inclination) 
Sullen addreſs'd with conſcious pride, 
The Dormant ſnuffers at his fide. | 
«© Mean vulgar toolz, whoſe envious aim 
Strikes at the vitals of my flame, 
© Yourrude aſſaults ſhall hurt no more, | 
© Sce how my beams triumphant ſoa?! — 
See how I gayly blaze alone 
Wich ftrength, with luſtre all my own. 

&« Luſtre, good fir '” the ſnuffers cried, 
& Alas! how ignorant is pride 
„Thy light which wavers round the room, 
© Shews as the counterfeit of gloom, 
© Thy ſnuff which idly tow'rs ſo high 
% Will waſte thy effence by and by, 
* Which, as I prize thy luſtre dear 
6 ] fain would lop to make thee clear. 
6 Boaſt not, old friend, thy random rays, 
Thy waſting ſtrength, and quiv'ring blase; 


“ You ſhine but as a beggar's link, 


To burn away, and die in tink, 

© No merit waits unſteady light, 

« You muſt burn true as well as bright.” * 
Poets like candles all are puffers, | 

And critics are the candle ſnuffers. 


4 


THE TEMPLE or FAVOUR, 
| TO Ani KEN RICE. « 


122 pilot in the ſhip no more, 
To bring the cargo ſafe to ſnore“?; 
Permit, as time and place afford, ö 
A paſſenger to come aboard. 
The ſhepherd who ſurvey'd the deep, 
When all its tempeſts were aſleep, 


* When this was publiſhed in the” Saint James's 


Magazine Mr. Lloyd had relinquiſhed the condu& 


| of that work to Mr. Kenrick. 
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Dreamt not of danger; glad was be 
To fell his flock, and put to fea : 
The conſequence has Es or told, 

He loſt his venture, 17 and gold. 
So fares it with, us ſons of rhyme, 
From doggrel wit, to wit ſublime ; 

On ink's calm ocean all ſeems clear, 
No ſands affright, no rocks appear; 
No lightnings blaſt, no thunders roar, 
No furges laſh the peaceful ſhore ; 
Till, all too vent*rous from the land, 
The tempeſts daſh us on the ſtrand : 
Then the low pirate boards the deck, 
And ſons of theft enjoy the wreck. 

The harlot muſe ſo paſſing gay; 
Bewitches only to betray ; 

Though for a while, with eaſy air, 
She ſmooths the rugged brow of care, 
And laps the mind in flow'ry dreams, 
Wirth fancy's tranſitory gleams. 

Fond of the nothings ſhe beſtows, 

We wake at laſt to real woes. 
Through ey*ry age, in ev'ry place, 
Conſider well the poet's caſe ; 

By turns protected and careſs'd, 
Defam'd, dependent, and diftreſs'd ; 
The joke of wits, the bane of ſlaves, 
The curſe of fools, the butt of knaves ; 
Too proud to ſtoop for ſervile ends, 
To lacquey rogues, or flatter friends 
With prodigality to give, 

Too careleſs of the means to live: 

The bubble fame intent to gain, 

And yet too lazy to maintain; 

He quits the world he never priz'd, 

Pitied by few, by more deſpis'd 3 

And loſt to friends, oppreſs'd by foes, 

Sinke to the nothing whence he roſe. 

O glorious trade, for wit's a trade, 
Where men ate ruin d more than made. 
Let craty Lx E, neglected Ga v, 

The ſhabby OTway, Dx YDEN grey, 

Thoſe tuneful ſervants of the nine, 

Not that I blend their name with mine) 
epeat their lives, their works, their tame, 

And teach the world ſome uſeful ſhame. 

At firſt the Poet idly ſtrays 

Along the greenſward path of praiſe, 

'Till on his journies up and down, 

To ſee, and to be ſeen, in town, 

What with ill-natur'd flings and rabs 

Prom flippant bucks, and hackney ſcrubs, 

Miao ough duſt, through dirt, through gravel, 
ake off hls appetite for travel. 

Tranſient is fame's immediate breath, 

Though it blows ſtronger after death; 
Own then, with MazT1At, after fate 
If glory comes, ſhe comes too late. 

For who'd his time and labour give 

For praiſe, by which he cannot live 

But in At ol 1 0's court of fame 
(In this all courts are much the ſame) 
By Fa vou folks muſt make their way, 
Favour, which laſts, perhaps, a day, 
And when you've twirl'd yourſelf about 


To wriggle in, you're wriggled our, 
"Tis from the ſuniiine of her eyes 
Auch courtly inſeR Lives or dies 3 
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Tis ſhe diſpenſes all the graces * 
Of profits, penſions, honours, places 
And in her light capricious fits , 
Makes wits of fools, and fools of wit, 
Gives vices, folly, dullneſs birth, | 
Nay ſtamps the currency on worth 


And even Kiſſing goes by Her. 

Far in the ſea a temple ſtands 

Built by dame Exnor's haſty hands, 

Where in her dome of lucid ſhells 

The viſionary goddeſs dwells, 

Here o'er her ſubject ſons of earth 
Regardleſs or of place, or worth, 

She rules triumphant z and ſupplies 

The gaping world with hopes and lies, 

Her throne, which weak and tort'ring ſeems, 
Is built upon the wings of dreams 
The fickle winds her altars bear 

Which quiver to the ſhifting air; 

Hither hath R x asox ſeldom brought 

The child of Via Tu br of Tuovenr, 
And jus rie with her equal face, 

Finds this, alas! no throne of Grace. 

CArkiex, Orixion, FASkion wait, 

The porters at the temple's gate, 

And as the fond adorers preſs 

Pronounce fantaſtic happineſs ; 

While Favour with aSyzxex's ſmilt, 
Which might UL ysses' ſelf begulle, 
Preſents the ſparkling bright libation, 

The Nectar of intoxication 

And ſummoning her ev'ry grace 

Of winning charms, and chearful face; 
Smiles away Reaſon from his throne, 

And makes his votaries her own : 

Inſtant reſounds the voice bf fame; Mo 
Caught with the whiſtlings of their name, 
'The fools grow frantic, 1n their pride 
Contemning all the world beſide: 

Pleas'd with the gewgaw toys of pow'r, 
The noify pageant of an hour, 

Struts forth the ſtateſman, haughty, vain, 
Amidſt a ſupple ſervile train, 

With ſhrug, grimace, nod, wink, and ſhare, 
So proud, he almoſt treads in alr ; | 
While levee-fools, who ſue for place, 
Crouch for emplayment from his Grace, 
And e'en good Bi „taught to trim, 
Forſake their Gop to bow to him. 

| The Poet in that happy hour, 
Imagination in his pow'r, 

Walks all abroad, and unconfin'd, 

Enjoys the liberty of mind: : 

Pupe to the ſmoke of flimſy praiſe, 

He vomits forth ſonorous lays ;, 

And, in his fine poetic rage, A 
Planning, poor ſoul, a deathleſs page, 
Indulges pride's fantaſtic whim, 

And all the Woxi » muſt wake to 1K. 

A while from feat, from envy free, 
He ſleeps on a parific ſea ; 
Lethargic Exxok for a White 
Deceives him with her ſpecious ſmile, 
And flatt'ring dreams deluſi ve ſhed 
Gay gilded viſions round his head. 
When, ſwik as thought, the goddeſs lewd 
Shifts the light gate ; and tempeſts rudey, 


*Tis the that lends the muſe a ſpur; \ 
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uch as the nörthern ſkies deform, 
When fell DzsTxVcTtoN guides the ſtorm, 
Tranſport him to ſome dreary iſle | 
Where Favour never deign'd to ſmile. 
Where waking, helpleſs, all alone, 
Midſt craggy ſteeps and rocks unknown; 
Sad ſcenes of woe his pride confound, 
And DESsOLA TiO ſtalks around. 
Where the dull months no pleaſures bring, 
And years roll round without a ſpring ; 
Where He all hopeleſs, loſt, undone, 
Sees chearleſs days that know no ſun ; 
Where jibing $Scorx her throne maintains, 
Midſt mildews, blights, and blaſts, and rains. 
Let others, with ſubmiſſive knee, 
Capricious goddeſs ! bow to Thee; 
Let them with xt inceſſant aim 
Court fickle favour, faithleſs fame; 
Let vanity's faſtidious ſlave 
Loſe the kind moments nature gave, 
In invocations to the ſhrine 
Of Phabus and the fabled Nine, 
An Author to his lateſt days, 
From hunger, or from thirſt of praiſe, 
Let him through every fubje& roam 
= bring the uſeful morſel home 3 
rite upon LINEA Ty oppreſt, 
Qn wk we when . 
Turn bookſeller's obſequious tool, 
A monkey's cat, a mere fool's foob ; 
Let him, unhallow'd wretch ! profane 
The muſe's dignity for gain, 
Yield to the dunce his ſenſe contemns, 
Cringe to the knave his heart condemns, 
And, at a blockhead's bidding, force 
Reluctant genius from his courſe 3 
Write ode, epiſtle, eſſay, libel, 
Make notes, or ſteal them, for the bible 3 
Or let him, more judicial, fit, 
The dull Lord Chief, on culprit wit, 
With rancour rea with paſſion blame, 
Talk high, yet fear to put his name, 
And from the dark, but uſeful ſhade, 
— place for murd' rous ambuſcade,) 
eak monthly ſhafts at merit hurl, 
The Git pox of ſome modern Cunt. 
For me, by adverſe fortune plac d 
Far from the colleges of taſte, 
I joſtle no poetic name; 
1 — wn wr proper fame; 
And if ſometimes an eaſy vein, 
With no deſign, and little pain, 
Form'd into verſe, hath pleas'd a while, 
And caught the reader's tranſient ſmile, 
My muſe hath anſwer'd all her ends, 
Pleaſing herſelf, while pleas'd her friends 3 
| But, fond of liberty, diſdains 
"To bear reſtraint, or elink her chains; 
Nor would, to gain a Monarc#'s Favoury 
Let dulneſs, or her ſons, enſlave her *. 


* Theſs two laſt lines were added by Mr. Kenrick ; 
w whom the piece was originally addreſſed, 
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| THE SPIRIT OF CONTRADICTION. 


A T AL . 


HE very fillieſt things in life 
Create the moſt material ſtrife. 
What ſcarce will ſuffer a debate, 
Will oftproduce the bittereſt hate. 
It it, you ſay; I ſay tis not— 


Why you grow warm—and you are hot. 
| Thus each alike with paſſion glows, 


And words come firſt, and, after, blows. 
Friend Ix x x1x had an income clear, 

Some fifteen $, or more, 'a year, 

And rented, on the farming plan, 

Gyoounds at much greater ſums per ann. 

A man of conſequence, no doubt, 

Mongſt all his neighbours round about 3 

He was of frank and open mind, 

Too honeſt to be much refin'd, 

Would ſmoke his pipe, and tell his tale, 

Sing a good ſong, and drink his ale. 
His wife was of another mould 3 

Her age was neither young nor old; 

Her features ſtrong, but ſomewhat plain; 

Her air not bad, but rather vain ; | 

Her tempex neither new nor ſtrange, ' 

A woman's, very apt to change 

What ſhe.moſt hated was conviction, 

What ſhe moſt lov'd, flat ConTrxADICTION. 
A charming houſewife ne'ertheleſs ; 

— Tell me a thing ſhe could notdreſs, 

Soups, haſhes, pickles, puddings, pies, 

Nought came amiſs—ſhe was ſo ⁊uiſe. 

For ſhe, bred twenty, miles. from. town, 

Had brought a world of breeding down, 

And Cumberland had ſeldom ſeen 

A farmer's wife with ſuch a mein: 

She could not bear the ſound of Dame; 

— No—AMifireſs IMK IN was her name. 
She could harangue with wond'rous grace 

On gowns and mobs, and caps and lace 

But though ſhe ne'er adorn'd hfs brows, 

She had a vaſt contempt for ſpouſe, 

As being one who tcok no pride, 

And was a deal too countrified. 

Such were our couple, man and wife; 

Such weretheir means and ways of life. 
Once on a time, the ſeaſon fair 

For exerciſe and chearful air, 

It happen d in his morning's roam, 


He kill'd his birds and brought them home. 


— Here, CiczT v, take away my gun 
How ſhall we have theſe ſtarlings done? 
Dane! what my ,? Your wits are wild; 
Starlings, my dear; they're thruſhes child. 
Nay now but look, conſider, wife, 
They're ſtarling No- upon my life ; 
Sure ] can judge as well as you, 
know a thruſh and.ſtarlng too. 
Who was it ſhot them, you or I ? 
They're ſtarlings—thruthes—2zounds you lie. 
Pray, Sir, take. back. your dirty ward, - 
1 ſcorn your language af 1 bird i 

2 * 
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It ought to make a Hhiaſband bluſh, 

To treat a wife ſo bout a thruſh. 

Thruſh,” Cicely !-—Y es—a ſtarling—No, 

The lie again, and then a blow. 

Blows carry ſtrong and quick conviction, 

And mar the pow'rs of contradiction. 

Peace ſoon enſued, and all was well: 

It were imprudence to rebel, 

Or keep the ball up of debate 

Againſt theſe arguments of weight. 
A year roll'd on in perfect caſe, 

*T was as you lite, and what you pleaſe, 

Till in its courſe and order due, 3 

Came March the twentieth, fifty- two. 

Quoth Cicely, this is charming life, 

No tumults now, no blows, no ſtrife. 

What fools wg were this day laſt year ! 

Lord, how you beat me then, my dear ! 

Sure it was idic and abſurd 

To wrangle ſo about a bird; 

A bird not worth a fingle ruſh— 

A ftarling—-no, my love, a thruſh, 

That 1'!1 maintain—that I'll deny. 

w=Y ou're wrong, good huſband—wife, you lie, 
Again the ſelf ſame wrangle roſe, 

Again the lye, again the blows. 

Thus every year (true man and wife) 

Enſues the ſame domeſtic ſtrife. 

Thus every year their quarrel ends, a 

They argue, fight, and buſs, and friends; 

You dog, you b—; my dear, my darling. 


. * 


A FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO *#**** 


HAT), three months gone, and never 
A ſingle letter to a friend? ; 

In that time, ſure, we might have known 
Whether you fat or lean was grown; 
Whether your hoſt was ſhort or tall, 
Had manners good, or none at all ; 
Whether the neighb'ring ſquire you found 
As mere a brute as fox or hound; 

Or if the parſon of the place 

(With all due rev'rence to his grace) 
Took much more pains himſelf to keep, 

Than to inſtruct and feed his ſheep z 

At what hour of the day you dine ; 

Whether you drink beer, punch, or wine; 

Whether you hunt, or ſhoot, or ride ; 

Or, by ſome muddy ditch's ſide, 

Whichgou, in viſionary dream, 

Call bubbling rill, or purling ſtream, 

Sigh for ſome aul ward country laſs, 
Who muſt of conſequence ſurpaſs 

All that is beautiful and bright, 

As much as day ſurpaſſes night; - 

Whether the people eat and drink, 

Or ever talk, or ever think; 

If, to the honour of their parts, 

The men have hnads, the women hearts? 
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Or is it that you make pretence, 
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If the moon riſes and goes down, 

And changes as ſhe does in tewn 

If you've returns of night and day, 

And ſeaſons varying roll away; 

Whether your nfind exalted wooes 

Th' embraces of a ſerious mule ; 

Or if you write, as I donow, 

The L—d knows what, the L d knows how. 

Theſe, and a thouſand things like theſe, 

The friendly heart are ſure to pleaſe. 
Now will my friend turn up his eyes, 

And look ſuperlatively wiſe ; 

Wonder what all this tuff's about, 

And how the plague I found him out l 

When he had taken ſo much pains, 

In order to regale his brains 

With privacy and country air, 


That any perſon breathing goes 

On ſuch a ſcheme, with a deſign 

To write or read ſuch ſtuff as mine, 

And idly waſte his precious time 

In all th' impertinence of rhyme. 
My good, wiſe, venerable fir! 

Why about nonſenſe all this ſtir ! 

Is it, that you would ſtand alone, 

And read no nonſenſe but your own 3 


{Though you're (to tell you, by and bye) 


Not half ſo great a fool as I; 


Being a fool, to have ſome ſenſe ? 

And would you really have my muſe 
Employ yourſelf in writing news, 
And moſt unconſcianably teize her 
With rhyming to Warſaw and Weſer; 
Or toſs up a poetic olio, 
Merely to bring in Marſhal Broglio ? 
Should I recite what now is doing, 
Or what for future times is brewing, 
Or triumph that the poor French ſee all 
Their hopes defeated at Montreal, 
Or ſhould your attention carry 
To Fred'rick, Ferdinand, or Harry, 
Of flying Ruſſian, daftard Swede, 
And be filed Auſtria let you read 
Or gravely tell with what deſign ; 
The youthful Henry paſs'd the Rhine? 


Or ſhould I ſhake my empty head, 


And tell you that the king is dead, 
Obſerve what changes will enſue, 

What will be what, and who'll be whay 
Or leaving theſe things to my betters, 
Before you ſet the ſtate of letters ! 

Or ſhould I tell domeſtic jars, 

How author againſt author wars, 

How both with mutual envy rankling, 
Fr—k-—n damns M-—rp—y, M—rp—y Frok=—n? 
Or will it more your mind engage 

To talk of actors and the ſtage, 

To tell, if any words could tell, 

What Garrick acts ſtill, and how well, 
That SKERIDAN with all his care 

Will always be a labour'd play'r, 


And that his acting at the beſt 


1s all but art, and art confeſt ; 


To go, no ſoul alive knew where | } 
Beſides, *tis folly to ſuppoſe 4; 
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That BID E“, if reaſon may preſume 

To judge by things paſt, things to come, 
In future times will tread the ſtage, 
Equally form'd for love and rage, | 
Whilſt Por E for comic humour fam'd, 
Shall live when CL IvR no more is nam d. 

Your wiſdom I ſuppoſe can't bear 

About dull pantomime to hear; 

Nor would you have a fingle word 

Of Harlequin, and wooden ſword, | 
Of dumb ſhew, fools tricks, and wry faces, 
And wit which lies all in grimaces, 

Nor ſhould I any thing advance 

Of new invented comic dance. 

Callous, perhaps, to things like theſe, 
Would it your worſhip better pleaſe, 
That 1, more loaden than the camels, 
Should crawl in philoſophic trammels ? 
Should I attack the ſtars, and ſtray 
In triumph o'er the milky way, 

And-like the TITANS try to move 

From ſeat of empire royal Jovx, 

Then ſpread my terrors all around, 

And his Satellites 1 

Teach the war far and wide to rage, 

And ev'ry ſtar by turns engage? 

The danger we ſhould ſhare between us, 
You fight with Maxs and with VENUS. 

Or ſhould I rather, if I cou'd, 

Talk of words little underſtood, 
Centric, excentric, epicycle, 

Fine words the vulgar ears to tickle ! 
A vatuum, plenum, gravitation, 
And other words of like relation, 
Which may agree with ſtudivus men, 
But hurt my teeth, and gag my pen; 
Things of ſuch grave and ſerious kind 
Puzzle my head and plague my mind ; 
Beſides in writing to a friend 

A man may any nonſenſe ſend, 

And the chief merit's to impart, 

'The honeſt feelings of his heart. 


CHARITY. A FRAGMENT. 
INSCRIBED Ts THE REV. MR. HANRURY., 


OR TH is excis'd, and Virtue pays 
A heavy Tax for barren praiſe. 

A friend to univerſal Man, 
Is ugiverſal good your plan? 
Cop may perhaps your project bleſs 
= man ſhall ſtrive to thwart ſucceſs. 

hough the grand ſcheme thy thoughts purſue 
Beſpeak a noble generous view, _—_ 
Where CnARIT V o'er all prefides, 
And Szxszx approves what Viz Tue guides, 


* Miſs Bride an Actreſs then of Drury-Lane The- 


atre, who ſoon after quitted the 8 See her cha- 
rafteria the Roſciad. | * 


; 
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Yet wars and tumults will commence, 

For Rogues hate virtue, Blockheads ſenſe, 
Believe me, Oppoſition grows | 

Not always from our real foes, 

But (where it ſeldom ever ends) 

From our more dangerous ſeeming friends. 

I hate not foes, for declare, 


| 


|'Tis War for War, and dare who dare; 


But your ſly, ſneaking, worming owls, 


Who praiſe, ſupport, and help by halves, 
Like Heifers, neither Bulls, nor Calves ; 
Who, in Hypocriſy's diſguiſe, 

Are truly as the Serpent wiſe, | 

But cannot ALL the precept love, 

And be as harmleſs as the Dove. 


Who hold each charitable meeting, 


To mean no more than good ſound eating; 
While each becomes a hearty fellow 
According as he waxes mellow, 

And kindly helps the main deſign, 


By drinking its ſucceſs in wine; 


And when his feet and ſenſes reel, 
Totters with correſpondent zeal ; 
Nay, would appear a patron wiſe, 


But that his wiſdom's in diſguiſe, 
And would harangue, but that his mouth, 


Which ever hates the ſin of drought, 
Catching the full perpetual glaſs, 
Cannot afford a word to paſs. 

Such, who like true Churchwardens eat, 


] Becauſe the Pariſh pays the treat, 


And of their bellyful ſecure, ; 

O'erſee, or over-lock the poor; 

Who would no doubt be wond'rous juſt, 

And faithful Guardians of their truſt, 
But think the deed might run more clever 

To them and to their Heirs for ever, 

That Charity, too apt to roam, 

Might end, where ſhe begins, at home 3 
Who make all public good a trade, 
Benevolence a mere parade, 

And Charity a cloak for ſin, 

To keep it ſnug and warm within 

| Who flatter, only to betray, 

Who promiſe much and never pay, 

Who wind themſelves about your heart 

With hypocritic, knaviſh art, 

Tell you what wond'rous things they're doing, 
And undermine you to your ruin; 
Such, or of low or high eſtate, 

To ſpeak the honeſt truth, I hate: 

[ view their tricks with indignation, 
And loath each fulſom proteſtation, 
As I would loath a whore's embrace, 
Who ſmiles, and ſmirks, and ſtrokes 
And all fo tender, fond, and kind, 
As free of body, as of mind, 
Affects the ſoftneſs of the Dove, 
And p—xes me to ſhew her Love. 
The Maiden wither'd, wrinkled, pale, 
Whoſe charms, tho” ſtrong, are rather ftale, 
Will uſe that weapon call'd a tongue, a 
To wound the beauteous and the young. .. 

— What, Dz TIA handſome —well I own 
I'm either blind or ſtupid grown. 

— The girl is well enough to paſs, 

A roſy, fimple, ruſtic laſs, 
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But there's no meaning in ker face, 
And then her air, fo void of grace ! 
And all the world, with Ralf an eye, 
ſee her ſhape grows quite awry. 
I ſpeak not from an ill deſign, 
For ſhe's a favourite of mine, 
Though I could wiſh that ſhe would wear 
A more reſerv'd becoming air ; "Fi 
Nat that I hear of indiſcretions, 
Such fotks, vou know, make no confeſſions, 
Though the Won L b ſays, that Parſon there, 
That fmock-fac'd Man with darkiſh hair, 
He who wrote verſes on her bird, 
The ſimpleſt things I ever heard, 
Makes frequent vifits there of late, 
And is become excecding great; 
This I myſelf aver is true, 
1 faw him lead her to his pew. 

Thus ſcandal, like a falſe quotation 

Mifrepreſents in defamation ; 
And where ſhe haply cannot ſpy 
A loop whereon to hang alye, 
Turns every action wrong fide out 
Fo bring her paultry tale about. 

Thus Excellence of every kind, 

Whether of body or of mind, 

Is but a mark ſet upon high, 

For knaves to guide their arrows by, 

A mere Scotch Poſt for public itch, 

Where Hog, or Man, may ſcrub his breech, 

But thanks to nature, which ordains 

A juſt reward for all our pains, 

And makes us ſtem, with ſecret pride, 
Hoarſe Dis ATTOIN TNMEN T's rugged tide, 
And like a fordly ſhip, which braves 
The roar of winds, and ruſh of Waves, 
Weather all ſtorms, which jealous Hate 
Or frantic Malice m ay create. 

*Tis ConsCIENCE, a reward alone, 
CoxgcizNnerx, who plac'd on Virtue's throne, 

Eyes raging men, or raging ſeas, 
Undaunted, firm, with heart at eaſe. 

From her dark Cave, though EN v riſe 
With hollow cheeks, and jaundic'd eyes, 
Though Harb lexgue with Fol y vain, 
And SyLEEN and Rax co Join the train 3 
Shall Via ru ſhrink), abaſh'd, afraid, 

And tremble at an idle ſhade ? | 

Fear works upon the Fool, or Knave, 

An honeſt man is always brave. 

While Oyr051T10N's fruitleſs aim 

Is as the bellows to the flame, 

And, like a Pagan perſecution, 

Enforce: FAl r and RxgoLuTION, 
Though prejudice in narrow minds, 

The mental eye of reafon blinds ; 

Though WIr, which not eben friends will ſpare, 

Aﬀett the ſneering, laughing air, 

Though Dvt1Nxzss, in her monkiſh gown, 

Diſplay the W1s 00M of a frown, 

Yet Tau will force herſelf, in ſpite 

Of all their efforts, into light. 
See Bigot Monks in Spain prevail, 

See GALIL 0 dragg'd to gaol : 

Hear the grave Doctors of the ſchools, 

The Colgetha of learned Fools, 


As damnable and ipiou⁴ brand 
That art they — ungerſtand, 


* 


And out of zeal pervert the Bible, 

As if it were OE Os 

On every good and uſeful plan 

| That rifes in the brain of man. | 
O BrcoTay ! whoſe frantic rage 

Has blotted half the claſſic page, 


And in Religion's drunken fit, 
{ Murder'd the Greck and Roman wit; 


| Who zealous for that mk encreaſe, 
Whoſe way: are righteouſneſs and peace, 

With rods and whips, and ſword, and axe, 

With priſons, tortures, flames and racks, 

With perſecution's fiery goad, + 

| Enforcing ſome new-fangl'd mode, 


To raiſe ſome phantom of thy own 
Alas! the fury undiſcerning, 

Which blaſts, and ſtunts, and hews up Learning, 
Like an ill-judging zealous friend, 
Blaſphemes that Wiſdom you defend. 

{ Go, kick the proſtituted whores, 
The nine ſtale wirgins out of doors; 
For let the Abbeſs beat ber drum, 
Eleven thouſand troops ſhall come; 

All female forms, and virgins true, 

As ever Saint or Poet knew. 

{And glorious be the honour'd name 

Of WinirzzDx, of SAINT ESD fame, 
Who to the Church like light' ning ſped, 
And ran three miles without her head ; 


(Well might the modeſt Lady run, 


Since twas to her maiden one) 

And when before the congregation 

The Prince fell dead for reparation, 

Secure of Life as well as Honour, 

Ran back with both her heads upon kerg 
No matter of what ſhape or fize, 


| Gulp down the Legendary Lies, 


Believe,” what neither God ordains, 

Nor Chriſt allows, nor ſenſe maintains; 
Make Saint of Pope, or Saint of Thief, 
Believe almoſt in undetief ; 

Yet with thy ſolemn prieſtly air, 

By book and bell, and candle ſwear, 
That God has made his own elect 

But from your ſtem and favourite ſect; 
That He who made the world, has bleſt 
As if th' Allmerciful and juſt, 

Who form'd us of one common duſt, 
Had render'd up his qwn degree, ' 
And lent his attributes to thee. 

Thus his own eyes the Bigot blinds, 
To ſhut out tight from human minds, 
And the clear truth (an emanation 
From the great Author of creation, 

A beam mitted from on high, * 
To bring us nearer to the ſky, 

While ev'ry path by ſcience trod 

Leads us with wonder up to God,] 

Is doom' d by Ignorance to make 

Atonement at the Martyr's ſtake; 

Though, like pure gold, th' illuſtrious dame, 
Comes-forth the brighter from the flame. 

No perſecution will avail ; 

No inquilſition racks, nor gaol ; 

When Learning's more enlight*ned 

Shall drive theſe ſickly fogs away 3 


| Would pluck down Rx ASO from her throne 
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A thank call pay her more, 
'Than all ay batch hurt before. 
See Shame and Scorn await on thoſe | 
Who poorly dar'd to be her foes, 

But will the grateful voice of fame 
Sink Truth, and Gat1t 0's name 

How wilful, obſtinate, and blind, 

Are the main herd of human kind 8 
Well ſaid the Wit, who well had tried 
That malice which his Parts defied, 
When merit's ſun begins to break, 

The Dunces ſtreteh, and ſtrive to wake, 
And amity of Dunce with Dunce, 
Fingers out Genius all at ence. 

As you may find the honey out, 
By ſeeing all the flies about. | 
All ugly Women hate a toaſt ; 

The goodlieſt fruit js pick'd the moſt 
The ivy winds about the oak, | 
And to the faireſt comes the ſmoke. 

Eſcap'd the dangers of the deep, 

When Gurt fell faft aſleep, 
Stretch'd on the Lilliputian ſtrand, 

A Giant in a pigmy Land; f 
Watchful againſt impending harms, 
All Lilliput cried out, To arms; 
The trumpets echoed all around, 

The Captain ſlept exceeding ſound, 
Though crowds of undiſtinguiſh'd fize 
Aſſail'd his body, legs, and thighs, 
While clouds of arrows flew apace, 
And fell like feathers on his face. 
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Peace to all ſuch, if peace can dwell 
With thoſe who bear about a hell, 
Who blaſt all worth with envy's breath, 
By their own feelings ſtung to death. 
None but a weak and braifſleſs fool, 
Undiſciplin'd in fortune's ſchool, 
Can hope for favours from the wit: 
| He pleads preſctiption to forget, 
Unnotic'd let him live or rot, 
And, as forgetful, be forgot, 
Moſt wags, whoſe pleaſure is to ſmoke, 
Wou' d rather loſe their friend, than joke; 
A man in rags looks ſomething queer, 
And n 
That jeſt, alike all witlings ſuits, 
Which lies no further than the beots. 
Give me the man whoſe open mind 
Means ſocial good to all mankind ; 
Who when his friend, from fortune's round; 
Is toppled headlong to the ground, 
Can meet him with a warm embrace, 
| =o wipe __ tear 2 
Who, not ſelf-taught dly wi 
Seeks more to comfort e 
Who leſs intent to ſhine pleaſe, 
Wears his own mirth with native caſe, 
| And is from fenſe, from nature's plan, 
Ine jovial gueſt, the honeſt man; 
In ſhort, whos: picture, painted true, 
n ev'ry point reſembles you. 

And will my friend for once excuſe, 
This offering of a lazy muſe ? 

oft lazy, —leſt you think her not, 
['11 draw her picture on the ſpot. 
A perfect eaſe the dame enjoys; 
Three chairs her indolence employs: 
| On one ſhe ſquats her cuſhion'd bum, 
| Which would not rife, though kings ſhould come 
l 


An arm lolls dangling o'er another 
A leg lies couchant on its brother, 
To make her look ſupremely wiſe, 
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AN EPISTLE TO MR. W. WOTTY, Aten like wiſdom in difguiſe, 


HE praiſe of Genius will offend | 
A foe no doubt, ſometimes a friend ; 

But curſe on genius, wit, and parts; 
The thirſt of ſcience, love of arts, 
If inconſiſtent with the plan 
Of ſocial good from man tb man. 
For me, who will, may wear the bays, 
I value not ſuch idle praiſe : 
Let wrangling wits abuſe, defame, 
And quarrel for an empty name, 
What's in this ſhuffling pace of rhyme, 
Or grand pax ſtride of Riff ſublime, 
That vanity her trump ſhould blow, 
And look with ſcorn on folks below ? 
Are wit and folly cloſe ally'd, 
And match'd like poverty, with pride ? 
When rival bards for fame contend, 
The poet often ſpoils the friend; 
Genius ſelf-center'd feels alone 
That merit he eſteems his own, 
And cold, o'er-jealous, and ſevere, 
Hates, like a Turk, a brother near 5 
Malice ſteps in, good nature flies, 
Folly prevails, and fijggdthip dies. 


4 


The weed which firſt by rr brought 
she ſmokes, and ſmokes ; without all feeling 
Save as the eddies climb the cieling, 

And waft about their mild perfume, 

She marks their p 
When pipe forſakes 
A pot of beer prevents her drought, 
Which with pot at ons pottle deep 

Lulls the poor maudlin muſe to ſleep. 

Her books of which ſh'as wond'rous needs 
But neither pow'r nor will to read, 

n ſcatter d tames lie all around 

Upon the loweſt ſhelf - the ground. 

Such eaſe no doubt ſuits eaſy rhyme; 
_ walk about who write sunLI1ME, 
While xxzCITATION'S s { 

awls words ſonorous 4 Pye 
And ACTION waves her hand and head, 
As thoſe who bread and butter ſpread. 

YolT bards who feel not fancy s 
Who ſtrike the roof, and kick the earth, 

] Whoſe muſe ſuperlatively high 
Take lodgings always near the ſky ; 
And like the lark with daring flight 
| Still ſoars and fg, beyond our fights” 
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May trumpet forth your grand ſublime, - 
And ſcorn our lazy lounging rhyme, _ 
Yet though the lark in ther floats, 1 
And trills no doubt diviner notes, 
Care!eſly perch'd on yonder ſpray, 

The linnet ſings a pretty lay. 
What horrid, what tremendops fight 


With Ax cus' hundred eys he marks, 
With triple mouth the monſter barks ; 


And while he ſcatters flaming brands NA | 
BziAREvs lends him all his hands. | 


Hiſt ! tis a cx1T1C,—Yeg—'tis he 


What wou'd your graceleſs form with me? 7 
Is it t upbraid me with the crime 1 


Of ſpinning unlaborious rbyme, 
Of ſtringing various thoughts together 
In verſe, or proſe, or 
A vein, which though it muſt offend 5 
You lefty firs who can't deſcend, 8 
To fame has often made its way 


From Bur LER, PRIOR, SWIFT, and Gar; 


Is it for this your brow auſtere 
Frowns me to ſtone for very fear? 
Hear my juſt reaſon firſt, and then 
Approve me right, or ſplit my pen. 
I ſeek not by more labour'd lays 
To catch the ſlippꝰ ry tail of praiſe, 
Nor will 1 run a mad career 
*Gainſt genius which 1 moſt revere ; 
When Phœbus burſts with genuine fire, 
The little ſtars at once retire; , 
Who cares a farthing for thoſe lays 
Which you can neither blame, nor praiſe ? 
I cannot match a Cxuaciiti's ſkill, 
But may be LANGHoRNE when 1 will: 
Let 


Creep ſervilely along, and with dull pains 


Laſh his ſlow tteed, in whoſe enfeebled veins | 


The cold blood lags, let him with fruitleſs aim 

By borrow'd plumes aſſume a borrow'd fame, 
With ſtudied forms th* incautious ear beguile, 
And ape the numbers of a CHuncuiLL's ſtyle. 
Slaves may ſome fame from imitation hope; 


Who'd be PAuL WHriTEutAD, tho he honours | 


Por x? ; 
If clinking couplets in one endleſs chime 
Be the ſole beauty, and the praiſe of rhyme; _. 
If found alone an eaſy triumph. gains, 
While fancy bleeds, and ſenſe is hung in chains, 
Ye happy triflers hail the riſing mode; 
See, all Parnaſſus is a turnpike road, 
Where each may travel in the highway track 
On true bred hunter, or on common 
For me, who labour with poetic fin, | 


Who often woo the muſe 1 cannot win, | 
And fully ſpoilt by taking up the trade, | ſ 
Where then ſhall exil'd genius go? 


Whom pleaſure firſt a willing poet made, 


Pleas'd I behold ſuperior genius ſhine, 

Nor ting'd with envy wiſh that genius mine. x 

To Cuuxcnitrr's muſe can bow with decent awe, | 

Admire his mode, nor make that mode my law.: 

Both may, perhaps, have various pow'rs to pleaſe ; | 

Be his the $sT&RENGTH of NUMBERS, mine the 
EASE, 

Eaſe that rejects not, but betrays no care: 

Leſs of the coxcomb than the Noven's airy 


or neither? | 


| 
| ihe 


, 5 . 0 7 1 M x, 
metre muſt offend 


Your taſte, as mine, all 
When imitation is its only end. 
I could perhaps that ſervile taſk purfue, 


| And copy CHURCHILL as I'd copy you, 


But that my flippant muſe, too ſaucy grown, 


ae that manner ſhe can call own. 
Shakes all my fabric with affright ! 1 N | * 
4 


| 


ODE TO GENIUS. 
HOU child of due; | a 


T Thou matter of the poet's ſong, 
Before whoſe light, Art's dim and feeble ray 
Gleams like the taper in the blaze of day : 
Thea lov'ſt to ſteal along the ſecret ſhade, 
Where Fancy, bright aerial maid! 
Awaits thee with her thouſand charms, 
And revels in thy wanton arma; 
She to thy bed, in days of yore, 
The ſweetly-warbling Shakſpeare bore ; 
every muſe endow d with every ſkill, 
And dipt him in that ſacred rill, 
Whoſe filver ſtreams flow muſical along, 
Where Phcebus' hallow'd mount reſounds with 


ſong. | 
Forſake not thou the vocal choir, 
Their breaſts reviſit with thy genial fire, 
Elſe vain the ſtudied ſounds of mimic art, 


| Tickle the ear but come not near the heart. 


Vain every phraſe in curious-order fet, 


| I0“0n each fide leaning on the [ſop-gap] epithet, 
the mere mimic, for each ſeaſon bears | 
Your mimic Bards as well as mimic play'rs. | 


Vain the quick rhyme ſtill tinkling in the cloſe, 
While pure deſcription ſhines in meaſur'd proſe, 
Thou bear'ſt aloof, and look'ſt with high diſ- 
dain, 
Upon the dull mechanic train; 
Whoſe nervelefs ſtrains flag on in languid tone. 
Lifeleſs and Jumpiſh as the bagpipe's drowzy drone. 


No loager now thy altars blaze, 
No poet offers up his lays ;' 
Inſpired with energy divine, 


Y þ To worſhip at thy ſacred ſhrine. 


Since taſte" “ with abſolute domain, 
Extending wide her leaden reign, 
Kills with her melancholy ſhade 
blooming ſcyons of fair fancy's tree 
Which erſt full wantonly have ſtray d 
In many a wreath of richeſt poeſie. 


T 

The creeping ivy winds her humble way ; 

No more ſhe twiſts her branches round, 

But drags her feeble ſtem along the barren ground, 


Since only thoſe the laurel claim, 

And boaſt them of the poet's name, 

Whoſe ſober rhymes in even tenout flow 5 

Who prey on words, and all their flow'rets cull, 
Coldly correct, and regularly dull. 


e Tue, I. here raeant the modern affect: don 
it, dn, 


raptur d 


For when the oak denies her ſtay, | 


rone. 
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Wh the ſons of genius now ? 
— Ln —— reſts the lyre unſtrung? 


| 
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En Illæ Vos ſemper coluiſtis, Athene, 
— 2 voluit, quas fibi Muſa domum. 


* And thou, bieſt bard ! around whoſe ſacred] Hic ſeſe oſtendunt priſci mon»menta laboris, 


brows 
Great Pindar's delegated wreath is hung: 
Ariſe and ſnatch the majeſty of ſong 


| Queis uſa eft modulis Vitruviana Manus 3 
Hic tat Ventorum, Theſei hie venerabile Fanumg 
Hic arce in ſumma, Caſta Minerva tuum. 


From dullneſs' ſervile tribe, and art's unhallow'd | Omnia jam votis reſpondent: Attica jam ſunt 


throng, 


* Dr. Akenſide. 


PROLOGUE, 1757. 


S T Schola Rhetorices, celebrat quam crebra 
Juventus, 
Et tumido inflatos ejicit ore ſonos. 
Qua quiſque aſſumit tragicas novus hiſtrio partes, 
Nec loquitur, ,verbum quin ſapit omne, pathos. 
Ingenia hic creſcunt, mox ſucceſſura theatris, 
Regis, amatoris, prompta ſubire vices. 
Multus ibi furiis Macbetha agitatus iniquis, 
Eluſi telum prendit inane manu. 
Multus ibi, infuſcat cui vultus ſuber aduſtum 
Immodicis ſævit raucus Othello minis. 
Omnia queis tragicis opus eſt, hic arma parantur; 
Auribus infidige ſunt, oculiſque ſuz : 
Conatus manuumque, pedumque, oriſque rotundi, 
Certatim et vultũs vis, laterumque labor. 
Quam fibi, dum geſtu ſtat fixus quiſque ſilenti, 
Quam placet a ſpeculo forma reflexa ſui ! 
Hac ſtudeant, cordi quibus ars et pompa theatri ? 
Non tamen eſt ndB18 inde petendus honor. 
Ingenua ut pubes vultum ſibi ſumat apertum, 
Et ſenſim aſſueſcat fortius ore loqui z 
Ne dubiis tandem verba eluctantia labris 
Occludat timidus præpediatque pudor, 
Ingredimur ſcenam; nec clam Vos, Docta Corona, 
Commoda ab hoc tenui quanta labore fluant. 
Hinc SAPERE £T FAR diſcit generoſa juventus, 
Dum pavida accendit pectora laudis amor. 
Freti his, majorem mox ingrediemur arenam; 
Hie ſtabilita vigent Curia, Roitra, Forum. 


„ 


p ROL O GVUs, 1588. 


10 nihil ad populum—non pompa hic vana 
theatri, 
Qualem ore attonito plebs inhiare ſolet: 
Non ſcena hic ſplendet magicũ variabilis arte, 
Et ſumit formas prodigioſa novas : 
Non hic, labrato ſubvectus fune per auras, 
Mercurius celeres itque reditque vias: 
Nee freta cœrulea turgent undoſa papy ro, 
Nec reſinato fulgurat igne polus: 
Janna nec cos aperit furtiva receſſus, 
Onde minutatim proferat umbra caput. 
Quin valeant levia hzc vulgi crepitacula! jactant 
Et proprium, et ſimplex, noſtra theatra decus. 
—Heus | nemdn* audit fac ſurſum aulea trahantur 


Regia quin pietas marmor tibi nobile ponet, 


Omnia. Perſonæ, Fabula, — Sales. 
u etiam magis he noſtræ lætentur Athenæ, 
—— jaſtant Vos, recoluntque ſuos. 


PROL 0 
IN ADELPHOS. 2759. 


UM eg + dolor communiy 
ret, 
Fleret et /AEmilium Maxima Roma ſuum, 
Funebres inter ludos, his dicitur ipſis 
Scenis extinctum condecotãſſe ducem. 
Ecquis adeſt, ſcenam noe hac * ſpectet eandemy 
Nec nobis luctum ſentiet eſſe parem ? 
Utcunque arriſit pulchris victoria cæptis, 
Qua Sol extremas viſit uterque plagas, 
Succeſſus etiam medio de fonte Britannis 
Surgit amari aliquid, legitimuſque dolor. 
Si fame generoſa ſitis, fi bellica-virtus, 
Ingenium felix, intemerata fides, 
Difficiles laurus, ipſoque in flore juventæ 
Heu ! nimium lethi precipitata dies, 
Si quid habent pulchrum hæc, vel fi quid amabile, 
jure a 
 Efto tua hac, Wor ri, laus, propriumqug 
decus. a 
Nec moriere omnis Quin uſque corona vigebit, 
Unanimis Britonùm quam tibi nectit amor. 


uod tua perpetuis predicet acta notis. 
Confluet huc ſtudio viſendi martia pubes, 
Sentiet et flamma corda calere pari ; 
Dumque legit mediis cecidifſe heroa triumphis, 
Dicet, sic DETUR VINCERE, SIC MORIAR{ 


EPILOGUS 1x ADELPHOS. 1759. 


SYRUS LOQUITUR. 


| UANTA intus turba et! quanto moliming 
| ſudat, . 
Accinctus cultro et forcipe, quiſque caqui} ! 
Monſtrum informe mariz—TzsTvupo—in 

e 

uz, varia, et fimplex, omnia ſola ſapia. 
Pulling efea placet ?—vitulioa ?—ſailla ? bovina ? 
Preſto eſt. Hazc quadrupes fingula piſcey 


De gente ZEthiopum conducitur Archimagirus, 


—En! qualis qualis fit 
Yam. VIII. Malis nt, NOVA SCE NA patet. 


Qui ſecet, et coquat, 7 concoquat, arte novã. 
2 , 
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ui doctè contundat aromata; miſceat apt? 
„ Thus, apium, thyma, fal, cinnama, cepe, 
N piper. N 
Qui jecur et pulmonem in fruſta minutula ſcindat, 
Curetque ut penitus ſint ſaturata mero. 
Multo ut ventriculus pulchre flaveſcat ab ovo; 
Ut tremulus, circum viſcera, vernet adeps. 
His rite inſtructis conchee fint fercula,! nam Tu, 
 Tx$sTvpo! et patinis ſufficis, atque cibo. 
Quim cuperem in laudes utriuſque excurrere conch ! 
Sed vereor Calipa/h dicere vel Calipec. 
Vos etiam ad cænam mecum appellare juvaret, 
| Vellem et rellicuas participare dapum. 
At ſunt convivæ tam multi, tamque guloſi, 
Reſtabit, meruo, nil niſi concha mihi. 


IL I. © Y »'s 


„ 


RECTE STATUIT BAXTERUS DE 
SOMNIORUM PHENOMENIS. 


* 


UM nox tellurem fuſes amplectitur alis, 
Mabba atomos jungit celeres, et vecta per 
auras 6 
Inchoat aſſuetos ſimulatrix regia ludos, 
Huic auriga culex tortum quatit uſque flagellum, 
Acceleratque fugam tardis; retinacyla curi us 
Erucz ſunt texta levis, radiique rotarum 
Cruſcula areneoli; currus, quem dente ſciurus 
Finxerat e coryli fructa, primæva vetuſtas 
Hunc Mabbæ artificem memorat : ſub nocte ſilenti 
Hoc inſtructa modo egreditur, neque cernitur ulli. 
Nonnunquam leviter cerebrum perſtringit Amantis ; 
Somniat ille faces jaculari et vulnera ocellos, 
Malarum, labrique roſas, perfuſaque collo 
Lilia: mox Medici digitos titillat, avarus 
Mercedis dextram qui pandit, et acritur aurum 
Ter captat; ter vana mamis eludit imago. 
Nunc quoque ſopitœ demulcet labra Puellæ; 
Somniat illa procum, pulvinoque oſcula libans 
Abſens abſentem teneris amplectirur ulnis; 
Ve tibi, fi Lemurum videat Regina colorem 
Mentitum fuco, vultuſque ex arte nitentes ! 
Precipites aget ira manus, lacerabit acuto | 
Ungue genas, ſimul amiſſi dulcedine ſomni, 
Oſculaque, et tenues vaneſcit amator in auras. 
Ampla Sacerdotis nonnunquam tranſvolat ora; 
Continuo roſtrum conſcendens Hic thema ttinas 
Dividet in partes, exponendoque laborat, 
el vigilem credas, adeo dormitat. Ad aures 
litis hinc migrat ; turbatur imagine belli 
Fortis eques, gemituſque audit, ſtrepituſque, tubaſque, 
Exilit, et paulum trepidans, inſoronia diris 
Devovet, in lecto prolabitur, —obdormiſcit. 
Nunc Rabulam palmi mulcet, qui litibus aptus, 
Defenſoris agit cauſam, actori ſque peritus, 
Innectenſq z moras ad finem decipit ambos. 
Sin caſu vat facilis regina Poetam, 
Hunc ſibĩ plaudentem deludit amabilis error, 
Et riguos fontes, et amænos ſomniat hortos ; 
Cum vero vigil ike domum exploraverit omnem, 
Viderit et triſtis quam ſit ſibi curta ſupellex, 
un vellet Temper dormire Volubilis inde 
Judices invehitur trans naſum, et naribus illi 
Emoncto ſubolet cauſa. Inerdumat Dea feſio, 


P O EY M #®. 


Blanditur Servo, qui libertate vagatur, 

Exultans redit ad patriam caroſque penates, 

Et gremio uxoris. longis amplexibus hæret. 

Deinde roti ſtrepitante fremit per colla Tyranni ; 
Umbrarum ante oculos ſurgit chorus, improbus ore 
Quas dedit inſontes; furiis agitatur acerbis 

Conſcia mens, lectoque quies ſimul exulat. Inde 
Si eurrus flectat, placidiſſima munera ſomni 

Qua carpit Sceleris Purus; non territus ille 
Spectrorum eſt cætu, et furiarum vltricibus iris, 


Sed molli potitur requie, aut  ſomniat umbra 


Delectant oculos gratæ; predulcis imago 


| Virtutis reficit mentem, et tellure relita 


Radit iter, liquidum cæli, fruiturque deorum 
Colloquio felix. O Tu ! quicunque beatum 
Te velis, et tuto tranquillum carpere ſomnum; 
I, pete, quo virtus ducit ! ne vindice curru 
Mabba ferux inſtet, vexentque cubilia curæ. 
I, pete, quo virtus ducet ! te numine molli 
Mabba teget, radetque levi tua pectora curru. 

In Comitiis Poſteribus, Apr. 5. 1753. 


CARMINA AD NOBILISSIMUM THOMAM HOLLES 
DUCEM DE NEWCASTLE INSCRIPTA, CUM 
ACADEMIAM CANTABRIGIENSEM BIBL10- 
THECA RESTITUENDA CAUSA INVISERET. 


Prid. Kalend. Matias, 1753. 
DE REG EF 


UGUSTUS, Artium uſque fautor optimus, 
Hic mcenia haud inauſpicato numine 

Condi imperavit conſecrata literis; 
Eo nitore & partium elegantia, 
Ut invidenda fint vel illis Ædibus 
Quæ ſæculorum voce comprobantium 
Pre cæteris ſuberbiunt, juſtiſſima 
Rome recentis & vetuſtæ gloria. 
Nec his ſupellex digna deerit mænibus, 
Et Vaticanæ, Bodleanæque æmula; 
Id Ille abundè caverat, noviſſimus 
Dedit volenti jura qui Britanniz. 
Brunſvichianis ſcilicet ſanctiſſimum eſt 
Legeſque tutari & fovere Literas, 


— — — — 
AD CANCELLARIUM. 


Tu, qui doctas Cami feliciter artes 
Protegis, Aonii duxque decuſque chori, 
Quod Domus incipiat tam læto hæc omine cond1y 
Quz nec Bodleio cedat, id. omne tuum eſt. 
Munera dant numeroſa manus procerumque patrum- 
ue, | 
ARE. & monitis exſtimulata tuis. 
Perge, fovere, Artes, nec vanum urgere laborem: 
Tam pulchrum pulchrè Muſa rependet opus. 
Hæc moles quanquam ipſa ruet z monumenta, Cas 


menæ F 
Quæ condent, nullo ſunt rultura die: 


um- 


r 


AN E L E G FV. 


WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 


BY MR. GRA x. 


H E curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd wind ſlowly o'er the lea, 
TS 


plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 


Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the ſight, 
And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 
And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds z 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch as wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r 
Moleſt her ancient, ſolitary reign. 


Beneath thoſe rugged elms, the yew-tree's ſhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, 
The ſwallow twitt'ring from the ſtraw - built ſhed, 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care: 

No children run to liſp. their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare. 


Oft did the harveſt to their ſickle yield, 

Their furraw oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke! 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 

How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke 


Let not ambition mock their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure ; 

Nor grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile, ' 
The ſhort and fimple annals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry the' pomp of pow'r 
And all that beauty, all that wealth der gave, 
Awalt alike th” inevitable hour: 


The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If Mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophieseraiſe, 
Where through the long-drawn iſle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem ſells the note of praiſe. 
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CARMEN ELEGIACUM, 


IN CAMETIRIO RUSTICO COMPOSITUM., 


Udiſtin ! quam lenta ſonans campana per agroe, 
Erato occiduam nuntiat ore diem. 
Armenta impellunt crebris mugitibus auras, 
Laſſatuſque domum ruſticus urget iter. 


| Solus ego in tenebris moror, & veſtigia ſolus 


Compono tacita note, vacoque mihi. 


Omnia palleſcunt jam decedentia viſu, 
Et terra & cœlum, qua patet, omne filet. 
Cuncta ſilent, nifi muſca ſuam ſub veſpere ſers 
Rauciſonans pigram qua rotat orbe fugam 3 
Cuncta filent, niſi qui faciles campanula ſomnos 
Allicit, et lento murmure mulcet oves. 


que hedera antiquas ſocia complectitur umbri | 
urres, feralis lugubre cantat avis; ; 
Et ſtrepit ad lunam, fi quis ſub nocte vagetur 
Imperium violans, Cynthia Diva, tuum. 


Has propter veteres ulmos, taxique ſed umbra 
Qua putris multo ceſpite turget humus, 

Dormit, in æternum dormit, gens priſca colonim, 
Quiſque ſua anguſtã conditus uſque domo. 


Hos nec mane novum, Zephyrique fragrantior aura, 
Nec gallus vigili qui vocat ore diem, 


Nec circumvolitans que ftridula garrit hirundo 


Stramineumque alti ſub trabe figit opus, 
Undique nec cornu vox ingeminata ſonantis 


ZEterno elitient hos, repetentque toro. 


N 

| Amplius his nunquam conjux bene fida marito 
Ingeret ardenti grandia ligna foco 3 

Nec reditum expet᷑t ans domini ſub veſpere ſero 
Excoquet agreſtes officieſa dapes ; 

Nec curret raptim genitoris ad oſcula proles, 

Nec reducem agnoſcent æmula turba patrem. ' 
7 


Quam ſæpe Hi raſtris glebam fregere feracem ? 
Sæpo horum cecidit falce refecta ſeges. i 
uam læti egerunt ſtridentia plauſtra per agros, 
Et ſtimulis tardos increpuere boves ! 

Horum ſylva vetus quam concidit icta bipengi, 
Quaque ruit late vi tremefecit humum !. 


Ne tamen Ambitio riſu male læta maligno 
Sortemve, aut luſus, aut rude temnat opus 

Nec fronte excipiat ventoſa Superbia torva 
Pauperis annales, hiſtoriaſque breves ! 


Et generis jactatus honos, dominatio regum, 

Quicquid opes, quicquid forma dedere boni. 
Supremam ſimul hanc expectant omnia noctem.: 
Scilicet ad lethum ducit honotis iter. 


Nolite hos humiles culpæ inſimulare, Superbi, 
Quod domini oftendant nulla trophæa decus, 
Qui canit amiſſum longo ordine turba patronum,, 
Claroſque ingeminant clauſtra profunda ſores. 
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Can ftoried urn or animated buſt 
Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath ? 
Can r's yoice provoke the ſilent duſt, 
Or Flatt'ry ſooth the dull cold ear of Death? 


Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire: 
Hands, 'that the rod of empire might have ſway'd, 
Or wak'd to extaſy the living lyre. 4 


But knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of time, did ne er unroll ; 
Chill penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the ſoul. 


Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear; 

Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 
And waſte its ſweetneſs in the deſert air. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt 
The little tyrant of his fields withſtood 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 
Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


'Th* applauſe of liſt'ning ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 
To ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land, 
And read their hiſtory in a nation's eyes, 


Their lot forbad : nor circumſcrib'd alons 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 
Forbad to wade through ſlaughter to a throne, | 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 


The ftruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, 

Or heap the ſhrine of luxury and pride 
With incenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame. 


Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ſtrife, 
Their ſober wiſhes never leatn'd to ſtray; 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life 
They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


Yetev'n theſe bones from inſult to protect, 
Some frail! memorial ſtill erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhymes and ſhapeleſs ſculpture deck'd, 
Implores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh. 


Their name, their years, ſpalt by th* unletter'd Muſe, 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply: 
And many a holy text around ſhe ftrews, 
That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. 


þ 


þ 
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An vanis inſcripta notis anguſtior urna, 
Phidiacumve loquens nobile marmor o 

An revocent animam fatali a ſede — a 
Detque iterum viti poſſe priore frui ? 

Poſſit adulantum ſermo penetrare ſepulchrum ? 
Evocet aut manes laus et inanis honor? 


Forſan in hoc, olim divino ſemine p 


N rægnans 
Ingenii, hoc aliquis ceſpite dormit adhuc. 
Neglecto hoc forſm jaceat ſub ceſpite, ſceptra 
Cujus traQtirint imperioſa manus. ; 
Vel quales ipſo forſan vel Apolline dignæ 
Pulſarint docto pollice filalyra. 


Doctrine horum oculis antiqua volumina priſcæ 
Nunquam divitias explicuere ſuas. 

Horum autem ingenium torpeſcere fecit egeſtas 
Aſpera, & auguſte ſors inimica domi. 


Multa ſub oceano pellucida gemma lateſcit, 
Et rudis ignotum fert & inane decus. 

Plurima neglectos fragrans roſa pandit odores, 
Ponit & occiduo pendula ſole caput. 


ZEmulus Hamdeni hie aliquis requieſcat agreftir, 
Quem patriæ indignans exſtimulavit amor; 
Auſus hic exiguo, ett ville oppugnare tyranno, 
Aſſerere et forti jura paterna manu. 
Aut mutus forſan, fatoque inglorius alter 
Hac vel Miltono par, requieſcat humo. 
Dormiat aut aliquis Cromuelli hie æmulus audax, 
Qui patriam poterit vel jugulaſſe ſuam. 


| Eloquio arrectum prompto mulcere ſenatum, 


Exilii immoto peCtore ferre minas, 
Divitias largi in patriam diffundere dextri, 
Hittoriam ex populi colligere ore ſuam, 


Illorum veruit ſors improba nec tamen arts 
Tantum ad virtutem limite clauſit iter, 

Verum etiam & vitia ulterius tranſire vetabat, 
Nec dedit his magnum poſſe patrare ſcelus. 

Hos vetuit temere per ſtragem invadere regnum, 


Exeipere et ſurda ſupplicis aure preces. 


Sentire ingenuum nec dedidicere ruborum, 
Conſcia ſuffuſus quò notat ora pudor. 
Luxuria hi nunquam ſeſe immerſere ſuperbã. 
Nec Muſæ his laudes proſtituere ſuas. 


At placid& illorum, procul a certamine turbæ 
Spectabant propriam ſobria vota domum; 

Quiſque ſibi vivens, & ſponte inglorius exul, 
Dum tacito elabens vita tenore ftuit. 


Hæc tamen a damno qui ſervet tutius oſſa, 
En tumulus fragilem ptæbet amicus opem 

Et vera agreſti eliciunt ſuſpiria corde 
Incultz effigies, indocileſque modi. 


Atque locum ſupplent elegorum nomen & anni 
Que forms inſcribjt ruſtica Muſa rudi % 
Multa etiam ſacri diffundit commata textũs, 


Queis meditans diſcat vulgus agreſte mori. 
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For who, to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey, 
This pleaſing anxious being &'er reſign'd, 
Left the warm precincts of the chearful day, 

Nor caſt one longing ling' ring look behind? 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires; 

Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Ev'n in our aſhes live their wonted fires. 


For thee, who, mindful of th* unhonour'd dead, 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 

If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 

Some kindred ſpirit ſhall inquire thy fate. 


Haply ſome hoary-headed ſwain may ſay, | 
e Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn 
« Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away 
«« To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 


There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 
« That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
« His liſtleſs length at noon-tide would he ſtretch, 
« And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


« Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, | 
% Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he wou'd rove 3 

% Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 

« Or craz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs love. 


- 


« One morn I miſs'd him on the *cuſtom'd hill, 
« Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree: 
« Another came; nor yet beſide the rill, 
«© Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was ke. 


«© The next with dirges due, in ſad array, 
« Slow through the church- yard path we ſaw him 


borne, 
« Approach and read (for thou can'ſt read) the lay, 


« Grav'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn.” | 


et N 


— 


— 


THE'EPITAPH::.: 


E RE reſts his head upon the lap of earth, 
1 A youth to fortune and to fame unknown, 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And melancholy mark'd him for her own. _ 


Large was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere, © *' 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely ſend : 

He gave to mis'ry, all he had, a tear, | 
He gain'd from Heay'n ('twas all he wiſh'd), a 


No farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 


alike in tremblin repoſe 
boſ g hope repoſe) 


(There they 


The of his Father and his God. 


| Deſcendit nigram ad noftem, cupiduſq 
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Heu! quis enim dubil hc dulcique excedere vits 


Juſſus, et æternas jam ſubituris quaz 


be ſupremo . 
Non ſaltam occiduam reſpicit ore diem? 
Decedens alicui ſaltem mens fidit amico 
In cujus blando pectote ponit pemm 
Fletum aliquem expoſcunt jam delicientia morte 
Lumina, amicorum qui riget imbre genas; 
Gin etiam ex tumulo, veteris non inſcia flamme, 
atura exclamat fida, memorque ſui. 


At tibi, qui tenui hoc deducis carmine ſortem, 
Et de functorum ruſtica fata gemis, 

Hue olim intentus fi quis veſtigia flectat 
Et fuerit qualis ſors tua forte roget, 


Huic aliquis forſan ſenior reſpondeat ultro 


Cui niveis albent tempora ſparſa comis z 


* Vidimus hunc quam ſæpe micantes roribus herbay 


«© Verrentem rapido, mane rubente, gradu. 
% Ad roſeum ſolis properabat ſæpius ortum, 
© Summaque tendebat per juga lætus iter, 


« Szpe ſub hic fago, radices undique cireum 


% Quz varie antiquas implicat alta ſuas, 


« Stratus humi meditans medio procumberet za, 
Luſtraretque inhians flebile murmur aquæ. 


«© Szpius hanc ſylvam propter virideſque receſſus 
«© Urgeret meditans plurima, lentus iter, 

& Intentam-hic multi oblectaret imagine mentem, 
«© Muſfarumaue frequens ſollicitaret opem. 

Jam veluti demens, tacitis erraret in agris, 


Aut cujus ſtimulat corda repulſus amor. 


* Mane aderat nuper, tamen hunc nec viderat arbos, 
Nec juga, nec ſaliens fons, taciturr.ve nemus 5 
* Altera lux oritur; nec aperta hic valle videtur, 
© Nec tamen ad fagum, nec prope fontis aquam. 


«© Tertia ſucceſſit—! exangue cadaver 
Ecce ſepulchrali eſt pompa ſecuta gradu. 
Tu lege, namque potes, cælatum in marmore car- 


men, 
«© Quod juxta has vepres exhibet iſte lapis.”* 


EPITAPHIUM. 


UT nunquam favit fama aut fortuna ſecunda. 
Congeſto hoc juvenem ceſpite ſervat humus.. 
Huic tamen arriſit jucunda Scientia vultu, 
Selegitque, habitans pectora, Cura ſibi. 
Largus opum fuit, & ſincero pectore fretus, 
Accepit pretium par, tribuente Dev. 
Indoluit miſerans inopi, lachrymaſque profudit. 
—Scilicet id, miſeris quod daret, omnefuit, 
A czlo interea fidum acquifivit amicum, 
Scilicet id, cuperet quod magis, omne fuit. 


Ne merita ultetius defuncti exquirere pergas, 
Nec vitia ex ſacrã ſede referre petas. 

Utraque ibi trepidã pariter ſpe condita reſtant, 
In gremio Patris ſcilicet atque Dei. 
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SONG, BY A PERSON OF QUALITY. | 


Lutt'ring ſpread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart ; 


« Nlave in thy dominions : 


Nature mutt give way to art. 


Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, | 


Nightly nodding o'er your flocks, 
See my weary days conſuming, 


All beneath yon flow'ry rocks. 


Thus the Cyprian goddeſs weeping, 
Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth: 


Himthe Boar in filence creeping, 
Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 


Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers; 
Fair Diſcretion, ſtring the lyre; 

Sooth my ever-waking flumbers: 
Bright Apollo, lend thy choir ? 


Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
Arm's in adamantine chains, 

Lead me to the cryſtal mirrors, 
Wat'ring ſoft Elyſian plains. 


Mournful cypreſs, verdant willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia's brows, 
Morpheus hov'ring oer my pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying vows. 


Melancholy. ſmooth Mzander, 
"Swiftly purling in a round, 

On thy margin lovers wander, 
With thy flow'ry chaplets crown'd. 


Thus when Philomela drooping, 
Softly ſeeks her ſilent mate, 

See the bird of Juno ſtaoping; 
Melody reſigus to tate. 


PART OF HOMER'S 
HYMN TO APOLLO, 
"TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK, / | 


OD of the Bow! Apollo, thee I ſing; 
Thee, as thou draw'it amain the ſounding 

ring, F | 5 
Th' immortal pow rs revere with homage low, 
And ev'ry godhead trembles at thy bow. 
All bat Latona: She with mighty Jove 
Eyes thee with all a tender parent's love 3 
Cloſes thy quiver, thy tough bow unbends, 
And high amid th' ethereal dome ſuſpends, 
Ihen ſmiling leads thee, her all-glorious ſon, 
To ſhate the mighty Thunderer's awful throne. 


| 


0: 2 0-6 
CARMEN ELEGANS, 


< by E adeo roſeas expande volatilis alas, 

Et leviter pectus tange, Cupido, meum. 

Imperiis, pulchelle, tuis ego ſervulus ultro 
Naturam ars victrix ſcilicet uſque domat. 


Arcades, æterno viridantes flore juventæ, 
Nocte innutantes qualibet inter oves, 

Aſpicite, nt ſenſim languens juyenilior ætas, 
Hzc juxta, hæc, inquam florea ſaxa perit ! 


Ante omnes carum fic levit Adonida Cypris, 
Deceptuſque Deam triftius urſit Amor; 

Hunc, tacite adrepens per denſa ſilentia noctis 
Incautum ſzvo dente momordit Aper. 


Stringe lyram interea pulchre Prudentia ludent, 


Harmonizque graves, Cyntih, funde modos ! 
Doctæ ambæ vigiles curas ſopire canendo, 
Tuque tuum imperti, Præſes Apollo, chorum | 


| Tuque adamanteis, Pluton' armate catenis, 


O Tu Terrorum Rex, metuende Deus, 
Duc me, qui paſſim chryſtallina flumina currund, 
Elyfiique lavat lucida lympha nemue, _ 


Vos etiam mæſti ſalices, triſteſque cupreſſi, © 
Au reliæ zternum ſerta dicata me; 6 


Audi etiam, Morpheu, divum placidiſſime Morphev, 


Ut queror, ut penitus maceror igne novo. 


Triſtè fluens, ſed lene fluens, Mæander, amæna 
Murmure qui curſum flexilis orbe rotas ! 

Margine ſæpe etiam quam plurimus errat amator, 
Cui tua fubmittunt florea dona decus. | 


| 
Sic quando ſenſim languens Philomela, ſilentem 


Mollior aggreditur, nec fine voce, procum z 
Aſpice, de cœlo interea Junonius ales 


Deſcendens, fato cedit inane Melos. 


— — 


Goblets of nectar thy glad ſire prepares, 

And thee, his faireſt, nobleſt ſon declares; 

While ev'ry god fits rapt, Latona's breaſt 

Beats with ſuperior Joy, and hails her ſon confeſt. 
Thrice bleſt Latona] from thee, Goddeſs, ſprong 

Diana chaſte, and Phœbus ever-young : 

* Her in Ortygia's iſle, and Him you bore 

At Cynthius* hill on Delos” ſea-girtſhore, 

Where the tall palm upbears its lovely head, 

And clear Inopns laves the flow'ry mead. 
O Phebus, where ſhall I begin thy praiſc! 

Well can'ſ thou rule the poet's artleſs lays. 

Oft an the craggy rock, or mountain hoar, 

By river fide, or on the ſea's hoarſe ſhore, 

Wand” ring well-pleas'd, with muſic's magic ſounds 

And airs divine, thou charm'ſ the region round. 


* Delos and Ortygia are mentioned as different If 


lands in the Original. 
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day, ſhall I ſing how firſt on Delos? ſhore, 
The, glorious progeny» Latona bore *? 
How firit ; from other iſles, beſet with grief, 
In vain thy tortur'd mother ſought relief, 
Each to her out- caſt woe denied abode, 
Nor durſt one iſle receive the future god. 
At length to Delos came the lab'ring fair, 
And ſuppliant thus beſought her needful care. 
Delos! receive Apollo, and O! raife 
A glorious temple to record his praiſe ! 
Then ſhall He govern thee with gentle ſway, 
And only Phœbus ſhall thine iſle obey. ; 
What though no flocks, nor herds, nor juicy vine, 
Nor plants of thouſand natures ſhall be thine, 
Swift to the temple of the Bowyer-king 7, 
Oblations rich ſhall ev'ry nation bring; 
For ever from thy altars ſhall ariſe 
The fragrant incenſe of burnt-ſacrifice. 
No longer then regret thy barren ſoil, 
Receive the God, and live by other's toil ! 
She ſpake : with inward rapture Delos ſmil'd, 
And ſooth'd the ſuppliant pow'r with anſwer mild. 
Latona! mighty Cæus' daughter fair, 
Full willingly wou'd Delos eaſe thy care, 
Full willingly behold her barren earth 
Witneſs the glories of Apollo's birth : 
The mighty God weuld raiſe my Towly name, 
And conſecrate his native iſle to fame. 
One fear alone diſtracts my beating heart; 
That fear, O Goddeſs, liſt while 1 impart. 
Second to none amid th' æthereal ſkies, 
Apollo ſoon all terrible ſhall rife : | 
All nations ſhall adore the mighty God, | 
And kings and kingdoms tremble at his nod. 
Haply (for ah! dire fears my ſoul infeſt, 
And fill with horror my tumultuous breaſt) 
Soon as the glorious Godhead ſhall be born, 
My deſert region will he view with ſcorn, 
Indignant ſpurn me, curſe my barren ſoil, 
And plunge into the waves my hated iſle. 
Triumphant then to happier climes remove, 
There fix his ſhrine, plant there his ſacred grove. 
Whelm'd in the briny main ſhall Delos lay, 
To all the finny brood a wretched prey. 
But, O Latona ! if, to quell my fear, 
You'll deign a ſolemn ſacred oath to ſwear, 
That here the God his glorious ſeat ſhall hold, 
And here his ſapient oracles unfold, 
Your facred burthen here, Latona, lay, 
Here view the Godhead burſting into day. 
Thus Delos pray'd, nor was her pray'r denied, 
But foon with folemn vows thus ratified : 
Witneſs O heaven and earth ! O Stygian lake ! 
Dire adjuration, that no God may break! 
In Delos ſhall Apollo's ſhrine be rear'd,, 
Delos, his beſt belov'd, moſt honour'd, moſt rever'd, 
Thus vow'd Latona : Delos hail'd her earth 
Pleſt in the glories of Apollo's birth. 
Nine hapleſs days and nights, wigh writhing throes, 
And all the anguiſh of a mother's woes, 
Latona tortur'd lay ; in ſorrowing mood, 
Around her many a ſiſter-goddeſs ſtood. 
Aloft in heaven imperial Juno ſat, 
And view'd relentleſs her unhappy fate. 


® Here ſeveral verſes containing nothing but a 
mere liſt of the names of iſlands are omitted. _ 
+ Boroyer- Ang and Borvyer-Cad are expreſſions 


frequently uſed by Dryden, in his verſion of the firſt 
Hiad, to ſignify Apollo. 


I And livid envy feiz'd her haughty ſoul, 
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Lucina too, the kind aſſuaging pow'r 
That tends the lab'ring mother's child-bed hour; 
And mitigates her woes, in golden clouds 
High on Olympus top the Goddeſs ſhrouds. 
Her large full eyes with indignation roll, 


That from Latona's loins was doom'sd to ſpring 
So great a ſon, the mighty Bowyer-king. 
The milder pow'rs, that near the lab'ring fair 
View'd all her pangs with unavailing care, 

Fair Iris ſent, the many colour'd maid, 

To gain with goodly gifts Lucina's aid. 

But charg'd ber heed, leſt Juno ſhould prevent 
With prohibition dire their kind intent, 

Fleet as the winged winds, the flying fair 

With nimble.pinion cut the liquid air. 

Olympus gain'd, apart ſhe call'd the maid, 

Then ſought with many a pray'r her needful aid, 
And mov'd her ſoul: when ſoon: with dove-like 


ace . | 
Swiftly — meaſur d back the viewleſs airy ſpace. 
Soon as to Delos” iſle Lucina came | 
The pangs of travail ſeiz'd Latona's frame. 
Her twining arms ſhe threw the palm around, 
And preſt with deep-indented knee the ground: | 
Then into day ſprung forth the jolly boy, 
Earth ſmil'd beneath, and heayen rang with joy. | 
The Siſter Pow'rs that round Latona ftood 
With chaſte ablutions cleans'd the infant-god. 
His lovely limbs in mantle white they bound, 
And gently drew a golden ſwathe around, 
He hung not helpleſs at his mother's breaſt, 
But Themis fed him with an heavenly feaſt, 
Pleas'd while Latona views the heavenly boy, 
And fondly glows with all a mother's joy, 
The luſty babe, ſtrong with ambroſial food, 
In vain their bonds or golden ſwathes withſtood, 
Bonds, ſwathes, and ligaments with eaſe he broke, 
And thus the wond'ring Deities beſpoke ; 
«© The lyre, and ſounding bow, and to declare 
«© The Thund'rer*s counſels, be Apollo's care l“ 
He ſpake ; and onwards all majeſtic ſtrode; | 
The Queen of Heaven awe-ſtruck view'd the God. 
Delos beheld him with a tender ſmile, 
And hail'd, enrich'd with gold, her happy iſle; 
Her happy iſle, Apollo's native ſeat, _ 
His ſacred haunt, his beſt-belov'd retreat. 
Grac'd with Apollo, Delos glorious ſhines, 
As the tall mountain crown'd with ftately pines. 
Now ſtony Cynthus weuld the God aſcend, 
And now his courſe to various iſlands bend. ' 
Full many a fane, and rock, and ſhady grove, 
River, and mountain did Apollo love; 
But chieſty Delos: the Ionians there, WW”. 
With their chaſte wives and prattling babes, repaigg 
There gladly celebrate Apollo's name 
With many a ſolemn rite and ſacred game; 
The jolly dance and holy hymn prepare, 
And with the Cæſtus urge the manly war. 
If, when their ſacred feaſt th* Ionians hold, 
Their gallant ſports a ſtranger ſhou'd behold, 
View the ſtrong nerves the brawny chiefs that brace, 
Or eye the ſofter charms of female grace; 
Then mark their riches of a thouſand kinds, 
And their tall ſhips born-fwift before the winds, 
So goodly to the ſight wou'd all appear, 
The fair aſſembly Gods he wou'd declare. 


There too the Delian Virgins, beauteous cheiry | 
Apollg's handmaids, wake the living lyre 1 
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To Phebus firſt they conſecrate the lays, 
Latona then and chaſte Diana praiſe, 
Then heroes old, and matrons chaſte rehearſe, 
And ſooth the raptur d heart with ſacred verſe. 
Each voice, the Delian maids, each human ſound 
With apteſt imitations ſweet reſound : 
Their tongue ſo juſtly tune with accents new, 
That none the falſe diſtinguiſh from the true. 
Latona ! Phœbus! Dian, lovely fair! 
Bleit Delian nymphs, Apollo's chiefeſt care, 
All hail ! and O with praiſe your poet crown, 
Nor all his labours in oblivion drown ! 
If haply ſome poor pilgrim ſhall enquire, 
« O, virgins, who moſt ſkilful ſmites the lyre ? 
<< Whoſe lofty verſe in ſweeteſt deſcant rolls, 
«© And charms to extaſy the hearers ſouls ?” 
O anſwer, a blind bard in Chios dwells, 
In all the arts of verſe who far excells. | 
Then o'er the earth ſhall ſpread my glorious fame, 
And diſtant nations ſhall record my name. 
But Pha@bus never will I ceaſe to ſing, 
Latona's noble ſon, the mighty Bowyer-king. 
Thee Lycia and Mzonia, thee, great Pow'r, 
The bleſt Miletus* habitants adore ; 
But thy lov'd haunt is ſea- girt Delos ſhore. 
Now Pytho's ſtony ſoil Apollo treads, 
And all around ambroſial fragrance ſheds, 
Then ſtrikes with matchleſs art the golden ftrings, 
And ev'ry hill with heavenly muſic rings. 
Olympus now and the divine abodes 
Glorious he ſeeks, and mixes with the Gods, 
Each heavenly boſom pants with fond deſire 
To hear the lofty verſe and golden lyre. 
Drawn by the magic ſound, the Virgin-Nine 
With warblings ſweet the ſacred minftrel join: 
Now with glad heart, loud voice, and jocund lays 
Full ſweetly carol bounteous heaven's praiſe ; 
And now in dirges ſad, and numbers flow 
Relate the piteous tale of human woe; 
Woe, by the Gods on wretched mortals caſt, 
Who vainly ſhun affliQtion's wintry blaſt, 
And all in vain attempt with fond delay 
Death's certain ſhaft to ward, or chaſe old age away. 
The Graces there, and ſmiling Hours are ſeen, 
And Cytherea, laughter-loving Queen, 
And Harmony, and Hebe, lovely band, 
To ſprightlieſt meaſures dancing hand in hand. 
There, of no common port or vulgar mien, 
With heavenly radiance, ſhines the Huntreſs-Queen, 
Warbles reſponſive to the golden lyre, 
'Tunes her glad notes, and joins the virgin choir. 
There Mars and Mercury with aukward play, 
And uncouth gambols, waſte the live-long day. 
There as Apollo moves with graceful pace 
A chouſand glories play around his face; 
In ſplendor dreſt he joins the feſtive band, 
And ſweeps the golden lyre with magic hand. 
Mean while, Latona and imperial Jove 
Eye the bright Godhead with parental love; 
And, as the Deities around him play, | 
Well pleas'd his goodly mien and awful port ſurvey.* 


* The Tranſlator, when he began this piece, had 
ſome thoughts of giving a complete Englith verfion 
of all Homer's Hymns, being the only parts of his 
works never yet tranſlated; but (to fay nothing 
of his opinion of this ſpecimen of his tranſlation) 
fearing that this ſpecies of poetry, though it has its 
beauties, and does not want admirers among the 
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HLOE, that dear bewitching pride, 
Still calls me ſaucy, pert, and rudey 
And ſometimes almott ſtrikes me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how, 
Spite of the knitting of her brow, 
I'm very ſure ſhe likes me. 


Aſk you me, why I £ancy thus? | of 
Why, I have call'd her jilt, and puſs, 
And thought myſelf above her ; 


| And yet I feel it, to my coſt, 


That when I rail againſt her moſt, 
_ I'm very ſure I love her. 


THE FIRST BOOK OP 
THE HENRIADE. 


Aust ATR FROM THE 
FRENCH OF M. DE VOLTAIRE. 
H chieftain France, of try'd illuſtrious 
worth | 


a 
By right of conqueſt, king, by right of birth, 
I fing. Who, tutor'd in misfortune's ſchool, 
There learnt the nobleſt ſcience, how to rule; 
Bad Faction's furious diſcord ceaſe to rave, 
Valiant to conquer, merciful to ſave ; | 
Baffled the daring League's rebellious ſchemes, 
MayEgNnNz's proud hopes, and Spain's ambitious 
dreams: 

With civil prudence bleſt, with martial fire, 
A nation's conqueror, and a nation's fire. 

Truth, - heavenly maid, from th' Empyræan height 
Deſcend, and with thy ſtrong and pureſt light 
My verſe illume ! and O, let mortals hear 
Thy ſacred word, and awfully revere : 
Be thou my guide ! thy ſage experience 
Unerring maxims to the ear of kings. 
Tis thine, bleſt maid, and only thine, to ſhow 
What moſt befits the regal pow'r to know. 
Purge thou the film from off a nation's 
And ſhew what ills from civil diſcord riſe ! 
Nor ſpare with decent boldneſs to diſcloſe 
The prince's errors, and the people's woes: 
And O! if fable e'er, in times of yore, 
Mix'd her ſoft accents with thy ſterner lore, 
If e'er her hand adorn'd thy tow'ring head, 
And o'er thy front her milder graces ſpread 
If e'er her ſhades, which lovingly unite, 
Bad thy fair form ſpring ſtronger into liz ht, 
With me, permit her all thy ſteps to trace, 
Not to conceal thy beauties, but to grace 


learned, would appear far leſs agreeable to the mere 
Engliſh reader, he deſiſted. They, who would form 
the juſteſt idea of this ſort of compoſition among the 
ancients, may be better informed, by peruſing Dr. 
Akenfide's moſt claſſical Hymn to the Naiads, than 


from any tranſlation of Homer or Callimachus. 


ht 


form 
the 


"E070 


P © x NM. 8. 225 


* 


Still Varots reign'd, and ſunk in pleaſure': Th' unhappy Vat ors bad his troops advance, 


bow'r, 

O'er a mad ſtate held looſe the reins of pow 'r: 
The trampled Law had loſt its ancient force, 
And Right confounded, miſs'd her even courſe. 
Twas thus when VAL o1s France's ſceptre bore, 
Scepter'd indeed, but now a king no more; 
Not glory's minion now, the voice of fame, 
Swell 1 loud trumpet to the hero's name 3 
His laurels wither'd, and all blaſted now, 
Which conqueſt hung upon his infant brow 3 
Whoſe progreſs Europe mark'd with conſcious fear, 
Whoſe loſs provok'd his country's common tear, 
When, the long train of all his virtues known, 
The North admiring call'd him to the-throne. 
In ſecond rank, the light which ſtrikes the eyes, 
Rais'd to the firſt, grows dim, and feebly dies. 
From war's ſterrr-foldier, active, firm, and brave, 
He ſunk a monarch, pleaſure's abject ſlave. 
Lull'd with ſoft eaſe, forgetful of all ſtate, 
His weakneſs totter'd with a kingdom's weight; 
Whilſt loſt in Noth, and dead to glorivus fame, 
The ſons of riot govern'd in his name. 
QurL vs, St. Malick, death-cemented pair, 

oYEUSE the gay, and D' EsrERoN the fair, 

he careleſs king in pleaſure plung'd with theſe, 
In luſt intemperate, and lethargic eaſe. 

Mean time, the Guis rs, fortunate and brave, 
Catch'd the fair moment which his weakneſs gave. 
Then roſe the fatal League in evil hour, 

That dreadfut rival of his waning pow'r. 

The people blind, their ſacred Monarch brav'd, 
Led by thoſe Tyrants, who their rights enſlav'd. 
His friends forſook him, helpleſs and alone, 

His ſervants chas'd him from his royal throne ; 
Revolted Paris, deaf to kingly awe, 

Within her gates the crouding ſtranger ſaw. 
Through all the city burft rebellion's flame; 

And all was loſt, when virtuous Boux Box came 
Came, full of warlike ardour, to reſtore 

That light his prince, deluded, had no more. 

His active preſence breath'd an inſtant flame; 

No longer now the fluggiſh ſons of ſhame, 

Onward they preſs, where glory calls, to arms, 
And ſpring to War from Pleaſuce's ſilken charms : 
To Paris“ gates both kings advance amain, 

Rome felt th'alarm, and trembled haughty Spain: 
While Europe, watching where the tempeſt falls, 
With anxious eyes beheld th' unhappy walls. 

Within was Drscon p, with her hell-born train, 
Stirring to war the League, and haughty Mavnz, 
The people, and the church : and from on high 
Call'd out to Spain, rebellion's prompt ally. 
DiscorD, dread monſter, deaf to human woes 
To her own ſubjects an avengeful foe, 

Bloody, impetuous, eager to deftroy, 

In man's misfortune founds her hateful joy! 
To neither party ought of mercy ſhown, 
Well-pleas'd ſhe ſtabs the dagger in her own; 
Dwells a fierce tyrantin the breaſt the fires, 
And ſmiles to puniſh what herſelf inſpires. 

Weſt of the city, near thoſe borders gay, 
Where Seine obliquely winds her ſloping ways 
(Scenes 2 where pleaſure's ſoft retreats, are 


N | 
Where triumphs art, and nature ſmiles around, 
Then, by the will of fate, the bloody ſtage 


For war's ſtern combat and 
VOCAL, OI Oe 


There ruſh'd at once the generous ſtrength of France. 
A thouſand heroes, eager for the fight, 
By ſects divided, from revenge unite. . 
Theſe virtuous Bovx tow leads, their choſen guide, 


Their cauſe confederate, and their hearts allied. 


Ie ſeem'd the army felt one common flame, 
Their zeal, religion, cauſe, and chief the ſame, 
The facred Lovis, fire of BouxBox's race, 
From azure ſkies, befide.the throne of grace, 
With holy joy beheld his future her, 
And ey'd the Hero with paternal care; 
With ſuch as prophet's fel, a bleſt preſage, 
He ſaw the virtues of his ripening age: 
Saw Gloty round him all her laurels deal, 
Yet wail'd his errors, though he lov'd his zeal ; 
With eye prophetic he beheld een now, 
The crown of France adorn his royal brow ; 
He knew the wreath was deſtin'd which they gave, 
More will'd the Saint, the light which ſhines to ſave. 
Still Hzxnzy*'s ſteps mov'd onward to the throne, 
By ſecret ways, e'en to himſelf unknown; 
His help from Heaven the Holy Prophet ſent, 
But hid the arm his wiſe indulgence lent : 
Leſt ſure of conqueſt, he had flack'd his flame, 
Nor grappled danger for the meed of fame.. 
Already Mars had donn'd his coat of mail, 
And doubtful Conqueſt held her even ſcale; _ 
Carnage with blood had mark'd his purple way, 
And flaughter'd heaps in wild confuſion lay. 
When Var ors thus his part'ner king addreſt, 
The ſigh deep-heaving from his anxious breaſt. 
© You fee what fate, what humbling fate is mine, 
© Nor yet alone, — the injury is thine. 
*© The dauntleſs League, by hardy Chieftains led, 
«© Which. hiſſes faction with her Hydra head, 
«© Boldly confederate by a deſperate oath, 
„ Aims not at me alone, but ſtrikes at both. 
* Though I long fince the regal circle wear, 
* Though thou by rank ſucceed my rightful heir, 
Paris diſowns us, nor will homage bring 
« To me their preſent, you their future king. 
% Thine, well they know the next illuftrious claim, 
From law, from birth, and deeds of loudett fame 
Vet from that throne's hereditary right 
« Where I but totter, wou'd exclude thee quite. 
„ Religion hurls her furious bolts on thee, 
«© And holy councils join her firm decree: 
„ Rome, though ſhe raiſe no ſoldier's martial band, 
C Yet kindles war through every. awe-ftruck land; 
© Beneath her banners bids. aach hoſt repair, 
& And truſts her thunder to the Spaniard's care, 
Far from my hopes each ſummer friend is flown, 
% No ſubjects hail moon my ſacred throne 3 
C No kindred now the kind affection ſhows, 
« All fly their king, abandon, or oppoſe : 
&« Rich in my (polls, with greedy treacherous haſte, 
© While the baſe Spaniard lays my country waſte. 
« Midſt foes like theſe, abandon'd, and betray'd, 
& France in her turn ſhall ſeek. a foreign aid: 
4 Shall Britain's court by ſecret methods try, 
< And win ET Iz 4 for a firm ally. 
4 Of old I know between each pow'rful ſtate, 
« Subſiſts ajealous and immortal hate; 
«© That London lifts its tow'ring front on high, 
« And looks on Paris with a rival eye; 
«« But I, the monarch hf each pageant throne, 


1s Have now no ſubjed 1 no country on 
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© Vengeance aloge my ſtern reſolves avow, 

«© Who gives me that, to me is Frenchman now. 
£6 The ſnail-pac'd agents, whole deliberate way, 
«« Creeps on in trammels of preſcrib'd delayy 


4 Such fit not now; tis You, great Priace, alone | 


«© Muſt haſte a ſuppliant to EL Iz a's throne, 

«© Your voice alone ſhall needful ſuccours bring, 

« And arm Britannia for an injur*d king. 

% To Albion hence, and let thy happier name 

«© Plead the king's cauſe, and raiſe their generous 
flame | 

«© My foes” defeat upon thy arm depends, 

«« But from thy virtue I muſt hope for friends.“ 

Thus ſpoke the king, while HEN y's looks con- 

feſt 


The jealous ardour which inflam'd his breaſt, 

Leſt others arms might urge their glorious claim, 
And raviſh from him half the meed of fame. 
With deep regret the Hero number'd o'er | 
The wreaths of glory he had won before ; 

When, without ſuccours, without ſkill's intrigue, 
Himſelf with Cox p ſhook the trembling League. 
When thoſe command, who hold the regal fway, 
It is a ſubject's virtue to obey. | 
Reſolv'd to follow what the King commands, 

The blows, ſuſpended, fell not from his hands; 
He rein'd the ardour of his noble mind, | 

And parting left the gather'd wrezths behind. 

Th' aſtoniſh'd army felt a deep concern, 
Fate ſeem'd depending on the Chief's return. 

His abſence Kill unknown, the pent - up foe 

In dire expeRance dread the ſudden blow; 

While V a. 018* troops ſtill feel their hero's flame, 
And virtue triumphs in her Hexz y's name. 

Of all his fav'rites, none their chief attend, 
Save Mognar brave, his ſoul's familiar friend. 
Mor xav of Ready faich, and manners ploin, 
And truth, untainted with the flatt'rers ſtrain ; 
Rich in deſert, of valour rarely tried, 

A virtuous champion, though on error's fide ; 
With ſignal prudence bleſt, with patriot zcal 
Firm to his church, and to the public weal ; * 
Cenſor of courtiers, but by courts beloy'd, 
Rome's fterce aſſailant, and by Rome approv'd. 

Acroſs two rocks, where with tremendous roar, 
The foaming ocean laſhes either ſhore, 

To Dieppe's ſtrong port the Hero's ſteps repair, 
The ready ſailors ply their buſy care. 

The tow'ring (tips, old oceau's lordly kings, 
Aloft in air diſplay their canvas wings; 

Not ſwell'd by Boreas now, the glaſſy ſeas 
Fiow'd calmly on, with Zephyr's gentle breeze. 
Nov, anchor weigh'd, they quit the friendly ſhore, 
And land receding greets their eyes no more. 
Jocund they ſail'd, and Albion's chalky height 
At diftance roſe full fairly tu the faght. 

When rumbling thunders rend th” affrighted pole, 
Loud roar the winds, and ſeas tempeſtuous roll: 
The livid lightnings cleave the darken'd air, 

And all around reigns horror and deſpair. 

No partial fear the Hero's boſom knows, 

Which only trembled for his country's woes, 

It feem'd his looks toward her in ſilence bent, 
Accus'd the winds, which croſs'd his great intent. 
So Cxsar, ſtriving for aconquer'd world, 

Near Epire's banks, with gdverfe tempeſts hurl'd, 
Truſting, undaunted, and ſecurely brave, 
Reme's and the world's fue to the ſwelling wave. 


* 


* 


| 


Let» '» os ne. 


Though leagu'd with Pomrzy NEPTUNE's ſelf 
engage, 

|Oppor'd his fortune to dull Ocean's rage. 

| * that Gop, whoſe power the tempeſt 
inds, 

Who rides triumphant on the wings of winds, _ 

That Gov, whoſe wiſdom, which preſides o'er all, 

Can raiſe, protect, or cruſh. this earthly ball, 

From his bright throne, beyond the ſtarry ſkies, 

Beheld the Hero with conſidering eyes, 7 0 

Gop was his guide, and mid the tempeſt's roar 

The toſſing veſſel reach'd the neighbouring ſhore ; 

Where Jerſey riſes fromthe ocean's bed, 

There, heaven · conducted, was the Hero led. 

At a ſmall diftance from the ſhore, there ſtood 
The growth of many years, a ſhadowy woed. 

A neighbouring rock the calm retirement ſaves 
From the rude blaſts, and hoarſe-reſounding waves 
A grotto ſtands behind, whoſe ſtructure knows. 
The ſimple grace which nature's hand beſtuws. 
Here far from court remov'd, a holy Sage 

Spent the mild evening of declining age. 

While free from worldly toils, and worldly woe, 
His only ſtudy was himſelf to know : 

Here mus'd, regretting on his miſpent days, 

Or loſt in love, or pleaſure's flow'ry maze. 

No guſts of folly ſwell the dangerous tide, 
While all his paſſions to a calm ſubſide ; 

The bubble lite he held an empty dream, 

His food the ſimple herb, his drink the ſtream; 
Tranquil and calm he drew his aged breath, 

And lool d with patience toward the port of death, 
When the pure ſoul to bliſsful realms ſhall ſoar, 
And join with God himſelf to part no more. 
The Gop he worſhipp'd ey'd the zealous Sage, 
And bleſs'd with wiſdom's lore his ſilver'd age : 
Gave him the {kill of prophecy to know, - 
And frum fate's volume read events below. 

The Sage with conſcious joy the Prince addreſs'd, 
And ſpread the table for his royal gueſt 3 

The prompt repaſt, which ſimple nature ſuits, 
The ſtrieam's freſh water, and the foreſt's roots. 
Not unaccuſlom'd to the homely fare, 

The Warrior fat ; for oft from buſy care, 

From court retir'd, and pomp's faſtidious pride, 
The Hero dar'd to throw the king aſide : 

And in the ruſtic cot well- pleas'd partook 

Of labour's mean repaſt, and chearful look; 
Found in himſelf the joys to kings unknown 
And ſclf-.depos'd forgot the lordly throne. 

The world's contention to their minds ſupplies 
Much couverfe, wholeſome to the good and wile. 
Much did they talk of woes in human life, 

Of Chriſtian kingdoms torn with jarring ftrife. 

The zeal of MoxNar, like a ſtubborn fort, 

Attach'd to Calvin ſtood his firm ſupport. 

Hens v, ſtill doubting, ſought th' indulgent ſkies, 

That light's clear ray might burſt upon his eyes, 

«« Muſt then, ſaid he, the truth be always found, 

« To mortals weak with miſts encompas d round? 

« Muft I ttill err? my way in daricneſs trod, 

«© Nor know the path which leads me to my CoD 

« If all alike he will'd us to , | 

« The God who will'd it, had preſcrib'd the way.” 
« Let us not vainly God's deſigns * 


(The Sage reply'd) be humble, and adore 
« For faults, where mortals are themſel ves the cauſe. 


| 
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4 Arraign nat madly heay'n's unerring laws 
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er Theſe n es beheld in days of yore, 
ts When . be i reach'd the Gallic ſhore, 
% Then, though with blood it now diſtains the 


earth, 
© Creeping in ſhade and humble in the birth, 
*I ſaw it baniſh'd by religion's laws, 
« Without one friend to combat in the cauſe. 
«© Through ways oblique I ſaw the phantom tread, 
4 Slow winding, and aſham'd to rear her head, 
4 *Till, at the laſt, upheld by pow'rful arms, 
« *Midft cannon's thunder, and *mid war's alarms, 
* Burſt forth the Monſter in the glare of light, 
« With tow'ring front full dreadful ro the fight ; 
& To ſcoul at mortals from her tyrant ſeat, 
« And ſpurn our altars at her impious feet. 
% Far then from courts, beneath this peaceful cot, 
« I wail'd Religion's and my country's lot; 
« Yet here, to comfort my declining days, 
« Some dawnof hope preſents its chearful rays. 
ve So new a worſhip c- mot long ſurvive, 
«© Which man's caprice alone has kept alive. 
„With that it roſe, with that ſhall die away, 
* Man's works and Man are bubbles of a day. 
«© The God, who reigns for ever and the ſame, 
At pleaſure blaſts a world's preſumptuous aim. 
Vain is our malice, vain our ſtrength diſplay d, 
1 To ſap the city his right hand hath made; 
« Himſelf hath fix'd the ſtrong foundations low, 
« Which brave the wreck of time, and hell's inve- 
© terate blow: 
* The Lord of Lords ſhall bleſs thy purged ſight 
«& With bright effulgente of diviner light; 
« On thee, Great Prince, his mercies he'll beſtow, 
« And ſhed that Truth thy boſom pants to know. 
„ Tur Gor hath choſe thee, and his hand alone 
«© Safe through the war ſhall lead thee to a throne. 
1 Conqueſt already (for his voice is fate,) 
Fot thee bids Glory ope her golden gate. 
% If on thy fight the Truth unnotic'd falls 
Hope not admiſſion in thy Paris“ walls, 
Though ſplendid Eaſe invite thee to her arms, 
% Q ſhun, Great Prince, the Syren's poiſon'd 
„ charms ! 
„Oer thy ſtrong paſſions hold a glorious rein, 
«© Fly love's ſoft lap, break pleaſure's filken chain 
And when, with efforts ſtrong, all foes o'er- 
thrown, 
* A League's great conqueror, and what's more 
„% Your Own, 
When, with united hearts, and triutmph's voice, 
Thy people hail thee with one common choice, 
From a dread ſiege, to fame for ever known, 
** To mount with glory thy paternal throne, 
That time, Afi:ion ſhall lay by her rod, 
** And thy glad eyes ſhall ſeek thy father's God: 
** Then ſhalt thou ſee from whence thy arms prevail. 
Go, Prince,. - Who raxusrs i GOD—can ne- 
« ver fail,” 
Each word the Sage's holy lips impart, 


Falls, like a flame, on HxNAv's generous 2 


The Hero ſtood tranſported in his mind 

Totimes, when Gop held converſe with mankind, 
ſimple virtue taught her heav'n-born lore, 

And Truth commanding bad e'en king's adore. 

His eager arms the reyerend Sage embrace, 

And the warm tear faſt trickled down his face. 

Untouch'd, yet loſt awhile in deep ſurpriſe, 
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Hung error's miſt, and God's high will coneeal'd 
The gifts from him to Hz xa vs breaſt reveal'd. 
His wiſdom idly would the world prefer, 
| Whoſe lot, though rich in virtues, was to err. 
While the rapt Sage fulfilling God's beheſt, 
Spoke inſpiration to the Prince's breaſt, | 
Huſh'd were the winds, within their caverns bound, 
Smooth flow'd the ſeas, and nature ſmil'd around. 
The Sage his guide, the Hero ſought his way 
Where the tall veſſels Tafe at anchor lay: 
The ready failors quit the friendly ſtrand, 
Hoift the glad ſails, and make for Albion's land. 

While o'er her coaſt his eyes admiring range, 
He prais'd in filence Britain's happier change: 
Where laws abus'd by foul inteſtine foes, 
Had erſt entail'd a heap of dreadful woes 
On prince and people; on that bloody ſtage, 
Where ſlaughter'd heroes bled for civil rage ; 
On that bright throne, from Whence 

ſprings, 
Th' illuſtrious lineage of an hundred kings, 
Like HN , long in adverſe fortune ſchool'd, 
O'er willing Engliſh hearts a Woman rul'd: 
And rich in manly courage, f-male grace, 
Clos'd the long luſtre of her crouded race. 
EL1z A then, in Britain's happieſt hour, 
Held the juſt balance of contending pow'r 3 
Made Engliſh ſubjects bow the willing knee, 
Who will not ſerve, and'are not happy free. 
Beneath her ſacred reign the nation knows 
No ſad remembrance of its former woes 
Thelr flocks ſecurely graz'd the fertile plain, 
Their garners burſting with their golden grain. 
The ftately ſhips, their ſwelling ſails unfurl'd, 
Brought wealth and homage from the diſtant world : 
All Europe watch'd Britannia's bold decree, 
Dreaded by land, and monarch of the ſea. 
Wide o'er the waves her fleet exulting rode, 
And fortune triumph'd over Ocean's Gop. 
Proud London now, no more of barbarous fame, 
To arms and commerce urg'd her blended claim. 
Her pow'rs, in union leagu'd, together ſate, 
King, Lords, and Commons, in their threefold ſtate. 
Though ſeparate each their ſeveral intereſt draw, 
Yet all united form the ſtedfaſt law. | 
All three, one body's members, firm and fit, 
Make but one pow'r in ſtrong conjunction knit z 
Pow'r to itſelf of danger often found, 
But ſpreading terror to its neighbours round. 
Bleſt, when the people duty's homage ſhow, 
And pay their king the tribute which they owe ! 
More bleſt, when kings for milder virtues known, 
protect their people's freedom from the throne | 
« Ah when, cry'd BuuxBox, ſhall our diſcord 
ceaſe, 

% Our glory, Albion, riſe, like thine, in peace ? 
« Bluſh, bluſh, ye kings, ye lords of jarring ſtates, 
« A Woman bids, and War hath clos'd its gates: 
«© Your countries bleed with factious rage oppreſt, 
„% While Sur reigns happy o'er a people bleſt.“ 
Mean time the Hero reach'd the ſea-girt iſle, 
Where freedom bids eternal plenty ſmile z 
Not far from William's Tow'r at diſtance ſeen, 
Stood the fam'd palace of the Virgin Queen, 
Hither, the faithful Moxx A V at his fide, 
Without the noiſe and pageant pomp of pride, 
The toys of grandeur which the vain purſue, 


Stood Mox NA v brave; for ſtill en MoxxAav's eyes But glare unheeded to the hero's view, 


4 
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The Prince atriv'd : With bold and manly ſenſe 

He ſpoke ; bis frankneſs all his eloquence 

Told his ſad tale, and bow'd his lofty heart, 

For France's woes, to act ſubmiſſion's part; 

For needful aids the Britiſh Queen addreſt, 

While, in the ſuppliant, ſhone the king confeſt. 

«© Com'ſt thou, reply d che Queen, with ſtrange ſur- 
« priſe, 

% Com'ſt hes from Va1 ors for the wiſh'd allies ? 

« Aſſc'ſt thou protection for a tyrant foe, 

% Whoſe deadly hate work'd all thy fortune's woe ? 

Far as the golden ſun begins to riſe, | 

xe To where he drives adown the weſtern ſkies, 

« His ſtrife and Thine to all the world is known : 

e Stand'ſt thou for him a friend at Britain's throne ? 

« And is that hand, which VAL ois oft hath fear'd. 

&© Atm'd in his cauſe, and for his vengeance rear d? 

When thus the Prince; © A monarch's adverſe fate 

« Wipes all remembrance out of former hate. 

« VaLors was then a ſlave, his paſſion's ſlave, 

©: But now himſelf a monarch firm and brave 

«« He burſts at once the ignominious chain, 

«© Reſumes the Hero, and aſſerts his reign. | 

4 Bleſt, if of nature more aſſur'd and free, 

« He'd ſought no aid but from himſelf and me 

© But, led by fraud, and arts, all inſincere, 

« He was my foe from weakneſs and from fear. 

4 His faults die with me, when his woes I view, 

« T've gain'd the conqueſt—grant me vengeance, 
You 

c For know the work is thine, Illuftrious Dame, 

«© To deck thy Albion's brows with worthieſt fame, 

Let thy protection ſpread her ready wings, 

« And fight with me the injur'd cauſe &f Kings!“ 

Er1zA then, for much the wiſh'd to know, 


The various turns of France's long-felt woe, - 


Whence riſing firit the civil difcord came, 
And Paris kindled to rebellion's flame 
« To me, Great Prince, thy griefs are not un- 
known, 
« Though brought imperfect, and by Fame alone ; 
«6 Whoſe rapid wing too indiſcreetly flies, 
« And ſpreads abruad her indigeſted lies. 
o Deaf ro her tales, from thee, Illuſtrious Vouth, 
« From thee alone ELI A ſeeks the truth, 
Tell me, for you have witneſs'd all the wee, 
« VA _ brave friend, or VATLoIs' conquering 
ce, bs 
% Say, whence this friendſhip, this alliance grew, 
« Which knits the happy bond 'twixt him and you; 
© Explain this wond'rous change tis you alone 
«« Can paint the virtues which yourſelf hath ſhown. 
** Teach me thy woes, for know the ſtory brings 
« A moral lefſon to the pride of kings. 
And mult my memory then, Illuſtrious Queen, 
« Recal the horrors of each dreadful ſcene ? 
„O had it ples'd th* Almigtity Pow'r (which 


, , 

« How my heart bleeds o'er all my country's woes) 
«© Oblivisn then had ſnatch'd them from the light, 
% And hid them buried in eternal night. 

« Neareſt of blood muſt I aloud proclaim, 

Ihe princes madneſs, and expoſe their ſhame ? 
Reflection ſhakes my mind with wild diſmay 

«© But 'tis EL Iz A's will, and I obey. 

„ Others, in ſpeaking, from their tmooth addreſs, 
4 2 wg their weakneſs or their crimes ſeem 

$ 
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4 The flow'ry art was never made for me, 
<< I ſpeak a ſoldier's language plain and free.” 
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AN IMITATION FROM THE SPECTATOR, 


Month hath roll'd its lazy hours away, 
Since Delia's preſence bleſs'd her longing 
ſwain : 


n: 
How cou'd he brook the ſluggiſn time's delay, 
What charm cou'd ſoften ſuch an age of pain? 


One fend reflection ſtill his boſom chear'd, 

| And ſooth'd the torments of a lover's care, 

Twas that for Delia's ſelf the bow'r he rear d, 
And fancy plac'd the ny mph already chere. 


O come, dear maid, and with a gentle ſmile, 
Such as lights up my lovely fair one's face, 
Survey the product of thy ſhepherd's toil, 
Nor rob the villa of the villa's grace. 


Whate'er improvements ſtrike thy curious ſight, 
Thy taſte hath form'd—let me not call it minez 
Since when I muſe on thee, and feed delight, 

I form no thought that is not wholly thine. 


Th' apartments deſtin'd for my charmer's uſe, 
(For love in trifles is conſpicuous ſhewn) 
Can ſcarce an object to thy view produce, 

But bears the dear reſemblance of thine own. 


And truſt me, love, I could almoſt believe, 
This little ſpot the manſion of my fair, 
But that-awak'd from fancy's dreams I grieve, 
To find its proper owner is not there. 


Oh! 1 could doat Jer the rural ſcene, 
Its proſpect over hill and champaign wide, 
But that it marks the tedious way between, 
That parts thy Damon from his promis'd brides 


The gardens now put forth their bloſſoms ſweet, 

In Nature's flow'ry mantle gayly dreſt, 

The cloſe-trimm'd hedge, and circling border neat, 
All aſk my Delia for their deareſt gueſt, 


The lilly pale, the purple-bluſhing roſe, 

In this fair ſpot their mingled beauties join; 
The woodbine here its curling tendrils throws, 
In wreaths fantaſtic round the mant ling vine, 


[The branching arbour here for lovers made, 
For dalliance met, or ſong, or amorous tale, 

Shall oft protect us with its cooling ſhade, 
When ſultry Phæbus burns the lovely vale, 


Tis ali another paradiſe around, 
And, truſt me, ſo it would appear to me, 
ike the firſt man were I not lonely found, 
And but half bleſt, my Delia, wanting thee. 


For two, but two, I've form'd a lovely walk, 
And I have call d it by my fair one's name; 
Here bleſt with thee, t'enjoy thy pleaſing talk, 


[ While fools and g12dmen bow the knee to fame. 


Ne. 
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The ruſtic path already have! try'd, 
Oft at the ſinking of the ſetting day 3 

And while, my love, I thought thee by my ſide, 
With careful ſteps have worn its edge away. 


With thee I've held diſcourſe, how paſſing ſweet | 
While fancy brought thee to -_ rapcur'd dream, 
With thee have prattled in my lone retreat, 
And talk'd down ſuns, on love's delicious theme. 


Oſt as I wander through the ruſtic croud, 
Muſing with downcaſt look, and folded arms, 

They ſtare with wonder, when I rave aloud, 
And dwell with rapture on thy artleſs charms. 


They call me mad, and oft with finger rude, 
Point at me leering, as I heedleſs paſs ; 

Yet Colin knows the cauſe, for love is ſhrewd, 
And the young ſhepherd courts the farmer's laſs. 


Among the fruits that grace this little ſeat, 
And all around their cluftring foliage ſpread, 
Here mayſt thou cull the peach, or ne@'rine ſweet, 
And pluck the ſtrawberry from its native bed. 


And all along the river's verdant fide, 
I've planted elms, which riſe in even row ; - 
And fling their lofty branches far and wide, 
Which float reflected in the lake below. 


Since I've been abſent from my lovely fair, 
Imagination forms a thouſand ſchemes, 

For O! my Delia, thou art all my care, 
And all with me is love and golden dreams. 


O flattꝰ ring promiſe of ſecure delight; 

When will the lazy-pacing hours be o'er? 

That 1 may fly with rapture to thy fight, 
And we ſhall meet again to part nv more. 
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E ſhepherds fo careleſs and gay, 
Who ſport wich the nymphs of the plain, 

Take heed leſt you frolic away 

The peace you can never regain. 
Let not Folly your boſams annoy 3 

And of Love, the dear miſchief, beware. 
You may think *tis all ſunſhine and joy, 

I know tis o'erſhadow'd with care. 


Love's morning how blithſome it ſhines, 
With an aſpeci deceitfully fair; 
Its day oft in ſorrowaleclines, 
And it ſets in the night of deſpair. 
Hope pants the gay ſcene to the ſight, 
While fancy her viſions beſtows, 
And gilds ev'ry dream with delight, 
But to wake us to ſenſible woes. 


How hard is m 
Of an 
Tho:gh 
Hor 


y lot to complain 

ymph whom I yet muſt adore, 
the love not her ſhepherd again, 
Danes muſt love ber the more. 


| 


\ 
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For it was not the pride of her ſex, 
That treated his vows with diſdain, 


* * 


_ — 
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For it was not the pleaſure to vex, 


That made her delude her fond ſwaim 


"Twas His, the fair nymph to behold, 
He hop'd—and he raſhly believ'd. 


{ *T'was hers to be fatally cold; 


— He lov'd—And was fondly deceiv'd, 
For ſuch is of lovers the doom, 

While paſſions their reaſon beguile, 
Tis warrant enough to preſume, 

If they catch but a look or a ſmilt. 


Yet ſurely my Pu Y L Is would ſeem 
To prize me moſt ſhepherds above z 
But that might be only eſteem, 
While I fooliſhly conftru'd it love. 
Yet others, like Damon, believ'd 
The nymph might have favour'd her ſwain, 
And others, like Him, were deceiv'd, 
Like Him, though they cannot complain. 


Of Puytt1s was always my ſong, 
For the was my pride and my care 3 
And the folks, as we wander'd along, 
Wou'd call us the conjugal pair. 
They mark'd how I walk'd at her fide, _ 
How her hand to my boſom I preſt, 
Each tender endearment I try'd, 
And I thought none was ever ſo bleſt. 


But now the deluſion is oer, 
"Theſe day-dreams of pleaſure are fled) . 
Now Her DAuo is pleaſing no more, 
And the hopes of her ſhepherd are dead. 


May he that my fair ſhall obtain, 


May He, as thy Damon, be true ; 


1 Or haply thou'lt think of that ſwain, 


Who bids thee, dear maiden, adieu. 
Oo oe OC —— — 
TO CHLOE 


F Cu rox ſeek one verſe of mine 
I call not on the tùneful Nine 
With uſeleſs Invocation ; 
Enough for Me that Sie ſhould aſk 3 


fly with pleaſure to the Taſk, 


And Hers the inſpiration. 
When Poets ſung in ancient Days, 


The Muſes that inſpir'd their Lays, 


Of whom there ſuch Parade is 3 


Their Deities, let Pride confeſs, 


Were nothing more, and nothing leſs, 
Than earth-born mortal Ladies. 
Did any nymph her ſubject chuſe ? 
She ſtrait commenc'd inſpiring Mus; 
And every Maid, of lovely Face, 
That truck the heart of wounded Swain, 
Exalted to yon ſtarry Plain, 
Was regiſter'd a GRACE. 


Theſe were the Compliments of old, 


| While Nymphs, among the Gods earall'd, 
Claim's Love's obſequigus Duty ; 
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Thus, while each Bard had favourite Views, 

Each Nymph became a GAE, or Mes, 
A Vxxus every Beauty. 


Say, in theſe latter Days of ours, 
When Love exerts his uſaal Powers, 
What difference lies between us ? 
In CxLoz's ſelf at once I boaſt, 
What Bards of every age might toaſt; 
A Mus, a Grace, a VExvus 


In Cnr.ox are a thouſand charmsy 
Though Envy call her ſex to arms; 
And gigzling girls may flout her. 
The MusE inhabits in her Mind; 
A Vexvs in her form we find, 
The Cxacs all about her. 
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To THE MOON. 


LL hail | majeſtic Queen of Night, 
a Bright Cynthia! ſweeteſt Nymph, 
preſence brings 
The penſive pleaſures, calm delight, 
While Contemplation ſmooths her ruffled wings, 
Which Folly's vain tumultnous joys, 
Or buſineſs, care, and buzz of luſty day 
ave all too e away 
Stale Jeſt, and flippant Mirth, and Strife en- 
gend' ring Noiſe, 
When Evening dons hey mantle grey, 
I'n wind my ſolitary way, 
And hie me to ſome lonely grove 
(The haunt of Fancy and of love) 
Whoſe ſocial branches, far outſpread, 
Poſſeſs the mind with pleaſing dread, 
While Cynthia quivers through the trees 
That wanton with the ſummer breeze, 
And the clear brook, or dimpled ſtream, 
Reflects bblique her dancing beam. 
How often, by thy filver light, 
Have Lovers tongues beguil'd the Night? 
When forth the happy pair have ſtray'd, 
The amorous ſwain and tender maid, 
And as they walk'd the groves along, 
Cheer d the ſtill Eve with various ſong. 
While ev'ry Artful ſtrain confeſt 
'The mutual Paſſion in their breaſt. 
Phe lovers* hour? fly ſwift away, 
And Night reluctant yields to Day. 


whoſe 


Thrice happy nymph, thrice kappy Youth, 
When Beauty is the meed of Truth 


Yet not the happy Loves alone, 
Has thy celeſtial preſence known. 
To thee complains the Nymph forlorn, 
Of broken faith, and Vows forſworn; 
And the dull Swain, with folded Arms, 
Still muſing on his falſe one's charms, 
Frames many a ſonnet to her name, 
(As Lovers uſe to expreſs their flame) 
Or pining wan with thoughtful care, 
ly downcaſt ſilence feeds Deſpair 3 


| 


K 


- | Or when the Air dead ſtillneſs kept; 


And Cynthia on the water ſteeps ; 
Charms the dull ear of ſober night, 
With love-born Maſic's ſweet delight: 


Oft as thy Orb performs its round, 
Thou liſt'neſt to the yarious found 
Of ſhepherds' hopes and Maidens' fears 
(Thoſe conſcions Cynthia ſilent hears 
While Echo which ſtill loves to mock, 
Bears them about from Rock to Rock. 


But ſhift we now the penſive ſcene, 
Where Cyatkia ſilvers o'er the green. 
Mark yonder Spot, whoſe equal rim 
Forms the green circle quaint and trim; 
Hither the Fairies blith advance, 

And lightly trip in mazy dance; 
Beating the panſie - paven ground 
In frolic meaſures round and round; 


Theſe Cynthia's Revels gayly keep; 


N 


While lazy mortals ſnore aſleep ; 
Whom oft they viſit in the night, 

Not vifible to human ehe ; 

And as old prattling Wives relate, ; 
Though now the faſhion's out of date, 

Drop ſixpence in the Houſewife's ſhoe, 

And pinch the Slattern black and blue. T 
They fill the mind with airy ſchemes, 1 
And bring the Ladies pleaſant dreams. 

Who kaows not Mab, whoſe chariot elid } 
And athwart men's noſes rides ? 225 N 
While Ozxzzox, blith Fairy, trips, 

And hovers o'er the Ladies Lips ; 

And when he ſteals ambroſial bliſe, — 
And ſoft imprints the charming Kils, 3 
In Dreams the Nymph her ſwain purſues; 

Nor thinks 'tis Ons xox that woes. on 

Yet ſportive Vouth, and lovely Fur, ; | 
From hence, my Leſſun read, beware, 

While Innocence and Mirth preſide, Ot 
We care not where the Fairies glide ; Su 
And Ontrox will never mif« 

To greet his fav ' rites with a Kiſs ; Fe 
Nor ever more Ambroſia ſips, Th 
Than when he viſits “s Lips, N 

When all things elſe in filence ſleep, 

And blithſome Elfs their vigils keep; * 
And always hover round about, 1 
To find our worth or frailties out; f 
Receive with joy theſe Elfin ſparks, 7 
Their Kiſſes leave no tell-tale Marks, Imp 
But breathe freſh beauty o'er the face; a 
Where all is Virtue, all is grace. 

Not only el fin Fays delight 

To hail the ſober Queen of Night, 

But that ſweet Bird, whoſe gurgling Throat 

Warbles the thick melodious nom, 

Duly as Evening Shades prevail, 

Renews her ſoothing love- lorn tale. OFC 
And as the Lover penſive goes, 

Chaunts out her ſymphony of Woes, 

Which in boon Nature's wilder tone, 

Beggar all ſounds which Art has known, 

But hiſt —— the melancholy bird T 
Among the Groves ro more is heard; Wi. 

c 


And Cynthia pales her filver ray | 
Before th' apptoach of golden Day, | 
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Which on yon mountain's miity height, 
Stauds tiptoe with his gladiome Light. 
Now the thrill Lark in #ther floats, 

And carols wild her liquid notes; 

While Phebus, in his lefty pride, 

His flaring beams flings far and wide 
Cynthia farewell —— the penſive Muft, 
No more her feeble flight purſues, 

But all unwilling takes her way, 

And mixes with the buzz of Day. 


HE Beauty which the Gods beſtow, 
of + Did they but give it for a ſhow ? 
No — *twas lent thee from above, 
To ſhed its Luſtre o'er thy face, 
And with its pure and native grace 


To charm the ſoul to Love. 


The flaunting Sun, whore weſtern beams, 
This evening drink of Oceans? ſtreams, 
'To-morrow ſprings to Light. 
Put when thy Beauty ſets, my Fair, 
No morrow thall its beam repair, 
"Tis all eternal Night. 


See too, my Love, the virgin Roſe, 
How ſweet, how baſhfully it blows 
Beneath the vernal ſkies ! 
How ſoon it blooms in full diſplay, 
Its boſom opening to the Day, 
Then wichers, ſhrinks, and dies. 


Of mortal Life's declining Hour, 

Such is the Leaf, the bud, the Flow'r ; 
Then crop the Roſe in Time. 

Ee bleſt and bleſs, and kind impart 

The juſt return of Heart for Heart, 
Ere Love becomes a Crime. 


To Pleaſure then, my Charmer, haſte, 
And ere thy Youth begins to waſte, 

Lre Beauty dims its ray, 
The proffer'd gift of Love employ, 
Improve each moment into Joy, 

Be happy, whilſt you may. 
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TO THE REV. MR. HANBURY, 


OF CHURCH-LANGTON, LEICESTERSHIRE, 


ON HIS PLANTATIONS. 


\ \ THILE vain purſuits a trifling race engage, 
4 And Virtue flumbers in a thriftleſs age, 

hy glorious plan *, on deep foundations laid, 
ch aiding Nature, Nature's bound to aid, 


See Mr. Hanbury's Eſſay on Planting. 


„CC 


Shall ſpeak for ages to a world unborn. 
Though fools deride, for Cenſure's ſtill at hand 
To damn the work ſhe cannot underſtand, 
Purſue thy project with an ardour fit ; 

Fools are but whetſtones to a man of wit. 


Like puting infants ſeem'd thy rifing plan, 
Now knit in ſtrength, it ſpeaks an active man. 
So the broad oak, which from thy grand deſign 


A ftrip'ling firſt, juſt peep*d above the ground, 
Which, ages hence, ſhall fling its ſhade around. 


——ͤ —— 


H' impreſſion which this ſeal ſhall make, 
The rougher hand of force may break ; 
Or jealous time, with low decay, 

May all its traces wear away; 

But neither time nor force combin'd, 

Shall tear thy image from my mind; 

Nor ſhall the ſweet impreſſion fade 

Which Curoz's thouſand charms have made; 
For ſpite of time, or force, or 

"Tis ſealꝰd for ever on my heart. 


* 


| — ———_—_—__—— — 
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Come, Lvcy, it cries, come away, 
The grave of thy Cor ix has room 

To reſt thee beſide his cold clay. 

I come, my dear ſhepherd, I come, 

Ye friends and companions adieu: 

[ haſte to my CoLin's dark home, 

To die on his boſom ſo true. 


All mournful the midnight bell rung, 
When Lucy, ſad Lucy, aroſe; . 
And forth to the green turf ſhe ſprung 
{ Where Cor.1Nn's pale aſhes repoſe. 


All vet with the night's chilling dew. 


Her boſom embrac'd the cold ground, 
While ſtormy winds over her blew, 
And night-ravens croak'd all-around. 


«© How long, my lov'd Cottx,” ſhe cry'd, 
« How long muſt thy Lucy complain? 

«© How long ſhall the grave my love hide? 

«© How long ere it join us again? 

% For thee thy fond ſhepherdeſs liv'd, 

With thee o'er the world would ſhe fly; 

«© For thee has ſhe ſorrow'd and griev'd ; 

% For thee would ſhe lie down and die. 


&« Alas! what avails it how dear 

* Thy Lucy was once to her ſwain ! 

« Her face like the lily ſo fair, 

And eyes that gave light to the plain. 


Shall ſpread aloft, and tell the world 'twas thine, 


SENT TO A LADY, WITH A SEAL.. 


ARK, hark, *tis a voice from the weng, 
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The wiſe man's ſtudy, though the blockhead's ſcorn, 
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«© The ſhepherd that lov'd her is gone; aye down this truth, from whence my maxim fot, 
«© That face and thoſe eyes charm no mere; lows, | | 
« And Lucy forgot, and alone, (See Horace, Ode Dec. Sxt.— the caſe Apollo's) 
« To death ſhall her Cox ix deplore.“ % The God of Verſe diſclaims a plodding wretch,, 
a % Nor keeps hi 1 
While thus the lay ſunk in deſpair, [ or keeps his bow for ever on the ſtreteh. 
And mourn'@ to the echoes around, F However i 
. great my thirſt of honeſt fame 
Inflam'd all at once grew the air, I bow with rev'rence to each letter'd name ; 
And thunder ſhook dreadful the ground. To worth, where'er it be, with joy ſubmit, 
% 1 hear the kind call, and obey, But own no curſt monopolies of wit. 
_ n — cel, Nor think, my friend, if I but rarely quote, 
en breathing a g 9. And little reading ſhines through what I've wrote 
She hung on his tomb-ſtone, and died. | That 1 bid peace to ev'ry learned ſhelf; : 


Becauſe I dare form judgments for myſelf. 
-h] were it mine, with happy {kill to look 
__ * | ] Up to the ons, the UNIVERSAL Book | 
| —_— to all to him, to me, to you, 

For NATUR E's open to the general view 
EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. | arte os ſcorn the ancients" vaunted ſtore, 
| And my thefts, where they but robb'd before. 

60 O, ſtudy more—diſcard that Siren, Eaſe, | tion F a. 


— 


cc Whoſe fatal charms are murd'rous while W J : 
— | m_— with them, while Grecian ſounds 

« Wit's ſcanty ſtreams will fret their channel dry, | Th» eternal paſſions of the human heart 

40 If Learning's ſpring withhold the freth ſupply. Burſting the bonds of eaſe and lazy reſt 0 

«« Turn leaf by leaf gigantick volumes o'er, I feel the flame mount active in my breaft 3 

4 Nor bluſh to know what ancients wrote before. Or when, with joy, I turn the Roman page 

«« Why not, ſometimes, regale admiring friends I live, in fancy, in th* AucusTAN age - 

«« With Greek and Latin ſprinklings, odds and ends ? Till ſome dull Bavius' or a Maævius' name 

«« Exert your talents ; read, and read to write ! { Damn'd by the Mus to everlaſting — 

«« As Horace ſays, mix profit with delight.“ Forbids the mind in foreign climes to roam, 


"Tis rare advice: but I am flow to mend , And brings me back to our old fools at home: 


Though ever thankful to my partial friend : 
Full of ſtrange fears—for hopes are baniſh'd all— | 

I liſt” no more to Phebus? ſacred call, 

Smit with the Muſe, tis true, I ſought her charms ; | 
But came no champion, clad in cumb'rous arms, = | 
To pull each ho ok from his throne, 8 O N G 8 
And ſwear no lady Clio like my own. 


All unambitious of ſuperior praiſe, 1 N 
My fond amuſement aſk'd a ſprig of bays, | 
Some little fame for ſtringing harmleſs verſe, 
And een that little ame has prov'd a curſe*; THE CAPRICIOUS LOVERS. 
Hitch'd into rhime, and dragg'd thraugh muddy 
profe, 1 1 4 
By butcher criticks, worth's confed'rate foes. | IMS 
; ”HILE the cool and gentle breeze 
If then the Muſe no more ſhall ſtiĩve to pleaſe, Whiſpers fragrance through the trees, 


Lull'd in the happy lethargy of eaſe ; Nature walking o'er the ſcene 
If, unadvent”rous, the forhear to ſing, | Clad in robes of lively green, 
Nor take one thought to plume her ruffled wing; From the ſweetneſs of the place 
*Tis that ſhe hates, howe'er by nature vain, Labour wears a chearful face. 
The ſcurril nonſenſe of a venal train. 
When deſp'rate rubbers, iſſuing from the waſte, Sure I taſte of joys ſincere, 

Make ſuch rude inroads on te land of taſte, Faithful Col ix ever near; 
Genius grows ſick beneath the Gothic rage, When with ceaſeleſs toil oppreſs'd, 


Or ſeeks her laurels from ſome worthier age. Wearied nature finks to reſt. 
All my labours to beguile, 


As for Myſclf, I own the preſent charge; Love ſhall wake me with a ſmile. 
Lazy and lounging, I confefs at large: a 
Yet Eaſe, perhaps, may loſe her filken chains, 1 


And the next hour become an hour of pains. 

We write, we read, we act, we think, by fits, 
And follow all thirg's as the humour hits; 

For ef all pleaſures, which the world can bring, 
Variety—O ! dear variety's the thing! 

Our learned Coke, from whom we ſcribblers draw 
Atl the wife Dictums of poetic law, 


THOUGH my features i'm told 
| Are grown wrinkled and ola, 
Dull wiſdom J hate and deteſt, 
Not a wrinkle is there 
Which is furrow'd by care, 
And my heart is as light as the beſt. 


LLOYD'S POEMS. 


V hen I look on my boys 

They renew all my joys, 
Myſelf in my children I ſee ; 

While the comforts | find 

In the kingdom my mind, . N 
Pronounce that my kingdom is free. 


In the days I was young, 
Oh ! I caper'd and ſung, 

The laſſes came flocking apace 
But now turn'd of three ſcore 
I can da ſo no more, 

—— Why then let my boy take my place. 


Of our pleaſures we crack, 
For we ſtill love the ſmack, 

And chuckle o'er what we have been ; 
Yer why ſhould we repine, 
You've had yours, I've had mine, 

And now let our children begin, 


4 


— 12. —— 
A 1 N ii. 


„Ils thus in thoſe toys 
Invented for boys, 
To ſhew how the weather will prove, 
The woman and man 
On a diferent plan 
Arc always directed to move. 
One goes out to roam 
While t' other keeps home, 
Inſipid, and dull as a drone, 
Tho” near to each other 
As ſiſter and brother, 
They both take their airings alone. 


— — — — 


& 3. 


WHEY the head of poor Tummas was broke 
By Roger, who play'd at the wake. 
And Kate was alarm'd at the ſtroke, 
And wept for poor Tummas's ſake ; 
When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 
And the liquor was charming and ſtout, 
O thoſe were the times to regale, 
And we footed it rarely about. 


Then our partners were buxom as does, 

And we all were as happy as kings, 
Each lad in his holyday cloaths, 

And the laſſes in all their beſt things. 
Wat merriment all the day long 

May the feaſt of our Collin prove ſuch, 
Odzooks, but I l join in the ſong, 

And I'll hobble about with my crutch. 


——_— 
A . 


* HEN vapours o'er the meadow die. 
And morning ſtreaks the purple ſky, 

I wake to love with jocund glee, 

Lo think on him, who doats oh me. 


Vor, VIII. 


When eve embrowns the verdant grove 
And Philomel laments her love, 
Each ſigh I breathe, my love reveals, 
And tells the pangs my boſom feels. 
With ſecret pleaſure I ſurvey - 

The frolic birds in amorous play, 
While fondeſt cares my heart employ, 


V hich flutters, leaps, and beats for joy. 


A 1 3 
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Es that's “ a magazine of arms 
To triumph over time; 
Whence beauty borrows half 
And always keeps her prime. 
At that the prude, coquette, and ſaint, 
- Induſtrious ſets her face, 
While powder, patch, and waſh, and paint, 
Repair or give a grace. 
To arch the brow there lies the bruſh,” 
The comb to tinge the hair, 
The Spaniſh wool to give the bluſh, 
The pearl to die them fair. 
Hence riſe the wrinkled, old, and grey, 
In freſheſt beauty ſtrong, ' 
As Venus fair, as Flora gay, 
Ay Hebe ever young. 


* _ —_—— —_— 
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41 KI 


„ 


O] ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot, 
To ſhare thy board, and deck thy cot, 

With joy I fly the ſimple youth 
Who holds me light, or doubts my truth, 
| Thy breaſt for love too wanton grown, 
Shall mourn its peace and pleafure flown, 
Nor ſhall my faith reward a ſwain 
Who doubts my love, or thinks me vain, 


u— 
AIR vu. 


Hus laugh'd at, jilted, and betray d, 
I ſtamp. I tear, I rave; 

Capricious, light, injurious maid, 

I! be no more thy ſlave. ; 
I'll rend thy image from my heart, 

Thy charms no more engage; 
My fou! ſhall take the juſter part, 

And love ſhall yield to rage, 


— 
4A = * ; 
THANK you, ladies, for your care, 


But I pray you both forbear, 
Sure I am all o'er ſcratches} 


2 H 


* The Toilette, 


her charms, p 


| 


"That 
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That yodr curious hands muſt place, 
Such odd ſpots upon my face 
With your pencils, paint, and patches. 
How I totter in my gait, k 
From a dreſs of ſo much weight, 
With my robe too dangling after; 
Could my Colin now but ſee, 
What a thing they ve made of me, 
.- oy he's ſplit his ſides with laughter. 


1 


* 


4 % . 


1 flowers which grace their native beds, 
A while pat forth their bluſhing heads, 
But e're the cloſe of parting day 

They wither, ſhrink, and die away. 

But theſe which mimic ſkill hath made, 

Nor ſcorch'd by ſuns, nor kill'd by ſhade ; 
Shall bluſh with leſs inconſtant hue, - 
Which art at pleaſure can renew. 


D — 
„nn 


HEN late a ſimple ruſtic laſs, 
I rov'd without conſtraint, 
A ſtream wes all my looking glaſs, 
And health my only paint. 


The charms I boaft, (alas how few !) 
I gave to nature's care, 

As vice nie er ſpoil'd their native hue, - 
They could not want repair. 


. 
AI n uu. 


OW ſtrange the mode which truth neglects, 
H And reſts all beauty in defects 
ut 


we by homely nature taught, 
Tho” rude in ſpeech are plain in thought. 


AIX AI. 


OR various purpoſe ſerves the fan, 
As thus a decent blind, 
Between the ſticks to peep ac man, 
Nor yet betray your mind. : 
Each action has a meaning plain, 
Reſentment's in the fnap, 
A flirt expreſſes ſtrong ditdain, 
v Conſent a gentle tap. 


All — will the tan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art, 

And to advantage ſweetly ſhews 
The band if not the heart. 


— 
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LLOYD's POEMS- 


Tis folly's ſceptre firft deſign'd 
By love's capricious boy, | 
Who knows how lightly all mankind 
Are govern'd by a toy. 


* 4 


A I X XIV. 


F tyrant love with cruel dart 

I Transfix the maiden's tender heart, 
Of eaſy faith and fond belief, 

She hugs the dart and aids the thief. * 


| Till left her helpleſs ſtate to mourn, n 


Leglected, loving, and forlorn; 
She finds, while grief her boſom ſtings, 
As well as darts the god has wings. 


A 
LONG your verdant lowly vale, 

A Calm Zephyr breathes a gentle gale, 

ut ruſtling thro? tlie loſty trees, 
It ſwells beyond the peaceſul breeze. 
Thus free from envy's poiſon'd dart, 
You boaſt. a pure unruffled heart, 
While jarring thoughts our peace deform 
And ſwell our paſſions to a ſtorm, 


* 


A1 OL 


HO' my dreſs, às my manners, is ſimple and 
Plain, 
A raſcal I hate, and a knave I diſdain ; 
y dealings are juſt, and my conſcience is clear, 


| And I'm richer than thoſe who have thouſands 


A- year. 


Tho' bent down with age, and for ſporting un- 
couth, | | 

I feel no remorſe from the follies of youth ; 

I ſtill tell my tale, and rejoice in my ſong, 

And my boys think my life not a moment too 
. 

Let the courtiers, thoſe dealers in grin and gri- 
mace 

Creep under, dance over for title or place; 

Above all the titles that flow from a throne, 

That of honeſt I prize, and that title's my own. 


A 1 R XVII. 
ROM flow'r to flow'r the butterfly, 
O'er fields or gardens ranging, 

Sips ſweets from each and flutters by, 

And all his life is changing. 
Thus roving man new objects ſway, 

By various charms delighted, 
While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to-day, 


To morrow ſhall be lighted, 
| X . 


CY 
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A Il R XVII. 


HEN far from faſhion's gilded ſcene 
I breath'd my pative air, 
My thoughts were calm, my mind ſerene, 
No doubtings harbour'd there. 


But now no more myſelf I find, 

- Diſtraction rends my breaſt ; 

Whilſt hopes and fears diſturb my mind, 
And murder all my reſt. 


A 1 N . 


FAHR hopes the mind deceiving, 
Faſy faith too often cheat, 
Woman, fond and all believing, 
Loves and hugs the dear deceit, 
Noiſy ſhew of pomp and riches, 
Cupid's trick to catch the fair, 
Lowly maids too oft bewitches, 
Flattery is the beauty's ſnare. 


4600 


HAT's all the pomp of gaudy courts, 
But vain delights, and gingling toys, 
While pleaſure crowns your rural ſports 
With calm content, and tranquil joys. 


AIR XXL 


ETURN, ſweet laſs, to flocks and ſwains, 
| Where ſimple nature mildly reigns, 
Where love is every ſhepherd's care, 

And every uymph is kind as fair, 

The court has only tinſel toys, 

Inſipid mirth and idle noiſe ; 

But rural joys are ever new, 

While nymphs are kind, and ſhepherds true. 


A I R XXII. 


GAIN in ruſtic weeds array'd, 
1 A ſimple ſwain, a ſimple maid, 
Oer rural ſcenes with joy we'll rove, 
By dimpling brook, or cooling grove. 


- 


2H 2 


The birds ſhall ſtrain their little throats, 
And warble wide their merry notes ; 
Whilſt we converſe beneath the ſhade, 

| A happy ſwain, and happy maid. 


Thy hands ſhall pluck, to grace my bow'r, 
The luſcious fruit, the fragrant flow'r, 
Whilſt joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new, 

Thy Phebe kind, my Eolin true. 


A I. R. XXIII. 


HY ſhould I now, my love, complain, 

* That toil awaits thy chearful ſwain, 
Since labour oft a ſweet beſtows 

Which lazy ſplendor never knows. 


Hence ſprings the purple tide of health, 
The rich man's wiſh, the poor man's w 
And ſpreads thoſe bluſhes o'er the face, 
Which come and go with native grace. 
The pride of dreſs, the pomp of 'ſhew, 
Are trappings oft to cover woe; 

But we, whoſe wiſhes never roam, 
Shall taſte of real joys at home. 


3. 


Ai, XXIV. 


: Ne doubt but your foolſcap has knowa 
His highneſs obligingly kind, 
—— OQdzooks I could knock the fool down, 

Was e' er ſuch a cuckoldy kind? 


To be ſure, like a good-natured ſpouſe, 
You've lent him a part of your bed ; 

He has fitted the horns te your brows, 
And I ſee them ſpout out of your head. 

'To keep your wife virtuous and chaſte, 
The court is a wonderful fchool, 

— My lord you've an excellent taſte, 
a ſon, you're a cuckoldy fool. 

If your lady ſhould bring you an heir, 
The blood will flow rich in his veins, | 

Many thanks to my lord for his care— 
—You dog, I could knock out your brains. 


al} 
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YOUNG'S POEMS. 


VERSES TO THE AUTHOR. 


OW let the Atheiſt tremble z Thou alone 
Canſt bid his conſcious heart the Godhead 
own. . 
Whom ſhhlt thou not reform? O thou haſt ſeen, 
How God deſcends to judge the ſouls of men. 
Thou heard'ſt the ſentence how the guilty mourn, 


Driven out from God, and never muſt return. 


Yet more, behold ten thouſand thunders fall, 
And ſudden vengeance wrap the flaming ball : 
When nature ſunk, when every bolt was hurl'd, 
'Thou"ſaw'f the boundleſs ruins of the world. 


When guilty Sodom felt the burning rain, 
And ſulphur fell on the devoted plain; 
The patriarch thus, the fiery tempeſt paſt, 
With pious horrour view'd the deſert waſte; 
The reſtleſs ſmoke (till wav d its curls around, 
For ever tiling from the glowing ground. 


But tell me, oh ! what heavenly pleaſure tell, | 


To think fo greatly, and deſcribe ſo well! 
How waſt thou pleas'd the wondrous theme to 


wy... 
And find the thought of man could riſe ſo high ? 
Beyond,this world the labour to purſue, | 
And open all zTzxniTY to view? 1 


But thou art beſt delighted to rehearſe 
Heaven's holy dictates in exalted verſe: 

© thou haſt power the harden'd heart to warm, 
To grieve, to raiſe, to terrify to charm ; ; 
To fix the foul on God; to teach the mind 

To know the "dignity of human-kind; 

By ſtricture rules well-govern'd life to ſcan, 


And practiſe o'er the angel in the man. 


Madg. Coll, 
- Oxon, 


* " 


T. WARTON. 


TO A LADY, WITH THE LAST 
r She 
Mavpan, 


ERE, ſacred truths, in loſty numbers told, 
The proſpect of a future ſtate unfold : 
The realms of night to martal view diſplay, 
Ang theglad regions of eternal dag. 


— 


+ This daring author ſcorns, by vulgar ways 


Of guilty wit, to merit worthleſs praiſe. , . 
} Full of her glorious theme, his towering Muſe, 
Wich gen'rous zeal, a nobler fame purſues : 
Religion's cauſe her raviſh'd heart inſpires, 
And with a thouſand bright ideas fires ; © 
Tranſports her quick, impatient, piercing eye, 
6 the ſtrait limits of mortality. | — 4 
To boundleſs orbs, and bids her fearleſs ſoar, 
Where only Milton gain'd renown before; 
Where various ſcenes alternately excite 
| Amazement, pity, terror, and delight, _ 
Thus did the Muſes ſing in early times, 
Fre (killd, to flatter vice and varniſh crimes: , 
Their lyres were turd to virtuous ſongs alone, 
And the chaſte poct, and the prieſt, were one. 


l But now, forgetful of their infant ſtate, 


They ſooth the wanton pleaſures of the great : 
And from the preſs, aud the licentious tage, 
With luſcious poiſon taint the thoughtlels age; 
Deceitful charms attract our wondering eyes 

nd ſpecious ruin unſuſpected lies. 
So the rich ſoil of India's blooming ſhores, 
+ Adorn'd with laviſh nature's choiceſt ſtores, 
| Where ſerpents lurk,” by flowers conccal'd from 


ſight, 2 5 
4 Hides 12 danger under gay delight. © 
Theſe purer thouy hts from groſs alloys reſin d, 
| With heavenly raptures clevate the mind 
Not fram'd to raiſe a giddy ſhort liv'd joy, 
Whoſe falſe allurements, while they pleaſe, dcl- 


troy ; 

But bliſs reſembling that of Saints above, 
| Sprung from the viſion of 'th* Almighty Love: 
| Firm, ſolid bl ſj for ever great and new, 
The more tis known, the more admir d, like you; 
| Like you, fair nymph, in whom united meet 
Endearing ſweetneſs, unaffeRted wit, 
And all the glories of your ſparkling race, 
While inward virtues heighten every grace. 
By theſe ſecur'd, you will with pleaſure r 
Of future judgment, and the riſing dead; 


thrown; | # 

And gaſping nature's Jaſt tremendous groan. 
Theſe, when the ſtars and ſun ſhall be no more, 
Shall beauty to your ravag'd form reſtore : 
Then ſhall you ſhine with an immortal ray, 
} Improv'd by death, and brighten'd by decay. 
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« Of time's grand period, heaven and carth oer 
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TO THE AUTHOR, 


o Bis 
LAST DAY, 
5 AND, 2 


UNIVERSAL PASSION. 


ND muſt it be as thou hal ſung, 
Celeſtial bard, ſeraphic Young 2? 

Will there no trace, no point be found 
Of all this ſpacious glorious round? 
You lamps of light, muſt they decay? 
On nature's ſelf, deſtruction prey? 
Then fame, the moſt immortal thing 
Ev'n thou canſt hope. is on the wing, 
Shall Newton's Syltem be admir d, 
When time and motion are expir 4 ? 
Shall ſouls be curious to explore 
Who rul' and orb'd that is no more? 
Or ſhall they quote the pictur'd age, 
From Pope's and Thy corrective page, 
When vice and virtue loſe their name 
In death}efs joy, or endleſs ſhame ? 
While wears away the grand machine, 
The works of genius ſhall be {cen : L 
Beyond, what laurels can there be, 


For Homer, Horace, Pope, or Thee? a | 


Through life we chaſe, with fond purſuit, * 
What mocks our hope, like Sodom's ſruit: 

And ſure. thy plan was well deſign'd, 

To cure this madneſs of the mind; 

Firſt, beyond time our thoughts to raiſe ; 

Then laſh our love of tranlient praiſe, 

In both, we own y dodtrin- juſt ; 4 

And tame's a breath, and men are duſt, 


1736. 3 58 J. Baxegs. 


APOEM ON THE LAST DAT. 
IN THREE BOOKS. 


* 


* Venit ſumma dies.“ VIB. 


BOOK I. 


0 lpſe pater, media nimborum in nocte, coruſea 
Fulmina molitur dextra. Quo maxima motu 

4 Terra tremit: fugere ferz! ec mortalia cords 

Per gentes hurhilis tra vit pIvor.” Viad. 


HILE others ſing the fortune of the Great ; 


Empire and Arms, and all the pomp of 
State; 


With Britain's Hero “ ſet their fouls on fice, 
and grow immortal as his derds inſpire ; | 
* Duke of Marlborough. 


4 


/ 


7 | } draw a deeper ſcens: a tene that yields 5 


A louder trum pet, and more dreadful ſields; 

The world alarm'd, both earth ard heaven o er- 
thrown, 

And gaſping nature's Jaſt tremendous groan ; 

Death's ancient ſceptre broke, the teeming tomb, 

| The righteous judge, and man's eternal doom. 


* Pwixt joy and pain I view the bold deſign, 1x 
And aſk my anxious heart if it be mine. 
ho tever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the ſight of conſcious ſtars or ſun, 

Is far bencath my daring : look down 15 
On all the ſplendors of the Britiſh crown; 

This globe j; for my verſe a narrow bound: 
Attend me, all ye glorious worlds around!“ 

O! all ye angels, howſoc'er disjoin'd. | 
Of every various order, place, and, kind, 20 
Heer, and affilt, a feeble mortals lays ; 

is our Eternal Ning I ſtrive to praiſe. 

But chiefly Thou, great Ruler! Lord of all! 
Before whoſe throne Arch angels proſtrate fall; 
If at thy nod, from diſcord, and from night, 25 
Sprang beauty, and yon ſparkling worlds of light, 
Fxalt een me; all ipward tumults quell; 

The clouds and darkneſs of my mind di ſpet 3 : 
10 my great ſubje& Fhou my breaſt inſpire, 
And raiſe my labouring ſoul with equal fire. 30 


Man. bear thy brow aloft, view every grace 
In God's great-offspring, beauteous nature's, face: 
{ See ſpring's gay bloom; ſex golden autumn's 
| Lore ; 

See how earth ſmiles, and hear old ocean roar. 
Leviathans but heave their cumberous mail, 35 
It makes a tide, and wrad-bound navies fail. 
Here, foreſts riſe, the mountain s awful pride; 
Here, rivers meaſure climes and worlds divide; 
There, vallics fraught with, gold's relplendent 
ſeeds, 
Hold kings, and kindoms fortunes, in their beds: 
There, to the ſkies, 2ſpiring hills aſcend, AL 
And into diſtant lands their ſhades extend, 
View cities, atmics, fleets; of fleets the pride, 
Sec kulope s law, iu Albion's channel ride. 
View the whole earth” s vaſt landſkip unconſin d. 
Or view in Britain all her plorics join d. 46 

Then let the firmament thy wonder raiſe: 
"Twi! raiſe thy wonder, but iranicend thy praiſe. 
How ſar from eaſt ro weſt ? The labouring eye 
Can ſcarce the diſtant agure hounds deicry: 50, 

Wide theatre? where tempeſts play at large, 
And God's right-hand can all its wrath diſcharge. 
Mark how thoſe radiant lamps inflame the pole, 
Call forth the ſeaſon, and the year controul ; 
they ſhine through tune, wich an anaher d 


SS 
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See This ind period riſe, and That 3 
50 voſt, this wor«d's a gra; yet myriads grace, 
ith golden pomp, the chtong d ethereal ſpace ; 
50 bright, with tuch a wealth of glory ſtor d, 
were fin m heathens not to have ador'd, 60 
How great, how firm, how facred all appears ! ! 
How worthy an immortal round of years 
Yet all muſt drop, as autunin's ſicklieſt grain, 
| And earth and icmanzent be lought. in vain : 3 
4 J . ks T 


. 
. 
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n 
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From inmoſt heaven inceſſant thunders roll, 


238 


Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awful throne : 


Time ſhall be ſlain, all Nature be deſtroy d, 


Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 
Sooner, or later, in ſome future date, 


(A dreadful ſecret in the book of fate 1) 70 
This hour, for aught all human wiſdom knows, 


Or when ten thouſand haryeſts more have roſe ; 


| When ſcenes are chavg'd on this reyolving earth, 


Old empires fall, and give new empires birth; 


While other Bourbons rule in other lands, 75 


And (if man's fin forbids not) other Annes; 
Whilz ſtill the buſy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thouſand years before, 
Thovghleſs as thoſe who now life's mazes run, 


Of earth diſſolv'd, or an extinguiſh'd fun; 80 


(Ye ſublunary worlds, awake, awake 

Ye rulers of the nation, hear, and ſhake) 

Thick clouds of darknefs ſhall ariſe on day ; - 

In ſudden night all earth's dominions lay; 
Impetuous winds the ſcatter'd foreſts rend; 85 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend ; 

The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean roar, 

And break the bondage of bis wonted ſhore 3 


A ſanguine ſtain the ſilver moon o'erſpredd; 


Darkucſs the circle of the ſun invade; 


And the firoog echo bound from pole to pole, 
When, lo, a mighty trump, one half concca}}2 
In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveal'd, N 
Shall pour a dreadful note: the piercing call 95 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball ; ö 
Th' extended circuit of creation ſhake, 
The living die with fear, the dead awake. 
Oh powerful blaſt ! to which no equal ſound 
Did e'er the frighted car of nature wound, 100 


Though rival clarions have becn ſtrain'd on high, 


And kindled wars immortal threugh the iky, 


Though God's whole enginery diſcharg'd, and all 


The rebel angels bellow'd in their fall. 
Have angels ſinn'd? and ſhall got man be- 
ware ? 5-1. 


How ſhall a ſon of earth decline the ſnare ? 


Not folded arms, and flackneſs of the mind, 

Can promiſe for the ſafety of mankind : 

None are ſupincly good: through care and pain, 
And various arts, the iteep alcent we gain. 110 


This is the ſcenc of ae, not the ret, 


Man's is laborious happineſs at belt; 
On this ſide death his dangers never ceaſe, 
His joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace. 
If then, obſcquious to the will of fate, 115 
And bending to the terms of human ſtate, 
When guilty joys invite us to their arms, 
When beauty ſgiiles, or grandeur ſpreads her 
charms, | 

The conſcious ou would thi; great ſcene diſplay, 
Call down th' immortal hoſts in dread array, 120 
The trumpet ſound, the Chriſtian banner ſpread, 


And raiſe from ſilent graves the trembling dead; 
Such deep imprefſion would the picture make, 


No power on earth her firm reſolve could ſhake ; 
Engag'd with angels ſhe would greatly ſtand, 125 
And lock regardicſ down on ſes, and land; 


90 
| [ At leiſure on her axle roll d in ſtate; 152 
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h | 
The tract forgot where conſtellations ſhone, 65 Not proffer'd werlds her ardour could reſtrain, 


And death might ſhake his threatening lance in 
vain ! | 
Her certain conqueſt would endear the fight, # 
And dayyer ſerve but to exalt delight. 130 
* Inftrudted thus to ſhun the fatal ſpring, 
Whence flows the terrors of that day I ſing; 
More boldly we our labours may purſue, 
And all the dreadful image ſet to view. 
The 2 eye, the fleck and pdftited 
reaſt, 1 
The burniſh'd ſcale, curl'd train, and riſing Ee. 
All that is lovely in the noxious fnake, 
Provokes our fear, and bids us flee the brake: 
The fting once drawn, his guiltleſs beauties riſe 
ln pleaſing luſtre, and detain our eyes; I40 
We view with joy, what once did horror move, 
And ftrong averſion ſoftens into love. 
Say 135 my Muſe, whom diſmal ſcenes de- 
light; | 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night; 
Say, melancholy maid, if bold to dare I45 
Tae laſt extremes of terror and deſpair; 
Oh fay, what change on earth, what heart in man 
This blackeſt moment ſince the world began. 
Ah mournful turn! the bliſsful earth, who late 


While thouſand golden planets kyew go reſt, 
Still onward in their circling journey preſt; 
| 8 Y P! 
* gratefui change of ſeaſons ſome to bring, 
ad ſweet viciſſitude of fall and ſpring : 
Some through vaſt oceans to conduct the keel, 155 


Around her ſoine their ſplendors to diſplay, 

And yild her globe with tributary day: 

This world ſo great, of joy the bright abode, 

| Heaven's darling child, and favourite of her God, 

Now looks an exiles ſrom her Father's care, 161 

Deliver d o'er to darkneſs and deſpair. 

No ſun in radiant glory ſhines on high: 

Na light, but from the terrors of the ſky : 

Fall'n are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loſt,16; 

And all into a ſecond chaos tolt: 

One univerſal ruin ſpreads abroad : 

Nothing is ſafe beneath the throne of God, 
Such, earth, thy fate: what then canſt thou 

afford 


To comfort and ſupport thy guilty lord? 119 
Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon, 
How muſt he bend his ſoul's ambition down ? 
Proſtrate, the reptile own, and diſavow 
His boaſted ſtature, and aſſuming brow ? ; 
Claim kindred , with the clay, and curſe — 
rm, 
1 hat ſpeaks diſtinction from his ſiſter. worm ? | 
What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade 
Lord, Why doſt thou forfake whom thou bl 
- made? © 8 
who can ſuſtain thy anger? Who can ſtand 0 
Beneath the terrors of thy liſted hand ? $00 
It flies the reach of thought; oh ſave me, Power 
Of powers ſupreme, in x tremendous hour | 


Th.u who beneath the frown of fate haſt ſtood, 
Theny 


Aud iu thy dreadful agony ſweat blood: 


And ſome thoſe watery worlds to fink, or ſwell: , 
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Ther, who ſor me, through every throbbing 
vein; © 185 
Haſt ſelt the keeneſt edge of mortal pain; 


below, 

And taught thoſe horrid myſteries of woe; 
Nefend me, O my God ! Oh ſave me, Power 
Of powers ſupreme, in that tremendous hour 

from eaſt to weſt they fly; from pole to 

line, 191 

Imploring ſhelter ſrom the wrath divine; | 
Beg flames to wrap, .or whelming ſeas to ſweep, 
Or rocks to yawn, compaſſionately deep: 
Seas caſt the monſter forth to meet his doom, 195 
And rocks but priſon up ſor wrath to come. 

So fares. a traitor to au earthly crown; 

While death fits threatening in his prince's frown, 
His heart's diſmay'd ; and now his fears com- 
mand, 2 | 

To change his native for a diſtant land: 
Swiſt orders fly, the king's ſevere decree 
Stznds in the channel and locks up the ſea ; 
The port he ſeeks, obedient to her lord, 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted ſword. 

But why this idle toil to paint that day ? $0; 
This time elaborately thrown away? 
Words all in vain pant aſter the diſtreſs, 
Th: height of eloquence would make it leſs ; 
Heavens! how the good man trembles !— 

And is there a Laſt Day f and muſt there 

come 210 
A ſure, a fix d, inexorable doom ? 
Ambition ſwell, and, thy proud fails to ſhow, 
Take all the winds that Vanity can blow: 
Wealth on a golden mountain blazing ſtand, 
And reach an India forth in either hand ; 
Spread all thy purple cluſters, tempting vine, 
Aud thou, more dfeaded foe, bright beauty, 
ſhine ; - : 

Shine all; in all your chars together riſe ; 
That all, in all your charms, | may deſpiſe, 
White I mount upward on a ſtrong deſire, 
Borne, like Elijah, in a car on fire. 

ln hopes of glory to be quite involy'd ! 
To ſmile at death ! to long to be diſſolv'd 
From our decays a pleaſute to receive 
and kindie into trauſport at a grave 
What equals this ? And ſhali the victor now 
boaſt the proud laurels on his loaded brow ? 
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215 


220 


119 Religion | Oh thou cherub, heavenly bright! 
, Oh joys unmix'd, and fathomleſs delight ! 
| Thou, Thou art all; nor find thy in the whole 
Creation 2ught, but God and my own ſoul, 231 
„ his Aa ae then, my ſoul, thy God adore, 
175 ber let the brute creation praiſe him more. 
a Mall things inanimate my conduct blame, 
vade ! Aud fluſh my conſcious check with ſpreading 
u haſt ſhame ? © 235 
They all for him purſue, or quit, their end; 
© mounting flames their burning power ſuſ- 
180 b Gt bend? 
power olid heaps th' unfrozen billows ſtand, 
1 * relt and ſilence aw d by his command : 
Ls J, the dirg monſters that inſeſt the flood, 240 


Whom death led captive through the realms 


4 


225 | 


239 


His will can calm, their favs tempers bind, 
And turn to mild proteQors'of mankind: 
Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 
In the deep chambers of the gloomy main; 245 
When darkneſs round him all her horrors ſpread, 
And the loud ocean bellow'd o'er his head ? 
N now the thunder roars, the lightening 
ies, A | 
And all the warring winds tumultuous riſe ; ; 
When now the foaming ſurges, toſt on high, 2 5© 
Diſcloſe the ſands beneath, and touch the ſky ; 
When drath draws near, the mariners aghaſt 
Look back with terror on their actions palt; 
Iheir courage ſickens into deep diſmay, 
Their hearts, through fear and anguiſh, melt 
1 away ; 00 Fon 255 
-Nor tears, ngr ptayers, the tempeſt 6an appeaſe ; 
Now they devote their treaſure to the ſeas; 
Unload thcir ſhatet'd barque; though richly 
fraught, 1 LPR. 
And think = hopes of life are cheaply bought 
Wich gems and gold; but oh, the ftorm fo high! 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy. 267 
The trembling prophet, then, themſelves to 
ſave, 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave; 
Down he deſcends, and, booming o'er his head, 
The biilows cloſe ; he's number d with the dead. 
(Hear, O ye juſt! attend, ye viituous few! 26 
And the bright paths of piety purine) | 
Lo! the great Ruler of the world, from high, 
Looks ſmiling down with a propitious eye, 
Covers his ſ:rvant with his gracious hand; 
And bids tempeſtuvus nature ſilent ſtand ; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place, 
Or kindly fold bim in a ſoft embrace : 
He bridjes-in the monſters of the derp: 
The bridled monſters awful diſtance keep: 275 
For get their hunger, while they view their prey; 
Ana guiltleſs gaze, and round the ſtranger play. 


Put ſtill ariſe new wonders; nature's Lord 
Sends forch intb the deep his powerful word, 
And calls the great leviathatt: the great 
" Leviathan attends in all his ſtate; 

Exults for joy, and, with a mighty hound, 

Makes the ſea ſhake, and heav'a and earth re- 

ſound ; 

Blackens the waters with the riſing ſand, 

And drives vaſt billows to the diſtant land. 285 

As yawns an earthquake, when impriſon d 
air | 

Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 

The whale expands his jaws enormous fize; 

The prophet views the-cavern wich ſurprize : 

Meaſures h's mon{lrous teeth, afar deicry'd, 292 

And rolls his wonderiug eyes from fide to fide; 

Ihen takes poſſeſſion ot the ſpacious ſeat, 

And fails ſecure within the dark retreat. 

Now is he pleas'd the northern blaſt to hear, 

And hangs on liquid mountains, void of- Sts 295 

Or fails immers'd into the depths belaw 

\\ here the dead filent waters never flow; 

To the foundations of the Hills convey'd, 
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280 


y nature dreadful, and athirſt lor bleod, 


Dwells in the ſnelving mountain's dread:ul ſhade; 
a Where 
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Where plummet never reach'd, he draws his 

breath, 1 300 

* glides ſercnely through the paths of death. 

wo wonderous days and nights through coral 
groves. ; 08 

Through labyrinths of rocks and ſands, he roves: 


G When the third morning with its level rays 


The mountains gilds, and on the billows plays. 
It ſees the king of waters riſe, and pour 30 
His ſacred gueſt un- injur'd on the ſhore : 

A type of that great bleſüng, which the Muſe 


In her next labour ardentiy purſues. 


. 
a b 2 . 


The LAST DAY. 
"BOOK It. 


& —— We hope, that the departed will riſe 
„ again from the dust: after which, like 

* the Gods, they will be immortal.“ 
a - + PUOCYL, 


OW Man awakes, and from his ſitent bed, 
4 Where he has ſlept for ages, lifts his head; 
Shakes off the ſlumber of ten thonſand years, | 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 
Whute'er the bold, the raſh, adventure coſt, 8 
In wide Eternity I dare be loſt. 
The Muſe is wont in narrow bounds to ſing, 
To teach the ſavain, or celebrate the ling. | 
I graſp the whole, no more to parts confin'd, | 
1 liit my voice, and ſing to human kind: Io 
I fing to men and angels: angels join, 


V hile ſuch the theme, their ſacred ſongs with 


mine. 

Again the trumpet's intermitted ſound 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round, 
An univerſal con: outſe to prepare 15 
Of all that ever breath'd the vital air: 
In ſome wide field, which active whirlwinds 

ſweep, ; 

Drive cities, foreſts, mountains, to the deep, 
To ſmooth and lengthen ont th* unbounded ſpace, 
And ſpread an area for all human race. 20 

Now monuments prove ſaitliſul to their truſt, 
And readtr back their long-committed duſt. 
Nö charnels rattle; ſcatter'd limbs. and all, 
The various bones, obſequious to the call, 
Sell· mov id, advance; the neck perhaps to meet 25 
The diſtant head; the diſtant legs the feet. 
Dreadful to view, ſee through the duſky ſky 
Fragments of bodies in confuſion fly, 
To diſtant regions journeying, there to claim 
Deſerted members and compleat the frame. 730 


When the world bow'd to Rome $, almighty 


ſword, 
Rome bow'd to Pompey, and confeſs'd ker lord. 
Yet one day loſt, this deity below 
Became the ſcoru and pity of his ſoe. 
His blood a traitor's ſacrifice was made, 35 
And ſmok'd indignant on a ruſſian's blade, 
No trumpet's ſorind, no gaſping army's yell, 
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, Obſcure his fall! all weltering in his gore, 


His trunk was caſt to periſh on the ſhare! 40 
While Julius frown'd the bloody monſter dead, 

Who brought the world in his great rival's head, 
This ſever'd head and trunk-ſhall” join once more, 
Though realms now riſe between, and oceans 


roar, | | 
The trumpet's ſound each fragrant mote ſhall 
r hear, 45 


Or fx'd in earth, or if afloat in air, 
Obey che ſignal wafted in the wind., 
And not oue ſleeping atom lag behind. 


8o ſwarming bees, that on a ſummer's day 


In airy rings, and wild meanders play, 50 
Charm'd with the brazen ſound, their wander- 


ings end, ' 

And, gently circling, on x bough deſcend. *© 
Tlie body thus renew'd, the conſcious ſoul, 
Which bas perhaps been fluttering near the pole, 
Or midſt the burning planets wondering ſtray'd, 
Or hover'd o'er where her pale corple was laid: 
Or rather coalted on her final ſtate, 

And fear d, or wiſh'd for, her appointed fate; 
This foul, returning with a conſtant flame, 
Now weds for ever her immortal frame. 60 
Life, which ran down before, ſo high is wound, 
The ſprings maintain an everlaſting round, 
Thus a frail model of the work deſign'd 


Firſt takes a copy of the builder's mind, 
Beſore the ſtructive firm with laſting oak, 65 


1 And markle bowels ot the ſolid rock, 
Turns the ſtrong arch, aud bid: the columns riſe, 


And hear the lofty palace to the ſkies; 


| The wrongs of time Enabled to ſurpaſs, 


With bars of adamant, and ribs of braſs. 70 
That ancient, ſacred, and illuſtrious * dome, 


| Where ſoom or late fair Albion's heroes come, 


From camps, or courts, though great, or wile, or 
juſt, 

To feed the worm, and moulder into duſt; 

That ſolemn manſion of the royal dead, 75 

Where paſſing llaves o'er fleeping monarchs 

Now populons o'erflows; a numerous face 

Of riſing king fill al! th' extended ſpace: 

A life well ſpent, not the victorious ſword, 

Awards the crown, and tiles the greater lord. $0 
Nor monuments alone, and burial-eartl, 

Labours with man to this his ſecond birth; 

But where gay palaces in pomp ariſe, - 

And gilded theatres invace the ſkies, + 2 

Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unreſpe&ed bones 85 

Support the pride of their luxrious ſons 

The moſt magniſicent and coſtly dome 

Is but an upper chamber to a tomb, 

No ſpot on e.rth, but has ſupply d a grave, 

And human ſculls the ſpacious ocean pave. 9 

All's full of man ; and at this dreadful turn, 

The ſwarm ſhall iſſue, and the hive ſhall burn. 
Not all at once, nor in like manner, riſe: 

Some lift with pain theig low unwilling eres; 

Shrink backward ſrom the terror of the light, 95 

And bleſs the grave, and call for laſtiag = 


Bid, with due horror, his great ſou! farewell, 


* Weſtminſter Abbey, 
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Io bleſs a people, and oblige a crown. 
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hers, whoſe long - attempted virtue ſtood 
ix d as a rock, and broke the ruſhing flood, 
Whaſe firm reſolve, nor beauty could melt down, 
Nor Fagin tyrants from their poſture frown ; 100 
ch, his day of horrors, ſhall be ſeen 
face the thunders with a god-like mien; 
The planets drop, their thoughts are fixt above ; 
The centre ſhakes, their hearts diſdain to move - 
An earth diſſolving, and a heaven thrown wide, 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on every fide, 106 
Serene they view, wk of delay, 
And bl-tq the dawn of everlaſting day. 7 
Here greatneſs proftrate falls; there, frength 
gives place ; | 


Here, lazars ſmile ; there, beauty hides her 
face. Ape Ito 

Chriſtians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagaus 
ſtan 


d, 
A blended throng, one undiſtinguiſh'd band. 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir'd, 
With zeal for their diſtinct perfuaſions fir'd, 
In mutual friendſhip their long ſlumber break, t 15 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake, 


But none are fluſh'd with brighter joy, or, 
warm 
With juſter confidence, enjoy the ſtorm, 
Than thoſe. whoſe pious bounties, unconfin'd, 
Have made them public fathers of mankind. 120 
1 that illuſtrious rank, what ſhining light 
With ſuch diſtinguiſh'd glory fills my ſight ? 
Bend _— my grateful Muſe, that homage. 
ow, 
Which to ſuch worthies thou are proud to owe. 
Wickham 1 Fox | Chichley I hail, illuſtrious * 
names, : 125 
Who to far diſtant times diſpenſe your beams; 
Beneath your ſhades, and near your cryſtal; 
ſprings, 
| firſt pretum'd to touch the trembling firings. 
all hail, thrice honour'd ! Twas your great re- 
nown | :HY 
130 
And now you riſe, eternally to ſhine, 
Eternally to drink the rays divine | 
Indulgent God Oh how ſhall mortal raiſe 
His foul to due returns of grateful praiſe, _ 
For bounty ſo proſuſe to human kind, 135 
Thy woudrous gift of an eternal mind ? 
Shall I, who, (ome few years ago, was leſs 
Than worm, or mite, or ſhadow can expreſs, 
Was Nothing; ſhall I live, when every fire 
And every ſtar ſhall languiſh aud expire? 140 
When earth's no more, ſhall I ſurvive above, 
And through the radiant files of angels move? 
Or, as before the throne of God 1 ſtand, 
dee new worlds rolling from His ſpacious hand, 
Where our adventures ſhall perhaps be taught, 
As we now tell how Michael ſung or - fought ; 
All that has being in ſu'l concert join, 147 
And celebrate the depths of Love divine / 


af Founders of the N 
Chriſti, and All-Souls, in Qzford, 
Was a Member. 


Corpus 
which the 


(Another blow had broke the Fate's decree, 


241 


But oh before this bliſsful Nate, before 

Th' aſpiring ſoul this wondrous height can ſoar, ” 

he judge, deſcending, thunders from afur, f f 

and all mankind is ſummom d to the Bar. 
This mighty ſcene I next preſume to draw: 

Attend, great anna, with religious awe. 

Expect not here the known ſucceſsful arts 154 

To win attention, and command our hearts: 

Fiction, be far away; let no machine 

Deſcending here, no fabled God, be ſeen ; . 

Behold the God of Gods indeed deſcend, 

And worlds unnumber d his approach attend ! 169 
Lo ! the wide theatre, whoſe ample ſpace 

Mult entertain the whole of human race, - 

As hcaven's all-powerful edi& is prepar'd, 

And fenced around with an immortal guard. 

wang” provinces, dominions, worlds, * 

ow . 4 

The mighty plain, and deluge all below: 

And every age, and nation, pours along; 

Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng : 

Adam ſalutes his youngeſt ſon ; no ſign 

Of all thoſe ages, which their births disjoin. 170 
How empty learning, and how vain is art, | 

But as it mends the life, and guides the heart! "| 

What volumes have been ſwell'd, what time been 


ſpent, 
To fix a hero's birth-day, or deſcent ! 
What joy muſt it now yield, what rapture raiſe. 
To ſee the glorious race of ancient days; . 176 
To greet thoſe worthies, who perhaps have ſtood | 
llluſtrious on record before the flood | | 


| Alas ! a nearer care your ſoul demands. 


Cæſar un - noted in your prefſ-uce ſtands. 180 
How vaſt the concourſe | not in number more 


1 The waves that break on the reſounding ſhore, . 


The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, 


» | . 
| The lamps that gild the ſpangled vaults above: 
| Thoſe overwhelming armics, . whoſe command 


Said to one erapite, Fal; another Sand 1388 | 
Whoſe — lay wrapt in night, while breaking q 
wn 


Rouz'd the broad ſront, and call'd the battle on: 
Great Xerxes“ world in arms, proud Camiz"s 


field, a 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to | 
yield, 190 | 


And earth had wanted her fourth mionarchy) 
Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramilla's hoſt, 


-| They all are here, and here they Al are loſt : 


Their millions ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain, 195 

Loſt as a billow in th' unbounded main. | 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air, 

For judgment, judgment, ſons. of men pre- 
* : 


Earth ſhakes. anew ; I hear her groans profound; 

And hell through all ber trembling cealms re- 
ſound, 209 

Whoe'er thou art, thou greateſt power of earth, 

Bleſt with moſt equal planets at thy birth; 

W hoſe valour drew the moſt ſucceſsful ſword, 

Mott realms united in one common lord; 


Vor, VIII. 
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Who, on the day of triumph, ſaldſt, Be thine 
The ſkies, Jchovah, all this world is mine: 26 
Dare not to lift thine eye—Alas | my Muſe, 


How art thou loſt | what numbers canſt thou | 


chuſe ? | 
A ſudden bluſh inflames the verng. 7. 
And now the crimſon curtains open ly; 210 
Lo ! far within, and far above all height, 


| 
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Hung pierc'd and bare, inſulted by the foe, 
All heaven in tears above, earth unconceri d 


below ? 
And was 't enough to bid the Sun retire ? 
Why did not Natute at thy groan expire ? 
{ ſee, 1 hear, I feel, the pangs divine; 
The world is vaniſh'd I am wholly thine, 
Miſtaken Caiaphas ! Ah | which blaſphem'd; 


Where heaven's great Sovereigh reigns in worlds] Thou, or thy priſoner ? which ſhall be condema'd ? 


of light, 


Whence nature He informs, and with one ray 


= 


Shot from his eye, does all her works ſurvey, 
Creates, ſuppoits, confounds ! Where time and 
, 5 8 2215 
Mat ter, and form, and life, and ęrare, 
Wait humbly at the footſtool of their God, ö 
And move obedient at his awful nod; | 
Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets craw} 
At random on this air-ſuſpended ball 220 
(Speck of creation): if he pour one breath, 


' Tie bubble berendter end We tend bench 


Thence iſſuing t behold (but mortal ſight 
Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing ſea of light) 
1 ſec, on an empyreal flying throune 225 


Sublime ly rais'd, Heaven's everlaſting Son; 


Crown d with that majeſty which ſorm'd the 
; world, | 

And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. 
Virtur, dominion, praiſe, omnipotence, 


Support the train of their triumphant prince, 230 


A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light, 
Night ſhades the ſolęinn arches of his brows, - 


Or we expect, or find, a paradiſe : 
But if reſentment reddens their mild beams, 


On one hand, Knowledge ſhincs in pureſt light ; 


On one, the ſword of Juſtice fiercely bright, 240 


Now bend the knee in ſport, preſent the reed ; 
New tell. the ſcourg'd fnpoſtor he ſhall bleed! 


Thus glorious through the courts of heaven, 


_ «the ſource | 
Of life and death eternal bends his courſe . 


Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings 
* 245 


Some touch the ſtring, ſome ſtrike the ſounding 


play; | 
Th' angelic hoſt is rang'd in bright array: 
: * ſhell, 2 402 , 
And mingling voices in rich concert ſwell;  - 
Voice ſeraphic ; bleſt with ſuch a ſtrain, 


Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 250 
t King of GLogy | seul of Bliſs ! 


Trium 
What a ſtupendous turn of fate is this? 
O] whither art thou rais'd above the ſcorn 
And indigence of him in Bethlem born; 


A needlets, helpleſe, unaccounted gueſt, — 255 


And but a ſecond to the fodder's breaſt ? 


How —_ from bim, who meckly proſtrate 
a | 


Vouchſat d to-waſh the feet himſelf had made ? 
From 4jw who was betray'd, forſook, deny'd, 


Wepr, languich d pray'd, bled, thirſted, groan'd 
and dy'd; . a6o 


| 


| 


N 


. 
* 
1 
1 


4 


L 


Well might thou rend thy garments, well ex- 
claim; 

Deep are the horrors of eternal flame ! 270 
But Cod is good ! l is wondrous all | Ev'n he 
Thou gav'ſt to death, ſhame, torture, dy'd for 
Now the deſcending triumph ſtops its flight 
From earth ſull twice a planetary height. f 
There all the clouds condens'd, two columns raiſe 
Diſtin& with oricnt veins and golden blaze. 276 
One fix'd on earth, and.one in ſea, and round 

Its ample foot the ſwelling billows ſound, 

Theſe an immeaſurable arc ſupport, 


The grand tribunal of this awful court. 230 


Sheets of bright azure, from the pureſt ſky. 
Stream from the cryſtal arch, and round the co- 
lumns fly. 

Death, wrapt in chains, low at the baſis lies, 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here high enthron'd th' eternal Judge is plac'd, 
With all the granduer of his Godhead grac'd ; 


{ Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet, 
and the ſun burns beneath his awful feet. 


Now an archangel eminently bright, 


And in his cheek the purple morning glows. * © | From off his filver ſtaff of wondrous height, 290 


Where-C'er ſerene he turns propitious eyes, 235 
4 


The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 


Unfurls the Chriſtian flag. which waving flies, 
And ſhuts and opens more than half the ſkies : 
The Croſs ſo ſtrong a red, it ſheds a ſtain, 
Where-e'er it floats, on earth, in air, or main; 
Fluſhes the hill, and ſets on fire the wood, 295 
And turns the deep-dy'd ocean into blood. 

Oh formidable GLoky ! dreadful bright! 
Refulgent torture to the guilty ſight. 
Ah turn, unwary Muſe, nor dare reveal! 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 
Say not (to make the Sun ſhrink in his beam) 301 
Dare not affirm, they wiſh it all a dream; 
Wiſh, or their ſouls may with their limbs decay, 
Cr Gop be ſpoil'd of his eternal ſway. 
But rather, if thou know'ſt the means, unfold 
How _ with 'tranſport might the ſcene be- 

a 


: | 306 
Ah! how but by Repentance, by a mind 
Quick, and ſevere its own offence to find ? 
By tears, and groans, and never-ceaſing care, 
And all the pious violence of Prayer ? 319 
Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 
-1 caſt my heart before th eternal throne, | 
In this great temple, which the ſkies ſurround, 
For homage to its Lord, a narrow bound. 
* O Thou! whoſe balance does the mountains 
weigh, : 315 
« Whoſe will the wild tumultuous ſeas obey, 
« Whoſe breath can turn thoſe watery worlds to 
flame, a | 


5 That flame to tempeſt, and that . 


A a a PII Ws 


le; 
h's 


#5 we 
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« farth's meaneſt ſon, all trembling, proſtrate 


falls, 

« And on the boundleſs of thy Ineſs calls. 320 

« Oh! give the winds paſt offence to 

ſweep, £ 

« To ſcatter wide, or bury in the deep. 

% Thy power, my weakneſs, may l ever ſee, 

« And wholly dedicate my ſoul to Thee: 

« Reign o'er my will ; my paſſions ebb and 
flow 325 

« At thy command, nor human motive know ! 

« If anger boil, let anger be my praiſe, 

« And fin the graceful indignation raiſe. 

« My love be warm to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd, 

« And lift the burden from the foul oppreſs'd. 

« Oh may my underſtanding ever read © 331 

This glorious volume, which Thy wiſdom 


made ! 
« Who decks the maiden Spring with flowery 
ride ? | 
„ Who calls forth Summer, like a ſparkling 
bride ? 


„Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown? 

% And bids old Winter lay her honours down? 

« Not the Great Ottoman, or Greater Czar, 

« Not Europe's arbitreſs of peace and war. 

„% May ſea and land, and earth and heaven be 
join'd 

To bring th' eternal author to my mind! 340 

© When oceans roar, or awful thunders rol! 

« May thoughts of Thy dread vengeance ſhake 
my ſoul ! 

„When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly 

ine > 
« Adore, my heart, the MajesTY Divine / | 
% Through every ſcene of life, or peace, or 
345 


- 


war, . 
« Plenty, or want, Thy glory be my care ! 
« $hine we in arms? or ſing beneath our vine, ? 
« Thine is the vintage, and the conqueſt Thine : 
„Thy e points the ſhaft, and bends the 


wy; 

The cluſter blaſts, or bidsit brightly glow : 350 
Tis thou that lea@'ft our powerſul armies forth, 
And giv't Great Anne Thy ſceptre ofer the 


north, 


þ 


Open with Prayer the conſecrated 


POEMS. 243 


« His court admire, or for his favour ſue. 
« Or leagues of friendſhip with His ſaints renew ; 
„ Pleas'd to look down, and ſee the world aſleep, 
« While I long vigils to its Founder keep ! 

« Canſt Thou not ſhake the centre ? Oh con- 
; trout, * 375 
« Subdue by force, the rebel in my ſoul : A 
« Thou, who canſt ſtill the raging of the flood, 
« Reſtrajn the various tumults of my blood; 
Teach me, with equal proes to ſuſtain 
* Alluring pleaſure, and aſſaulting pain. 3 
*.0 A for Thee in each Ae ! P 
And with ſtrong faith foment the holy fire! 
'* Stretch out my ſoul in hope, and graſp the 

ce, 

« Which in eternity's deep boſom lies! 


% Devoid of fear, the fatal Book unfold ! 

„Then. wafted upward to the bliſsful ſear, 

« From age to age, my graceful ſong repeat ; 

« My Light, my Life, my God, my Saviour ſee 
« And rival angels in the praiſe of Tuss.” 399 


% 
— —_ P 


THE LAST DAY, 
* BOOK 118. 


Eſſe quoque in ſatis reminiſcitir, affore tempue, 

Quo mare, quo tellus, correptaque regia celi. 

« Ardeat ; & mundi moles operoſa laboret. 
Ovid Mer. 


Y N bock unfolding, the reſplendent ſeat 

Of ſaints and angels; the tremendous fate- 
Of guilty. ſouls; the gloomy realms.of woe; 
And all the horrors of the world below ; 

I next preſume.to ſing : What yet remains 6 
Demand my laſt, but moſt exalted ſtrains. © 
And let the Myſe or now affect the ſky, 

Or in ing lorious ſhades for ever lie. 

She kindles, ſhe's inflam'd ſo near the goal: 

She moynts, ſhe gains upon the ſtarry pole; 10 
The world grows leſs as ſhe purſues her flight, 


eaven. opening, all its ſacred pomp diſplays, 


Grant 1 may ever, at the mening ray, 2 the ſun darkens to her diſtant ſight. 
ay ; ö 


* Tune Thy great . praiſe, and bid my ſoul axiſe, 
And with the mounting ſun aſcend the ſkies : - 
As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
And glow with ardour of conſummate love; 
Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſetting ſun, 
My endleſs worſbip ſhall be ſtill begun. 350 
And, oh! permit the gloom. of ſalemp night. 
**. To ſacred thayght may forcibly invite. 
© When this world's ſhut, and awſul planets riſe, 
„Call on our minds, and raiſe them to the ſkies ; 
**. Compale our ſouls with a leſs dazzling fight, 
And ſhew all nature in a milder light; 366 
. 1 boiſterous thought in calms ſub- 
des ! 
How the ſmooth'd. ſpirit into goodneſs glides ! 
O how divine! to tread the milky way, 


And overwhelm her with the ruſhing blaze 

The triumph rings l archangels ſhout ground; 15 

And echoing nature lenghthens out the ſound | 
Ten thouſand trumpets new at once, advance. ; 


= 


Noto de __y filence lull the vaſt. expanſe: . 


Sq deep the filence, and ſo ſtrong the blaſt, 

As nature dy'd, when ſhe had groan'd her laſt. 20 
Nor man, nor angel, moves; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with bis glory fills the ſky: 
Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, 

Which high to view ſupporting ſeraphs raiſe ; 


The ſeal is broken, and a groan is heard. 
And thou, my ſoul, (oh fall to ſudden 


there? 


Io the bright palace of the Lord of day; 379 


/ 


* 


At the Great day of recompence behold, 3856 
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See on the Jeſt (for by the great command 
The throng divided falls on either hand;) 30 
How oO how pale, how haggard, how ob- 
cene, . i 

What more than death in every face and mien ? 
With what diſtreſs, and glarings of affright, 

They ſhock the heart, and turn away the ſight ? 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roll, 35 
And tell the horrid ſecrets of the ſoul. f 
Each geſture mourns, each look is black with 


care, | 

'And every groan is loaden with deſpair. 
Reader, if guilty, ſpare the Muſe, and find 
A truer image 
Shouldſt thou behold thy brother, father, wife, 
And all the ſoft companions of thy life, 

Whoſe blended intereſts level'd at one aim, 
Whoſe miz'd defires ſent up one common flame, 
Divided far; thy wretched Self alone 45 
Caſt on the left, of all whom thou haſt known; 
How would it wound? What millions wouldſt 
; thou give 

For One more trial ? One more day to live ? 
Hung back in time an hour, a moment's ſpace, 
To graſp with eagerneſs the means of Grace; $0 
Contend for mercy with a pious rage, 

Andin that moment to redeem an age ? 

Drive back the tide, ſuſpend a ſtorm in air, 
Arreſt the Sun; but ſtill of this deſpair. 

Mark, on the right, how amiable a grace l 55 
Their Maker's image freſh in every face | 
What purple bloom my raviſh'd ſoul admires, 
And their eyes ſparkling with immortal fires ! 
Triumphant beauty ! charms that riſe above _ 
"This world, and in bleſt angels kindly love! 60 
To the Great Judge with holy pride they turn, 
And dare behold th' Almighty's anger burn; 

Its. flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its terror riſe, 

And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 

Are theſe the forms that moulder'd in the duſt ? 
Oh the tranſcendent glory of the juſt ! 66 
Yet ſtill ſome thin remains of fear and doubt, 
Th' infected brightneſs of their joy pollute. 

Thus the e bridegroom, when the prieſt 
> - draws nigh, ; 
Beholds his blefſhing with a trembling eye, 5c 
Feels doubtful paſſions throb in every vein, 

And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain, 

Left ſtill ſome intervc ni . ſhould riſe, 

Leap forth at once, 9”; Kors the golden prize ; 

Inflame his woe, by bringing it ſo late, 75 

And ſtab him in the criſis of his fate. 

Since Adam's family, from firſt to laſt, 

Now into one diftin& ſurvey is caſt ; , 

Look round, vain-glorious Muſe, and you who- 
e er : 


Deyote yourſelves to fame, and think her fair ; 
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Whoſe ſhining acts Time's brighteſt annals grace, 
Who founded ſeas; crowns conquer'd or re- 
'  ſign'd; Mo ; 
Gave names to nations; or fam'd empires join d; 
Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low ; 


picur'd in thy mind 40 
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Who with vaſt fleets, as with a mighty chain, 
Could bind the madneſs of the roaring main: 
All loſt ? all undiſtinguiſh'd ? no where found? 
How will this truth in Bourbon's 100 ſound ? 
That hour, on which th" ghty King on 
high 91, 
From all eternity has fix'd his eye, : 
whether his right-hand favour'd, or annoy'd, _ 
Continued, alter'd, threaten'd, or deftroy'd ;- 
Southern or eaſtern ſceptre downward hurPd, 95 
Gave north or weſt dominion o'er the world; 


built, Pat 

For which the blood of God himſelf was ſpilt, - 

That dreadful moment is arriv'd— ee - 

Aleft, their ſeats of bliſs their pomp diſplay. 

Brighter than brightneſs, this diſtinguiſh'd day; 
Leſs glorious, when of old th* eternal Son 


won : 
Through heaven's high gates, when he trium- 
phant rode, 


Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell ; 
A furnace formidable, deep, and wide, 
O'er-boiling with a mad ſulphureous tide, 
Expands its jaws, moſt dreadful to ſurvey, 110 
And roars outrageous for the deſſin d prey. 
The ſons of Vght ſcarce unappall'+look down, 
And nearer preis heaven's everlaſting throne. 
Such is the ſcene; and one ſhort, moment's 


if | : | 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 
Proceed who dares I tremble as I write; 116 
The whole creation ſwims before my ſight : 
1 ſee, I ſee, the Judge's frow ning brow ; 
Say not, tis diſtant ; I behold it now 3; 
I faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, 120 
My ſoul recoils at the ſtupendous woe; 
That woe, thoſe pangs, which from the guilty 


In theſe, or words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt. * 

« Who burſt the barriers of my peaceful grave ? 

« Ah ! cruel death, that would no er ſave, 

But grudg'd me e en that narrow dark abode, 

And caſt me out into the wrath of God; 

* Where hricks, the roaring lame, the rating 
ain 

« And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 

« Our only ſong ; black fire's malignant light, 


The ſole refreſhment of the blaſted fight. 131 


** Muſt all thoſe powers, heaven gave me to ſup- 
Mot 

« My ſoul with pleaſure, and bring-in my joy, 
© Riſe up in arms againſt me, join the foe, 

* Senſe, reaſon, memory, increaſe my woe ? 135 


Look round, and ſeek the lights of human race, I And ſhall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to 


dell, a 
Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell ? 


« Oh ! muſt I look with terror on my gain, 
6s And with exifence only meaſure pain ? 
„What ! no reprieve. no leaſt indulgence given, 


And tavght obedient rivers where to flow ; * 


« No beam of hope, from any point of —_ 


\ 


che point of time, for which the world waz, 


From realms of night return'd with trophics 
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« Ah Mercy ! Mercy | art thou dead above? 
« 1s Love extinguiſh'd in the ſource of Love ? 

« Bold that 1 am, did heaven ſtoop down to 

hell ? 

« Th expiring Lord of life my ranſom ſeal ? 
« Have I not been induſtrious to provoke? 146 
« From his embraces obſtinately broke ? 
« Purſued, and panted for his mortal hate, 
« Farn'd my deſtruction, labour d out my fate ? 
« And dare | on extinguiſh'd Love exclaim ? 150 
«© Take, take full vengeance, rouze the ſlacken- 
f ing flame; 
e Tuſt is my lot but oh ! muſt it tranſcend 
«« The reach of time, deſpair a diſtant end? 
« With dreadful growth ſhoot forward, and atiſe, 
Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy 


dies ! _ | 15 
« NEVER ! where ſalls the ſoul at that dread 
ſound ? 


© Down an abyſs how dark, and kow profound ? 

« Down, down, (I ftill am falling, horrid pain 1) 

« Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms ſtill remain; 

« My plunge but ſtill begun—And this ſor fin ! 

« Could I offend, if I had never been, 

* But ſtill increas'd the ſenſeleſs happy maſs, 

« Flow'd in the ſtream, or ſhiver'd in the graſs ? 

Father of mercies ! why from ſilent carth 

„ Didſt thou awake, and curſe me into birth, 165 

« Tear me from quiet, raviſh me from night, 

„ And make a thankleſs preſent of thy zht ? 

« Puſh into being a reverſe of Thee, 

And animate a clod with miſery ? 

N beaſts are happy; they come ſorth, and 

keep | 170 

+ Short watch on earth, and then lie down to 
ſleep. 

* Pain is for man; and oh ! how vaſt a pain 

« Forcrimes, which made the God-head bleed in 
vain ? 

« Annull'd his groans, as far as in them lay, 

And flung his agonies, and death, away? 175 

« As our dire puniſhment for ever ſtrong, 

Our conſtitution too ſor ever young. 

« Curs'd with returns of vigour, flill the ſame 

Powerful to dear, and ſatisfy the flame: 

Still to be caught, and ſtill to be purſued ! 180 

* To periſh ſtill, and ſlill to be renew'd 1 


And this, y Help ! My God / at thy de- 
cree ? 


© Nature is chang'd, and hell ſhould ſuccour me. 
= "= Thou then look down from perfect 
i | | 
And ſee me plunging in the dark abyſs? 185 
f Calling Thee Father in a ſea of fire ? 
: Or 1 blaſphemies at Thy deſire ? 
With mortals anguiſh wilt Thou raiſe Thy 


„„ name, 
And by my pangs omnipotenc e proclaim ? 
2 Thou, who canſt toſs the planets to and ſro, 
Contract not Thy great vengeance to my woe; 
\ Cruſh worlds; in hotter flames fall'n angels lay; 
„In me Almighty wrath is caſt away. 
Call back Thy thunders, Lord, hold-in Thy 


Forget me quite, nor ſtoop. a worm to blame; 
But loſe me in the greatneſs of Thy name. 
„Thou art all Love, all Mercy, a'l Divine, 
„And ſhall I make thoſe glories ceaſe to ſhine ? 
Shall Gnful man grow great by his offence, 205 
And from its courſe turn back Omnipotence ? 

' © Forbid it! and oh! grast, great God, at leaſt 
This one, this flender, almoſt no requeſt ; 
When | have wept a thouſand lives away, 
When torment is grown weary of its prey, 20G 
When | have rav'd ten thouſand years in fire, 
Ten thouſend thouſand, let me then expire.” 
Deep anguiſh !. but too, late; the hopeleſs ſoul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool, 
Though loth, and ever loud blaſpheming, owns 
He's juſtly doom d to pour eternal groans; 21 


5 | Enclos'd with horrors, aud transfix'd with pain, 


Rolling in vengeance, ſtruggling with his chain ; 
To talk to fiery tempeſts; to implore b 
The raging flame to give its burnings o'er; 21 
To toſs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 
And bear the weight of an offended Go. 


The favour'd oſ their Judge in triumph move, 
To take poſſeſſion of their thrones above; 
Satan's accurs'd deſertion to ſupply, 220 
And fil the vacant ftatiogs of the ſky; 

Again to. kindle long-extinguiſh'd rays, 

And with new lights dilate the heaveuly blaze; 
To erop the roſes of immortal youth, 

And drink the ſountain head of ſacred truth; 225 
To ſwim in ſeas of bliſs, to ſtrike the ſtring, 
And lift the voice to their Almighty KING; 

ro loſe eternity in grateſul lays, 

And fill keaven's wide circumſerence with praiſe_ 


But I attzmpt the wondrous height in vain, 230 
And leave unfiniſh'd the tao loſty ſtrain : 

| What boldly 1 begin, let others end; 

My ſtrenth exhauſted, fainting 1 deſcend, 

And chuſe a leſs but no ignoble theme, 


| The fatal period, the great hour, is come, 

And nature ſhrinks at her approaching doom; 
Loud peals of thander give the fign, and all 
Heaven's terrcrs in array ſurround the ball; 
Sharp lightni»gs with the metcors blaze conſpire, 
And, dar:ed down ward, ſet the world on fire; 24 
Black riſing clouds the thicken d Æther choak, 
And ſpiry flames dart through the rolling ſmoke, 
With keen vibrations cut the ſullen night, | 
And ſtrike the darken'd fey with dreadful light; 


Angels drive on the wind's impetuous courſe, 

T” enrage the flame: It ſpreads, it ſoars on high, 
wells in the ſtorm, and billows through the ſky: 
Here winding pyramids of fire aſcend, 250 
Cities aud deſerts in one ruin blend; 

Here blazing volumes wafted, overwhelm 

The ſpacious face of a ſar diſtant realm; 

There, undermin'd, down ruſh eternal hills, 

Ihe neighbouring vales the vaſt deſtruction fills. 
Hear'ft thou that Ercadful crack ? that ſouud 


rage, 
Nor with a ſpeck of wretchedneſs engage: 195 


Like peals cf thuuder, and the centre ſhook ? 


Diſſolving elements, and worlds, in flame. 235 | 


From heaven's four regions, with immortal force, 


which broke 256, 


What 
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01 tr c there, and mightier Atlas, ſell; 
Whic 


That land which heaven ſeem'd diligent to bleſs, 


And can't ſurroundiog ſeas her realms defend? 


| Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore? 275 


And a ſull period of ambition find. 


And catch the clouds, and make the heavens their 


. Exalted in ſuperior excellence, 29 


246 
What wonders muſt that grdan of nature tell! i 


ſeem d above the reach of fate to ſtand, 
A towering monument of God's right band ; 261 
Now ooh and ſmoke, whoſe brow, ſo lately, 
read 
O'er ſhelter d countries its diffuſive ſhade. 
8hew me that celebrated ſpot, where all 
The various rulcrs of the ſever'd ball 2653 
Have humb'y ſought wealth, honour, and redreſs, 


Once call'd Britannia: Can her glories end? 


Alas in flames behold ſurrounding feas!? 270 
Like oil their waters but augment the blaze. 


Some angel fay where ran proud Afia's bound? 


Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd > 
Where ftretch'd waſte Libya? Where did India's 
ſore * 


Each loſt in each, their mingling kingdoms glow, 
And all diſſolv'd, one ficry deluge flow: 
Thus earth's contending monarchies are join'd, 


And now whate'er or ſwims, or walks, or flies, 
Tnhabitarts of ſea, or earth, or ſkies 250 
All on whom Adam's wiſdom. fix'd a name, 

All plunge and periſh in the conquering flame. 


This globe alone would but defraud the fire, 
Starve its devouring rage: the flakes aſpire, 285 


ey 
The 3 the mcon, the ſtars, all melt away; 
All, all is loſt ; no monument, no ſign, 
Where once ſo proudly blaz'd the gay maching. 
So bubbles on the foaming ſtream expire, 290 
So ſparks that ſcatter from the kindling fire; 
The devaſtations of One dreadful hour 
The Great Creator's Six days work devour. 
A mighty, mighty ruin ! yet One ſoul 
Has more to boaſt, and far outweighs the whole; 


Caſts down to nothing, ſuch a vaſt expence. 
Have you not ſeen th' eternal mountains nod, 
An earth diffolving, a deſcending Cod? 

What ſtrange ſurprizes through all nature ran ? 
For whom theſe revolutions, but for Man? 301 
For. him, Omnipotence new meaſure takes, 

For kim, hrouph alt eternity, awakes ; 7 
Pours on him giſts ſufficient to ſupply ; WL 
Heaven's loſs, and with freſh glories fill the ſey. 
think deeply then © Man, how great thou 
art; 306 
Pay thyſelf homage with a trembling heart; 
What angels guard, no longer dare peglect, 
Slighting thylclf, affront not God's reſpect. 
Enter the ſacred temple of thy breaſt, *' 30 
And gaze, and wander there, a raviſh'd gueſt ; 
Gaze on thoſe hidden treaſures thou ſhalt find, 
Wander through all the glories of thy mind. 
Of perſect knowledge, fee, the dawning light 
Foretels a noon moſt exquiſitely bright! 315 
Here, ſprings of endleſs joy are breaking forth 
There, buds the promiſe of celeſtial worth 


1 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


Worth, which muſt ripen in. a ier clime, | 
And brighter Sn beyond the 52824 of time. 
Thou, Minor, canſt not yueſs thy vaſt eſtate. 320 
What ſtores on foreign coaſts thy landing wait ; 
Loſe not thy claim, let virtue's path be trod; 
Thus glad all heaven, and pleaſe that bounteous 
Gop, | 


14 . 
| Who, to light thee to pleaſures, hung on high 


Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the ſky: 325 
That ſervice done, its beams ſhall fade away, 
And Gop ſhine forth in one Fternal Dar, 
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| THE FORCE OF RELIGION ; 
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VANQUISHED -LOVE. 


A POEM, IN TWO BOOKS, 
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; 
; 
| 
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«« Gratiog & pulchro veniens in corpore virtus,” 
7 \ Vine. 
/ —— — 


BOOK I. 


„ Ad cœlum ardentia lumina tollens, 
Lumina; nam teneras arcebant vincula palmas. 
Vins. 


M loſty themes, from thoughts that ſoar d 
3 on high | 


And open'd wondrous ſcenes above the ſky, 

My Muſe deſcend : Indulge my fond deſire ; 

With ſofter thought my melting foul inſpire, 

And ſmooth my ucmbers to a female's praiſe: 5 

A partial world will liſten to my lays, 

While Auna reigns, and ſets a female name 

, Uprival'd in the glorivus liſts of ſame. 

Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy land, 

Whoſe radiant eyes the vanquiſh'd world com- 
mand, . 10 

Virtue is Beauty ; But when charms of mind 

Wich elegance of outward farm are join'd ; 


6 F When 2 makes ſuch bright objects ſtill more 
I 


ight, 

And Pee. ſets them in the ſtrongeſt light; 

'Tis all of heaven that we below may view, 15 

And all but Adoration, is your due. 

Fam'd ſemale virtue did this ifle adorn, 

Ere Ormond, or her glorious Queen, was born: 

When now Maria's powerſul arms prevail'd: 

And haughty Dudley's bald ambition fail'd, 20 

The beauteous daughter of great Suffolk's race, 

In. blooming youth a dorn'd with every grace; 

Who gain'd a crown by treaſon not her own, 

And innocently fill'd another's throne ; 

Hurl'd from the ſummit of imperial ſtate, 25 

With equal mind ſuſtain'd/the ſtroke of fate. 
But how will Guildford, her ſar dearer part, 

With manly reaſon ſortify his heart? 

At once ſhe longs, and is afraid to 4now : 

Now ſwift ſhe moves, and now advances flow, 30 

To find her lord; and, finding, paſſes by, 

Silent with fear, nor, dares ſhe micet his ee 

Leſt that, unaſk d, in ſpeechleſs grief, diſcloſe. 

[The mournful ſecret of his inward, woes, Thos 
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Thus, after fickneſs, doubtful of her face, 35 
The melancholy virgin ſhuns the glaſs. 85 
At length, with troubled thought, but look ſe- 


rene 

And ſorrow ſoſten'd by her heavenly mien, 
She claſps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young, 
While tender accents melt upon her tongue; 40 
Gentle, and ſweet, as vernal Zephyr blows, 
| Fanning the lily, or the blooming roſe. 

« Grieve not, my lord; a crown indeed is loſt ; 
« What far outſhines a crown, we ſtill may boaſt; 
« A mind compos'd; a mind that can diſdain 45 
« A ſraitleſs ſorrow for a lofs ſo vain. 
« Nothing is loſs that virtue can improve 
« To wealth eternal; and return above; 
« Above, where no diſtinction ſhall be known 
« *Twixt him whom ſtorms have ſhaken from a 


throne, . 80 
* And him, who, baſking in the ſmiles of fate, 
® Shone ſorth in all the ſplendour of the great: 
« Nor can I find the difference here below; 
« lately was a Queen; 1 ftill am ſo 
While Guildford's Wife; Thee rather | obey, 
„Than o'er mankind extend imperial iway. / 
« When we lie down in ſome obſcure retreat, 
« Incens'd Maria may her rage forget; 
And I to death my duty will improve, 
« And what you miſs in empire, add in love— 
% Your God-like ſoul is open d in your look, 61 
« And | have faintly your great meaning ſpoke. 
«© For this alone I'm pleas'd [| wore the crown, 
Jo find with what content we lay it down. 
Heroes may win, but tis a heavenly race 65 
Can quit a throne with a becoming grace.“ 
Thus ſpoke the faireſt of her ſex, and cheer'd 
Her drooping lord ; whoſe boding boſom fear'd 
A darker cloud of ills would burſt, and ſhed 
Severer vengeance on her guiltleſs head: 7⁰ 
Too juſt, alas, the terrors which he felt ! 
For, lo! a guard — Forgive him, if he melt 
How ſharp her pangs, when ſever'd from his ſide, 
The moſt ſincerely lov'd, and loving bride, 
In ſpace confin'd, the Muſe ſorbears to tell; 75 
Deep was her anguiſh, but ſhe bore it well. 
His pain was equal, but his virtue leſs ; 
He thought in grief there could be no exceſs, 
Penſive he ſat, o'ercaſt with gloemy care, 
And often fondly claſp'd his abſent fair; $9 
Now, filent, wauder'd through his rooms of 
ſtate, . 
And ſicken'd at their pomp, and tax d his fate; 
Which thus adorn'd, in all her ſhining ſore, 
A ſplendid wretch, magnificently poor. 
Now on the bridal-bed his eyes were caſt, 835 
And anguiſh fed on his enjoyments paſt ; 
Each recollected pleaſure made him ſmart, 
Aud every tranſport ſtabb'd him to the heart. 


That happy moon, which ſummon'd to delight, 
That moon which ſhone on his dear nuptial night, 
Which ſaw him fold her yet untaſted charms 91 
(Deny'd to princes) in his longing arms; 

Now ſees the tranſient bleſſing fleet away, 
Empire and Love ! the viſion of a day. 
Thus, in the Britiſh-clime, a ſummex- ſtorm 


| Sweep flowers and fruits, and make the foreſt 


And comfort thoſe who come to bring relief: 


'{ Againſt her cares ſhe rais'd a dauntleſs mind, 


J Pour'd forth on me, be doubled from above 
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The winds with violence at once deforind, 


bend ; 
A ſudden winter, while the ſun is near, 
O'ercomes the ſeaſon, and inverts the year. 260 

But whither is the 2 borne away, 

The beauteous eaptive, the chearful day? 
The ſcene is chang'd indeed ! before her eyes 
Ill-boding looks and unknown horrors riſe : N 
For pomp and ſplendor, for her guard and crown, 
A gloomy dungeon, and a keeper's frown : 196 
Black thoughts each morn invade the Lover's 
breatt, 

Each night, a ruſſian locks the Queen to reſt. 

Ah mournful change, if judg'd by vulgar minds 
But Suffolk's daughter its advantage finds. 110 
Religion's force divine is beſt _— 
ln deep deſertion of all human ai 
To ſuccour in extremes, is her delight, \ 
And * the heart, when terror ſtrikes the 

he. nin 
We, Gilbelieving our own ſenſes, gaze, 113 
And wonder what a mortal's heart can raiſe 
To triumph o'er misfortunes. ſmile in grief, 


We gaze ; 'and as we gaze, wealth, fame, decay, , 
And all the world's vain glories fade away. 128 


And with an atdent heart, but moſt refign'd, 
Deep in the dreadful goom, with pious heat, 
Amid the filence of her dark retreat | 
Addrefſs'd her God—+* Almighty Power Di- 
vine ! 125 
&« *Tix thine to raiſe, and to depreſs, is Thine; 
« With honour to light up the name unknown, 
Or to put out the luſtre of a throne. 
„In my ſhort ſpan both fortunes I have prov'd, 
“% And though with ill frail nature will be 
mov'd, l » 330 
eu bear it well; (O ſtrengthen me to bear) 
* And if my picty may claim thy care; 
If I remember'd, in youth's giddy heat, 
And tumult of a court, a Future State ; 
O favour, when thy mercy I implore 135 
4 For on who never guilty ſceptre bore 
„was I receiv'sd the crown; my lord is free! 
If it muſt fall. let vengeance fall on ms. 
« Let him ſurvive, bis country's name to raiſe, 
© And in a guilty land to ſpeak Thy praiſe ! 140 
O may th" indulgence of a father's love. 


14 


« lf theſe are ſafe, I'll think my prayers ſucceed, 
« And bleſs thy tender mercies, whilſt I bleed. 


'Twas now the mournfal eve before that day 
in which the queen to her full wrath gave way; 
Through r'gid juſtice, ruſh'd into offence, 

And drank in zeal the blood of. innocence : 


* 


The ſun went down in clouds, and ſeem'd to 
mourn . 
The fail neceſſity of his return; 150 


The hollow wind, and melancholy rain, f 


Or did. or was imagin d to, complain : 
The tapers caſt an inauſpicious light; 


WU oft the @niling face of heaven deform ; 90 


tun there were none, and doubly dark the 
night, 0 See | 
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Sweet inndrence in chain: can take her reſt ; 
Soft ſlumber gently creeping through her breaſt, 
She ſinks; and in her fleep is re-inthron'd, 
Mock' d by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown'd. 

She views her ſlects and armies, ſeas and land, 
And ſtretches wide her ſhadow of command: 
With royal purple is her viſion hung; 161 
By phantom hogs are ſhouts of conqueſts rung; 
How at her feet the ſuppliant rival lies: 

Our priſoner mourns her fate, aud bids her riſe. 

Now 4evel bzams upon the waters play'd, 165 
Glanc'd on the hills, and we{tward caſt the ſhade; , 
The buſy trades in cities had began ' 

To ſound, aud ſpeak the painful life of man. 

In tyrants breaſts the thoughts of vengeance rouz-, 
And the fond bridegroom turus him to his ſpouſe. 
At this firſt birth of light, while morning breaks, 
Our ſpouſeleſs bride, our widow'd wife, awakes; 
Awakes, and ſmiles; nor night's impoſture blames; 
Her real pomps were little more than dreams ; 

A ſhort-liv'd blaze, a lightning quickly o'er, 175 
That dy'd in birth, that ſhone, and was no more :. 
She turns her fide, and ſoon reſumes a ſtate 

Of mind, well ſuitec to her alter'd fate, 

Serene, though ſerious ; when dread tidings come 
(Ah wretched Guilfordt) of her inſtant doom. 155 
Sun, hide thy beams in clouds as black as night 
Thy face involve; be guiltleſs of the fight ; 

Or haſte more ſwiſtly to the weſtern main; 

Nor let her blood the conſcious aw BY 9 ſtain'! 

Oh! how ſevere | to fall ſo new a bride, 185 
Yet bluſhing from the prieſt, in youthful pride ; 


When time had juſt matur'd each perfect grace, 


And open'd all the wonders of her face! 

To leave her Guilford dead to all relicf, 

Fond of his woe, and obſtinate in grief. 190 
Unhappy fair]! whatever fancy drew, 


(Vain promis'd bleſſings) vaniſh from her view; 


No train of chearſul days, endearing nights, 
No ſweet domeſtic joys, and chaſte delights ; 
Pleaſures that bloſſom ex'n from doubts and fears; 
And bliſs and rapture riſing out of ceres : 195 
No little Guilford, with paterual grace, 
Lull'd en her knee, or ſmiling in her face; 
Who, when her dare? father ſhall return, 
From pouring tears ou her untimely urn, 200 
Might comfort to his ſilver hairs impart, 
And fit her place in his indulgent heart: 
As where fruits fall, — bloſſoms ſmile, 
And the bleſt Indian of his care beguile. 

In vain theſe various reaſons jointly preſs' 205 
Te blackey death, and heighten her diſtreſs ; 
be through th* encircling terrors, darts her fight 
To the bleſs'd . of eternal light, 
And fills her foul with peace; To weeping friends 
Her f «ther, aud her /ord, ſhe recommends; 210 
Unmov'd herſelf : Her foes her air ſurvey, 
And rage to fee their malice thrown away. 
She ſoars ; now nought on eartli detains her care 
But Guilford ; who ſtill ſtruggles for his ſhare. 
Still will his form importunately riſe, 215 

and retard her tranſport to the ſkies ; 

As trembling flames now takes a feeble flight, 
Now catch the brand with a returning kght, 


/ 


 YoUXNXG's POEMS. 


% 


has her ſoul onward from the ſeats above 
Falls fondly back, and kiudles into love: 220 


At length ſhe conquers in the doubtful field ; 
That Heaven ſhe ſeeks will behec Guilford's ſhield, 
Now death is welehe; his approach is flow ; 
Lis tedious longer to expect the blow, 


Oh! marcals, ſhort of ſight, who think the 
O'erblown misfortune till ſhall prove the laſt ; 
Alas ! misfortunes travel in a train, 

And oft in life form one perpetual chain; 
Fear buries fear, and ilis on ills attead, ; 
Fill life aud forrow meet one common end. 230 


She thinks that ſhe has nought but death to ſear, 

And death is conquer d. Worſe than death is 
near : 

Her rigid trials are not yet complete; 
The news arrives of her great father's fate. 
She ſees his hoary head, all white with age, 235 
A victim to th'. offended monarch's rage. 
How great the mercy, had ſhe breath'd her laſt, 
Ere the dire ſentence on her father paſt ! 


A fonder parent nature never knew : 
And as his age increas'd, his fondneſs grew. 249 
A parent's love ne'er better was beſtow'd ; 
The pious daughter in her heart overflow'd. 
And can ſhe from all weakneſs till refrain? 
and ſtill the firmneſs of her ſoul maintain ? 
Impoſſible ! a ſigh will force its way; 245 
One patient tear her mortal birth betray ; 
She obs and weeps ! but ſo ſhe weeps and ſighs, 
As ſilent dews deſcend, and vapours riſe. 


Celeſtial Patience ! how doſt thou defeat 
The foe's proud menace, and elude his hate ? 250 
While Paſſion takes his part, betrays our peace; 
To death and torture ſwells each flight diſgrace; 
By not oppoſing, thou doſt ills deſtroy, 
Aad wear thy conquer d ſorrows into joy. 
Now Je reſolves within her anxious mind, 2355 
What woe ſtill lngers in reſerve behind. 
Griefs riſe on grie(s, and ſhe can ſee no bound, 
While nature laſts, and can receive a wound. 
The ſword is drawn: The queen to rage inclin'd, 


| By mercy, nor by piety, -coulin'd. 260 


What mercy can the Zealot's heart aſſuage, 

Whoſe piety itſelf converts to rage ? 

She thought, and ſizh'd, and now the blood began 

To leave her beauteous cheek all told and wan. 

New ſorrow dimm'd the luſtre of her eye, 265 

And on her cheek the fading roſes die. L 

Alas! ſhou!d Guilford too — when now ſhe's 
brought | 

| To that dire view, that precipice of thought, 

While there ſhe trembling ſtands, nor dares look 

© down, 

Nor can recede, till heaven's decrees are know? ; 

| Cure of all ills, till now her lord appears— 270 

But not to clear her heart and dry her tears 

Nat now, as uſual, like the riſing day, 

To chaſe the ſhadows and the damp away : 

But, like a gloomy ſtorm at once to ſweep 275 

And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 

Black were his robes, dejected was his air, 


His voice was frozen by his cold deſpair ; 
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Slow like a ghoſt, he mov'd with ſolemn pace ; 
A dying paleneſs ſat upon his face. 22380 
Back ſhe recoil d, {be ſmote her lovely breaſt, 
Her eyes the anguiſh ol⸗her heart confeſs' d; 
Struck to the foul, ſhe ſtagger'd with the wound. 
And ſunk, a breathleſs image, to the ground. 
khhus the fair lily, when the ſky's o'ercalt, 
At firſt bur ſhudders in the feeble blaſt; 285 
> But when the winds and weighty rains deſcend, 
The fair and upright ſtem is forc'd to bend; 
Jill broke at length, its ſnowy leaves are ſhed, 
And ſtrew with dying ſweets their native bed. 
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\ BOOK Il. 


Vicks. 


Ht Guilford claſps her, beauriful in death, 
And with a kiſs recalls her fleeting breath. 
To tapers thus, which by a blaſt expire, 

A lighted taper, touch'd, reſtores the fire: _ 


And Gui ford too, or ſhe had loath'd the fight : 
Her fatber*s death ſhe bore, deſpis'd her own, 


ſpoke ; 


% Have you beheld, how, from the diſtant mains 
Ws The thronging waves roll on, à numerous 


\ train, 
% And foam, and bellow, till they reach the 
ſhore ; . 35 
« There burſt their noiſy pride, and are no more ; 
« Thus the ſucceſſive flows of human race, 
© Chas'd by the coming, the preceding chaſe , 
„ They ſound, and ſwell, their haughiy heads 


they rear; 4 
„Then fall, and flatten, break, and diſappear. 
„Life is a forfeit we muſt ſhortly pay; 4. 


And where's the mighty lucre of àa dar? 
« Why ſhould you mourn my fate ? dis moſt 


2 unkind ; 


„ Your own.,you bore with an unſhaken mind: 

And which, can you imagine, was the dart 45 

„ That drank moſt blobd, ſunk deepeſt in my 
'heart ? 1 

cannot live without you; and my doom 

] meet with joy, to ſhare ons common tomb. 

And are again your tears profuſely ſpilt 

Oh ! then, my kindneſs blackens to my guilt; 


66 
As 


Hie pietatis honos ? ſic nos in ſceptra reponis ?” lt foils itſelf, if it recall your pain; 81 


« Life of my life, I beg you to refrain ! 
© The load which fate intpoſes, you increaſe ; 
„And help Maria to deſſroy my peace.” 

But, oh! againſt himſelf bis labour turn'd ; 
The more He comforted, the more She mourn'd: 
Compaſſion ſwells our grief; words foft and 


She rear'd, her ſwimming eye, and ſaw the light, _ kind | 


But ſooth our weakneſs, and diſſolve the mind: | 
Her ſorrow flow'd in ſlreams; nor Her's alone, 


But ſh ſt, ſhe will, have 1 While That he blam'd, he yielded to his own. 60 
Ah 1 Guilford, 4 n Where are the ſmiles ſhe wore, when ſhe, io 


late, 


+ But ſobs ruſh'd in, and every accent broke: 10 Hail'd him great partner of the regal ftate : 


Reaſon itſelf, as guits of paſſion blew, _ 
Was ruffled in the tempeſt, and withdrew. 


So the youth loſt his image in the well, 
When tears upon the yielding ſurface fell; 
And ſpreading circles drove his face away. 


To touch the ſoſt affectione, and controul 
The manly temper of the braveſt ſoul. 
| What with afflicted beauty can compare, 


The ſcatter'd features lid into decay, REDS © 


When orient gems around her tem;'es 5laz'd, 
And bending nations on the glory gaz d? 
Tis now the queen's command, they both re- 

treat, 65 

To weep with dignity, and mourn in ſtate : 

She forms the decent miſery with joy, 

And loads with pomp the wretch ſhe would h ſ- 
troy. 

A ſpacious hall is hung with black; all light 

Shut out, end noon-day darken'd into night. 70 


And drops of love diſtilling from the fair ? 20 rem the mi&-roof a lamp depend on high, 


; It meits us down; ur pains delight beſtow ; 
And we with fondneſs languiſh o'er our woe. 


pain, | 

And pleaſure too, did to his boſom ſtrajn 
The weepeng fair : ſunk deep in ſoft deſire, 25 
Indulg'd his love, and nurs'd the raging fire : 

; Then tore himſelf away; and, ſtanding wide, 
As fearing a relapſe of fondneſs, cry d, 
Vith ill-difſembled grief; © My life, forbear ? 
** You wound your Guilford with each cruel 


dear: 3 
5 Did you not chide my grief? Repreſs your 
own; | 
Nor want compaſſion for yew-/elf alone 


1. Vor, VIII. 6 


Like a dim creſcent in a clouded ſky * | 
It ſheds a quivering melancholy gloom, 
Which only ſhews the darkneſs of the room. 


This Guilford prov'd :, and, with exceſs of A ſhining ax is on the table laid 


75 
A dreadful ſight ! and ylitters through the ſhade. 
| In this ſad ſcene the lovers are conſin d; 
A ſcene of terrors, to a guilty mind 
A ſcene, that would have damp'd with riſing cares, = 
And quite extinguiſh'd, every love but theirs 
What can they do? They fExitheir moutnſul eyes, 
Then Guilford, thus abruptly; © I defpile 
«© An empire loſt ; I fling away the crown; 


o Numbers have laid that bright deluſiou down: 


% But where's the Charles, or Diocleſiàn where, 


> id quit the blooming, wedded, weep: 
PN 2 G 725 


2K NM « h 


- 


- + Initiils his poifon into Suſfolk's heart; 


* 
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Oh] to dwelt over on thy lip! to ſtand | 
In full poſſeſſion of thy ſnowy hand ! g 


© 


„ And, through th! unclouded cryſtal of thing 


ONE Vw | ay, . 
** The heavenly treaſures of the mind to ſpy 90 
«© Till rapture reaſon happily deſtroys. 
And my ſoul wanders through immortal joys ! 
* Are the world, and alk me, Where's my 

: li 8» | o 

* 1 claſp thee to my breaſt, and anſwer, This. 

And ſhall the grave”—He groans, and can no 
more 8 95 

But all her charms in filence traces o'er ; 

Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder weought; 

And, wondering, fees, in ſad preſaging thought, 

From that ſair-neck, that world of beauty fall, 

And roll along the duſt, a ghaſtly ball too 

Oh! let thoſe tremble, who are greatly bleſs'd 1 
For who but Guilford, could he thus diſtreſs d? 
Come hither, all you Happy, all you Great, 
From flowery . and from rooms of ſtate; 
Nor think | call, your pleaſures to deſtroy, 105 
But to refine, and to exalt your joy: 

Weep not; but, ſmiling, fix your ardent care 
On nobler titles than the Brave ot Fair. 

Was ever ſuch a mournful, moving fight? | 
See, if you can, by that dull, trembling light: 
Now they embrace; and, mix'd with bitter. woe, 
Like Iſis and her Thames, one ſtream they flow: 
No they ſtart wide; fix d in benumbing care, 
They ſliffen into ſtatues of deſpair: | 
Now, tenderly ſevere, and fiercely kind, 115 
They ruſh at once; they fling their cares behind, 
And claſp, as if to death; new vows repeat; 

And, quite wrapp'd-up in love, forget their fate. 

A ſbort deluſion ! for the raging pain 

Returns; and their poor hearts muſt bleed again. 
Meau time. the Queen new' cruelty decreed ; | 

But, ill content that they ſhould only bleed, 

A prieſt is ſent; who, with infiduous art, 


” 
- 


” 


And Guilford drank it: Hanging on the -breaſt. 
He from his childhood was with Rome poſſeſt. 
When now the miniſters of death draw nigh, 

And in her deareſt lord ſhe firſt muſt die, 


The ſubtle prieſt, who long had watch'd to find « 


The moſt unguarded paſſes of her mind, 130 
Beſpoke her thus: Grieve not; tis in your 
rower | yy 
* Your Jord to reſcue from this fatal hour 
Her hoſom pants; ſhe draws her breath with 


pam; . 
A ſudden horror thrills through every vein; 
Life ſeems ſuſpended, on his words intent; 135 
And her ſoul trembles for the great ev. nt. 


The prieſt proceeds: © Embrace the faith of 


Rome, oF 
* Aud ward your own, your lord's, and father's 
"> doom. N 


Ve bleſſed ſpirits } now your charge ſuſtain ; 
The paſt was caſe ; now ff ſhe ſuffers pain. 140 
Mult ſhe pronounce her tather's death? muſt ſhe 
Bid Guilford bleed ?—It mult not, cannot, be. 


Of vain philoſophy the boaſted pride; 
What though our feeble ſinews ſcarce impart 
A moment's ſwiftneſs to the feather'd dart; 


Though tainted youth our vigorous youth can 


break, 


And à chill blaſt the hardy warrior ſhake, 150 


Vet are we ſtrong ; Hear the loud tempeſt roar || 


From eaſt to weſt, and call us weak yo more; 

The lightning's unreſiſted force proclaims 

Our might, and thunders raiſe our humble 
names; 5 


"Tis dur Jehovah fills the heavens; as long 156 


As He ſhall reign Almighty : We are ſtrongg 


We, by devotion, berrow from his throne; 

And almoſt make Omnipotence our own : 

We force the gates of heaven, by fervent pray- 
ery" | i 

And call forth triumph out of man's deſpair. 169 


Our lovely mourner, kneeling, lifts her eyes 
And bleeding heart, in'filence, to the ſkies, 


Devoutly ſad—Then, brightening, like the day, | 
When ſudden winds ſweep ſcatter'd clouds away, 
Shining in majeſty ; till now unknown; 165 


And breathing life and fpirit ſcarce her own ; 

She, riſing, ſpeaks ; „If theſe the terms —?? 

| Here, Guilford, ' cruel Guilford, (barbarous 
man 2 

ls this thy love ?) as ſwiſt as lightning ran; 

O'erwhelm'd her with tempeſtuous ſorrow 


fraught, 170, 


And ſtifled, in its birth, the mighty thought; 
Then burſting freſh into à flood of tears, 

Fierce, reſolute, delirious with his fears; 

His fears for her aloze ; he beat his breaſt, . 
And thus the fervour of his ſoul expreſt: 175 
Oh! let thy thought o'er our paſt converſe 


rove, 


Oh, if thy kindneſs can no longer laſt, 
ln pity to thyſelf. forget the paltY | 
« Elſe wilt thou never, void of ſhame and har, 
| 180 
« Pronounce hi doom, whom thou haſt held fs 
de 


ſwore 


« Empires were vile, and Fate could give no 


more; 
« That to continue, was its utmoſt power, | 
And make the future like the preſent hour. 
„ Now call a ruffian ; bid Fiz cruel ſword 
« Lay wide the boſom of thy worthleſs Lord; 


„ Transfik Lis heart (fince you its love diſclaim), 


And ſtain his honour with a Traitr name. 
« This might perhaps be borne 6 
| I 

« But ſure a father's pangs will have their force? 
« Shall his good age, ſo,vear its journey's end. 
Through cruel torment to the grave deſcend ? 
„ His ſhallow blood all iſſue at a wound, 

„ Waſh @ flave's feet, and ſmoke upon the 


It comme be But tis the Chriſtian's praiſe, ' 
Above impoſſibilities " vs, | 


- Ya « But 
* U ; 
— 7 N * 2 


The weakneſs of our nature; and deride 146 


* And ſhew one moment uninflam'd with love | | 


„„ e. 
% Thou who haſt took me to thy arms, and 


ground?! | 3 


Gas . 0 i. « 2 


. renn 
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« But he to you has ever been ſevere ; 
Then take your vengtance Suffolk now drew 
near ; | 
Bending beneath the burden of his care ; 
His robes neglected, and his head was bare; 
Decrepit winter, in the yearly ring. 200 
Thus lowly creeps, to meet the bloogning ſpring, 
Downward' he caſt a melancholy l-ok ; | 
Thrice turn'd, to hide his grief; than faintly 
ſpoke, 
« Now deep in years, and forward in decay, 
« That ax can only rob me of a day; 205 
« For thee. my ſoul's defire ! 1 can't refrain; 
„And ſhall my tears, my /aft tears, flow in 
vain ? - 
When you ſhall know a mother's tender name, 
« My heart's diſtreſs no longer will yon blame.” 
At this, afar his burſting groans were heard; 210 
The tears ran trickling down his filver beard : 
He ſnarch'd her hand, which to his lips h 
preſt, 
And bid her plant a dagger in his breaſt ; 
Then, ſinking, call'd her piety unjuſt, | 
And ſoil'd his hoary temples in the duſt, 215 
Herd-hearted men! will you no merit know? 
Has the Queen brib'd you to diſtreſs her ſoe : 
O weak deſerters to misfortune's part, 
By falſe affe&ion thus to pierce her heart 
When ſhe had ſoar'd, to let yaur arrows fly, 222 
And fetch her bleeding ſrom the middle ſky ! 
And can her virtue, ſpringing from the ground, 
Her flight recover, and diſdain the wound, 
When cleaving love, and human intereſt, bind 
The broken force of her aſpiring mind, 225 
As round the generous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her ſtrength, the ſerpent wreaths his 
traing” s „„, | 1 : | 
Her ſtruggling wings entangles, curling plies 
His poiſonous tail, and ſtings her as ſhe flies 


* hile yet the blow's firſt dreadful weight ſhe [| 


feels, 230 
And with its force her reſolution reels ; 
Large doors, unfolding with a mournfn! ſound, 
To view diſcover, weltering on the ground, 
Three headleſs trunks, of thoſe, whoſe arms main- 
tain d, ; 
And in her wars immortal glory gain'd; 235 
The lifted ax aſſur' d her ready doom, 
And ſilent mourners ſadden'd all the room. 
Shall | proceed; or here break off my tale? 
Nor truths, to ſtagger human faith, prevail. 
She met this utmoſt malice - of her fate 240 
With Chriſtian dignity, and pious ſtate : 
The beating florms propitious rage the bleſt, 
And all the martyr triumph'd in her breaſt ; 
Her lord and father, for a moment's ſpace, -- 
She ſtrictly folded in her ſoft embrace! 24 
Then thus ſhe ſpoke, while angels heard on high, 
And ſudden gladneſs ſmil'd along the ſky ; 
* Your over-fondnefſs has not mov'd my hate; 
f I am well pleas'd you made my death ſo great ; 
a x joy 1 cannot ſave you; and have given 250 
. Two lives, much dearer than my own te hea- 
ven, | 


© If ſo the Queen decrees * — But I have cauſe 
« To hope tay blood will ſatisfy the laws; 

+ And there is merey (till, for you, in ftore : 
With me the bitterneſs of death is o'er. 255 
« He ſhot his ſting in that farewel- embrace; 

« And all, that is to come, is joy aud peace. 
Then let miſtaken ſorrow be ſuppreſt, y 

% Nor ſeem to envy my approaching reſt.” 
Then, turning to the miniſters of fate, 269 
She, ſmiling, ſays, © my viRory's complete: 

« And tell your Queen, | thank her ſor the blow, 
« And grieve wy gratitude I cannot ſhow ;- 
« A poor return | leave in England's crown, 


Her guilt alone allays this happy hour; 
Not Rome, untouch'd with ſorrow, heard her 

| fate; * 

And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 


* Hereſhe \cabrices them. 


* \ | 


LOVE OF FAME, 


| CITES; aft 
UNIVERSAL PASSION. 


IN, p 


\ 


Fulgente trahit conſtrictos gloria curru 
« Non minus ignotos gencroſis.“ | 
yo; ; *s Hor. 


* - 
} 4 


| SATIRE I. 
10 urs GRACE THE 


DUKE OF DORSET. © 


« — Tanto major Famz fitis eſt, quam 
% Virtutis.” * 71 
Jov. dat. . , 


Y verſe is Satire; Dorſet; lend your ear, 
And patronize a Muſe you cannot fear. 
To poets ſacred is a Dorſet's name: i 


It bribes the partial reader iuto 22 5 
And throws a glory round the ſhelter'd lays: 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can ſee, 
And gives apphuſe to Blackmore or to me. 
But you decline the miffr;/s-we puriuez 
Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of you. 10 
Inſtructive Sire, true to virtuc's cauſe ! | 
Thou ſhining ſupplement of public laws/. 
When flatter'd crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach her filence, and demand our rage; . 
When purcha:'d follier from each diſtant land, 15 
Like arts, improve in Britain's {kilful hand; 
2 K 2 = N 


— 


1 


For everlaſting pleaſure, and renown: 265 


« Her guilt—the oy vengeance in her power.“ 


SEVEN CHARACTERISTICAL SATIRES. 


| heir wonted paſſport through the gates of lame: 
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Wis Donne, Dorſet, Dryden, Rocheſter, are dead, 


is * Whig ; it plots, j rays; preaches, | 


252 


When the Low ſhews. her teeth, but dares not 
* + ds; - 5 . 

And South - ſea treaſures are not brought to light; 

When Cbarebmen Scripture for the Cleſſics quit, 


Polite apoſtates from God's grace to Wit; 20 


When men grow great from their revenue ſpoat, 
And fly from bailiffs into parliament ; | 
When dying finners, to blot out their ſcore, 
, Bequeath the church the leavings of a ere; 
To chaſe our ſpleen, when themes like theſe in- 
- creaſe, "OS: as ; + a5 
Shall Panegyrick reign, and Cenſure ceaſe ? 
Shall Pocſy, like Law, turn wrong to right, 
And detications waſh an Æth op white, | 
Set ap each ſenſeleſs wretch for nature's boaſt, _ 
On whom praiſe ſhines, as tropbies on a poſt? 30 
Shall ſuneral eloquenee her colours ſpread, 
And ſcatter roſes on the wealthy dead ? 
Shall authors ſmile on ſuch illuſtrious days, 
And ſatiriſe with nothing but their proiſe ? 
flum'sers Pope, who leads the tuneful 


; train, ' 35 
Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain? 


Aud ęuilt's chief woe, in Addifon, is fled; 

Congreve, who, crown'd with Jaurels, fairly 
won, 
Sits ſmiling at the goal, while others run, 40 
He will not write; and (more provoking till!) 
Ye gods! he will not write, aud Mzvius will, 
Doubly diſtreſt, what author ſhall we find, 
Diſcreetly daring, and ſeverely kind, | 
The courtly Roman's ſhinivg path to tread, 45 
And ſharply nile prevailing folly dead? _ | 
Will no ſuperior genius ſnatch the quill, 
And ſave me, on the brink, from writing ill? 
Though vain the ſtrife, I'll ſtrive my voice to raiſe. 
What will not men attempt for /acred praiſe ? 50 
The Love of Praiſc, howe'er conceal'd by art, 
Reigns, more or leis; and glows, in every heart: 
The proud, to gain it, toils on toils endure ; 
The modeft ſhun it, but to make it ſure. 
O'er globes, and ſceptres, now on 
ſwells ; | „ 

Now, trims the midnight lamp in college cells: 


nes it 


pl | 
Harangues in Senates, ſqueaks in Maſquerades. 
Here, to Steele's humour makes a bold pretence ; 
There, bolder, aims at Pultcney's eloquence, 60 
It aids the doncers's heel, the writer's head, 

And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead; 
Nor ends with /;fe ; but nods in ſable plumes, 
Adorns our hearſe, and flatters on our tombs. 4 

© What is not proud? The pimp is proud to fee 
So many like himſelf in high degree : 
The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
N 2 virtue and the marriage bed; 
d the brib'd exchoid, like crown'q victims born 
To ſlaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 70 
Some go tochurch, proud humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they 
: went: 8 IN | MY 
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One way they lost, another way they feer, 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear; 
And when their ſins they ſet fincerely down, 75 
They'll find chat their religion has been one. 
Others with wiſhful eyes on glory look, . 


Or pompous title, like a gaudy ſign, 
Meant to betray dull ſors to wretched wine. 80 
If" at his title T—— had drop'd his quill, 


T Pai have paſs'd for a great genjus 
ſRiil, , Be OT et TE 
But T—— alas! (excuſe him, if you tan) 


Is now a ſcrilb/er, who was once a'man, 
Imperious ſome a claſſic fame demand, 
For heaping vp, with a laborious hand, 
A weggdh-load of mear.:g8 ſor one word, 
While A's depes'd, and B with pomp refer d. 
Some, for rezowwn, on ſcraps of learning doat, 


9 8 
| 5 


And think they grow immortal as they rg 90 


10 patch-work Jearn'd quotations are ally'd ;. 
Foth firive to make our fover{y our pride, 

On gluſs how witty is a noble peer 
Did ever diamond colt a man fo acer ? 


Which, if unfortunately' well, they feign. 
| Of folly, vice, diſcafe, men proud we fee; , 
And (ſtranger ſtill!) of blockheads' flattery; 
Whoſe praiſe deſames, as if a fool ſhould mean. 
By pitting on your face, to make it clean. 108 
Not is 't enough all hearts are ſwoln with 
Pride, - 
Her power is mighty, as her realm is wide. | 
What can ſhe not perform? Ihe Love of Fame 


* | Made bold Alphonſus his creator blame : 


Empedocles hurl'd down the burning ſteep : 105 
And (frovger ſtill !) made Alexander weep. 
Nay, it holds Delia from a ſecond bed. 


Though her lov'd lord has four half-months been 


dead. t > 

This paſſion with a pimple have I ſeen 
Retard a caſe, nd give a judge the ſpleen, 110 
By b inſpir'd (O ne'er to be forgot! | 
Some lords have learu'd to p. and ſome to int. 
It makes Globoſe a ſpeaker in the houſe; 
He hems, and is deliver'd of his mouſe. ; 
lt makes dear «if on well-bred tongues prevail 

| 115 
And I the lle hero of each tale. 


Unpeople court, and ſeave the ſenate thin ? 

My growing ſubject ſeems but juſt begun, 
and, chariot-like, 1 kindle as I run. 120 
Aid me, great Homer! with thy epic rules, 

To take a catalegue of Britiſh fools. 


Satire! had i thy Dorſet's ſorce divine, 


A knave or fool ſhould periſh, in each line; 


125 


And for the laſt all Greſham' intercede. 
Begin. Who firſt the catalogue ſhall grace ? 
To quality belongs the higheſt place. 


My lord comes forward ; forward let him come! 


Ye vulger! at your peril, give him room; 155 


A 1 . w 
4 
K Horace. 
a | - 
- J 


He 


When they have got their picbure towards a 
© book ; | V* 


- Palite diſeaſes make ſome ideots vain ; 93 


Sick with the Love of Fame, what throngs pour in, : 


Though for the firſt all Weſtminſter ſhould plead, | 


Provid 
In Brit; 
But a 0 

in ſo 
Not do 
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He ſtands for fame on his forefathers” feet. 

By heraldry, prov d valiant or diſcreet. 

With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 

Above the man by three deſcents leſs wile! 

If virtues at his noble hands you crave 135 

Yo bid him raiſe his fathers from the grave. 

Men ſhould preſs forward in fame's glorious 
chace;-. 

Nobles look backtzward, and ſo loſe the race. 


Let high * triumph! What can be more 
reat 

Nothing—but merit in a low eſtate, 140 

To vircue's humbleſt ſon let none prefer 
Vice, though deſcended from the Conqueror. 
Shall men, like figures, pa for high, or baſe, 
Slight or important,. only by their place ? 
Titles are marks of Bong men, #nd wiſe; 145 
The ſool, or knave, that wears a title, /yes. 

They that on glorious anceſtors enlarge, 

, Produce their debt, inſtead of their de. 
Dorſet, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their line, 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, ſhine, T50 


Vain as falſe greatneſs is, the Muſe muſt own 
We want not fools to buy that Briſtol ſtone. 
Mean ſons of earth, who, on a South-ſea. tide 
Of full ſucceſs, ſwam, into wealth and pride. 

Knock with a purſe of gold at Anſtis“ gate, 155 
And beg to be deſcended from the great, 


When men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, ' 
They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 
Thoſe governments which curb not evils, cauſe / 
And a rich knave's a /ibe! on our los. 160 


Belus with ſolid g/:ry will be crown'd; 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty ſound ; 
But builds himſelf a name; and, to be great, 
Sinks in a quarry an immenſe eſtate 
In coſt aud graudeur, Chandos he'll out-do; 165 
And, Burlington, thy taſte is not ſo true. 
The pile is finiſh'd ; every toil is paſt; 
And full perfection is arriv'd at laſt; 
When, lo! my lord to ſome ſiuall corner runs, 
And leaves ate - rooms to rangers and to duns. 

| 170 

The man who builds, and wants wherewith to 


„ pay, 

Provides a home from which to run away. 
In Britain, what is many a lordly ſeat, 
But a diſcharge, in full for an eſtate? 

in ſmaller compaſs lies Pyglamion's fame; 175 
Not domes, but antique ſtatus-, are his flame: 
Not Fountaine's ſelf more Parian charms” has 

known; Tl 

Nor is good Pembroke more in love with ſtone. 
The bailiffs come (rude men prophanely bold!) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 180 
# No, firs, he cries; III ſooner rot in jail: '* .. 
* Shall Grecia arts be truck'd for Engliſh bail?” 
duch be, might make their very %%% laugh: 
ths daughter ſtarves; but * Cleopatia's ſafe. . 

Men, overloaded with a large eſtate, 185 
May ſpill their treaſure in a nice conceit ; 

e rich may be polite; but, oh! "tis ſad 

o lay you're cri, when we ſwear you're mad. 


* A famous flatne 


; 


| 


| 
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By your revenue meaſure your expence; 

And to your fund; and acres join your fenſe. 190 
No man is bleſs'd by accident or gueſs ; 

True m is the price of happineſs : 

Yet few without long diſcipline are ſage; 

And our youth only lays up ſighs for a f 


The bright temptation of the Courtly throng, 
Thy moſt inviting theme? The court affords 
Much food for ſatire ;—it abounds in lords. 
What lords are thoſe ſaluting with a grin ?” 
One is juſt aut, and one as lately ir. 
« How comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide 


Pride, that impartial paſſion, reigns through all, 
Attends our glory, nor deſerts our fall. 
As in its home it triumphs in bigh place,” 205 
And frowfis a haughty exile in diſerace. 


Some lords it bids aumire their wands ſo white, 


| Which bloom, like Aaroa's, to their raviſh'd 


' ſight: - | 
Some lords it bids rea / and turns their wands, 


| Theſe ſink, as divers, for renown; and boaſt, 
With pride inverted, of their honours loſt. 

But againt reaſon ſure tis equal ſin, 

The boaft of merely being eut, or in. 


What numbers here, through odd ambition, 
ſtrive _ 215 
To ſeem the moſt tranſported things alive? © 
As if by joy, deſert was underſtood: | 
And all the fortunate were wiſe and > ad. 
Hence aching boſonis wear a viſage gay, 
And ſtifled groans frequent the ball and play. 229 
Completely dreſt by * Monteuil and grimace, 
They t:ks their bir:4-day ſuit and palit face: 
Their ſmiles are only part of what they wear. 
Put off at night, with Lady B——$ hair. 
What bodily. fatiguc is half ſo bad ? 225 
With auxious care they ladour to be glad. 


Conſcious of merit, in the coxeomb's dunes ; 

The tavern ! park ! aſſembly ! maſk ! and play + 
| Thoſe dear deitroyers of the tedious day; ' 239 
That wheel of ſops that ſaunter of the town ! 
Call it diverſioz, and the pill goes down, 
Fools grin on fools, and, foic-like ſupport, 
Without one ſigh, the pleaſures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing, to the wiſe and good, | 
But ſcorn of pomp, and love of ſolitude. 236 
High ſtations fumult, but not bliſs, create: 
None think the Great unbappy, but the Great: 
Fools gaze, and envy ; envy darts a ſhing, 


[ envy none their pageantry and ſhow ; \- 
I envy none the gilding of their woe. | 
Give me, indulgent Gods! with mind ſerene, 
And guiltlels heart, to range the ſylvan ficene z 
No Iplendid poverty, no ſmiling care, 245 
No well-bred hate, or ſervile grandeur, there r 
There- pleaſing objects uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt ; 
The /en/e is tra viſh'd, and the out is blelt ; 


* 


* A ſamous taylor. 


Ce 
But how, my Muſe, canſt thou reſi ſo long 195 * 


On both their brows an equal ſhare of pries? 


Like Moſes, into ſerpents in their hands. 210 


2 
* 
2 


What numbers, here, would into fame advance, 


= HE 
S ww 


Whieh makes à ſwain as wretched as a king. 240 
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Pur ug, He rays of light, on drops of rain. 


254 
On every thorn delightſul wiſdom grows ; | 


In every till a ſweet inſtruction flows. 250 


ut ſome, wntaxght, o'erhear the whiſpering rill, 


thy ſpite of ſacred leiſure, blockheads ſtill: 
or ſhoots up ſol y to a nobler bloom 
In her own native ſoil, the drawing-room. 


\ The Squire is proud to ſee his courſers ſtrain, 


Or well-breath d heagles ſweep along the plain. 
Say, dear Hyppolitus (whoſe drink is ale, 


Whoſe erudition is a ( hriſt-mag tale, 
Whoſe miſtreſs is ſaluted with a ſmack, 


And friend receiv'd with thumps upon the 


back) | _ 
When thy fleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 
And Ringwopd opens on the tainted ground, 


Ie that // praiſe ? Let Ringwocd's fame alone; 


Juſt Ring wood leaves each animal his own ; 
Nor-envies, when a gypſy you commit, 265 


And ſhake che clumſy bench with country wit; 


V hen you the dulteſt of dull things have ſaid, 
And then aſk pardon for the % you made. 


Here breathe, my Muſe! and then thy taſk 


new; _ , f 
Ten thouſand fools unſung are ſtill in view. 270 
Fewer lay-atheiſts made by church debates ; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for Jarge eſtates ; 


Ladies, whoſe love is conſtant as the wind; 


Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind : 
Fewer grave lords to Scrope diſcrertiy bend; 
And ſewer fuel a ftateſnian gives his friend. 


Is there a man of an eternal vein, | 
Who lulls the town in «winter with his ſtrain, 
At Bath, in ſummer, chants the reiguing laſs, 
And ſweetly whiſtles as the waters pals ? 280 
Is there à tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup, 
That runs for ages without winding-up ? 
Is there, whom his tenth epic mounts to ſame ? 
Such, and ſuch only, might exhauſt my theme: 
N r would theſe heroes of the taſk be glad, 285 
For who cau write ſo faſt as men run nad? 


_ — T* ) 


SATIRE I. 


\ 


Y Muſe. proceed, and reach the deſtin'd 
end; 2 


Though tolle and — the bold taſk attend. 


Hetoes and Gods make other poems fine; 

Plain Satire calls for ſnſe in every line: 

Then, to what ſwarms thy faults | dare expoſe; p 
All friends to vice and fully are thy ſoes. | 
When ſuch the foe, a war eternal wage; 
'Tismoſt i 1-nature to rer thy rage 

And if theſe ſtrains ſome nobler Muſe excite, 

III glory in the verſe I did aer write. _ 


860 weak are human-kind by nature made, 
yo ſuch weakneſs by their vice betray'd. 
Almigtt 7 wanity / to thee they owe 53 
"Their 2%, of picaſute, and their balm of woe. 


Tou Jke the fun, a'l colours doſt contain, T5 


* 


| YOUNG'S POEMS. 


f 


* # — 1 


| For every ſoul finds reaſom to be proud, 
Though hiſs'd and hooted by the pointing crowd. 
Warm in purſuit of foxes and renown, 

* Hippolytus demands the fylvan crown 

But Florio's fame, the product of a ſhower, 
Grows in his garden, an illuſtrious flower 
Why teems the earth? Why melt the vernal ſkies? 
Why ſhines the ſun ? To make + Paul Diack rife. 
From moru to night has Flerio gazing ſtood, 25 
And wonder'd how the gods could be ſo good; 
What ſhape | What hue! Was ever nymph. o 

| 5 ry; " 

He doats! he dies! he too is rooted there. 

O ſolid bliſs! which nothing can deſtroy, | 
Except a cat. bird, ſuail, or idle boy. 39 
ln fame's full bloom lies Florio-down at night, 
And wakes 1» xc day a moſt inglorious wight; 
The tulip 8 dead! See thy fair ſiſters fate 

0 Cc and be kind ere tis too lates 


Nor are thoſe encmies I mention'd, all; 38 
Beware, O Floritt, thy ambition's fall. 
A ſriend of mine induig'd this noble flame; 
A Quaker ferv'd him, adam was his'trame; 
To one lov'd tulip oft the maſter went, 7 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture ſpent ; 
40 


But came, and miſs'd it one ill-fated hour: 

He rag'd! he roar'd! © What demon cropt my 

"hr flower?“ 3 
Serene, quoth Adam, Lol 'twas cruſh'd by 


me; 
% Fall'n is the baal to which thou bowd'ſt thy 
knee. 8 


But all men want amiſement; and what cri 


| | | 45 
In ſuch a paradiſe to ſool their time? 

None : but why proud of this? To fame they ſoar; 
We grant they're idle, if they'll alk no more. 

We ſmile at Floriſts, we deſpiſe their joy, 
And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy: 30 
But are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, _ 
Survey with envy, and purſue with fire ? 
What's ve Gighs for wealth, or fame, or pow- 

as ; 


Another Florio doating on a flower ! 
| A ſhort-liv'd flower; and which has often ſprung 
| 125 5s 
From ſordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. 
With what, O Codrus! is thy fancy ſmit ? 
The floxver of learning, and the bloom of wit. 
Thy gaudy ſhelves with crimſon bindings glow, 
And Epictetus is a perfect beau. 60 
How fit ſor thee, bound up in crimſon too, 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view! 
Thy Books are furniture, Methinks tis hard 
That ſcience ſhould be purchas'd by the yard; 
And Tonſon, turn'd upholſterer, ſend home 65 
The gilded leather to fit up thy room. ; 
if not to ſome peculiar end deſign'd, 
| $tudy's the ſpecious trifliag of the mind; 


his refers to the firſt Satire. N 
+ The name of a tulip, 07 


— 
a OO 


Or is at beſt a ſecondary aim, 


| YOUNG'S POEMS. 


A chace for ſport alone, and not for game. 


If ſo, lure they who the mere volume prize, 
But love the thicket where the guarry lies. 


On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, 
But found at Jength that it reduced his rent ; 
His farms were flown ; when 10! a ſale comes on, 
x 1 
A choice collection! what is to be done? 
He ſells his /aft ; for he the whole will buy ; 


79 


Sells ev'n his houſe; nay, wants whereon to lie: 
Go high the generous ardour of the man 


For Romans, Greeks, and Orientals ran. 


8 


When terms were drawn, and brought him b 


the clerk, \ 


Lorenzo ſign'd the bargain—with his i. 
Vnlearned men of books aſſume the care, 


As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 


Not in his authors“ liveries alone 
1; Codrug* erudite ambition ſhown : 


dir ions various, at high prices bought, 
la orm the world what Codrus would be thought; 
And to this colt another muſt ſucceed 


To pay a ſage, who /ay/ that he can read; 


Who tiles knows, and indexes has ſeen; 


But leaves to Cheſterfield what lies between ; 


85 


. 


go 


Of pompous books who ſhuns the proud expence, 


And humbly is contented with their /en/e.. 
O Stanhoye, whoſe accompliſhments make good 


The p:0mjſe of a lony-illuſtrious blood, 


In arts and manners eminently rac'd, 


The ſtricteſt honour and the fineſt tafte / 


Accept this verſe if Satire can agree 
V ich ſo conſumim ate an'bumanity. 


By your example wou'd Hilario mend; 
How would it grace the talents of my friend, 
Who, with the charmy of his own genius ſmit, 


Conceives all virtues are compriz'd in wit! 
But time his ſervent petulence may cool; 


For though he is a wit, he is no fool 


ln time he Il learn to ue, not waſte his ſenſe; 


Nor make a frailty of an excellence. 


He ſpares nor friend nor foe ; but calls to mind, 
Like door” r-dey, all the faults of all mankind. 110 


100 


105 


What though zvit tickles? tickling is unſafe, 
Kill tis painful while it makes us d angb. 


Who, for the poor renown of being /marty 
Would leave a ſting within a brother's heart? 
Parts may be praiv'd, good-nature is ador d; 115 


draw your vit as ſeldom as your ſword ; 


And never on the *veat; or you'll appear 


43 there no hero, no great genius bere. 
As in ſmooth oil the razor beſt is whet, 


$0 <vit is by politeneſs ſharpeſt ſet : 


120 


eir want of edge from their Mace is ſeen 5 
Toth pain us 4e When exquiſitely keen. 


Jane men give is for the joy they find ; 


Dill is the ier, when the juke's 2 find. 


Since Marcus, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a 
* 1-85 
pay my compliment, what place ſo fit? 

vi moſt lacetious “ letters cam: to hand, 

hich my Firſt Satire ſweetly reprimand : 


Letters ſent to the Author, figned Marcus, I 


wit 
To ö 
H 


* 


” 


"I 


Y 


_ | Mi@D—>, tottering, 


" 


L 


The man who pardons, diſappoints his foe. 


255 


If that a % offence to Mareus gave, 


Say, Marcus, which art thou a Fool, or — 


| 130 
For all but ſuch with caution I forbore; | 
That thou waſt either, I ne'er knew before; 
I know thee now, both what thou art, and who z' 
No maſk fo good, but Marcus mult ſhine 
through: _ * 
Falſe names are vain, thy lines their author tell; 
Thy beſt concealment had been writing well 
But thou a brave negle& of fame haſt ſhown, 
Of others' fame, great genius! and thy own, 
Write on unheeded; and this maxim know, 
14 
In malice to proud toits, ſome proudly lull 
Their pecviſb reaſon”; vain of being duil ; — 
When ſome home joke has ſtung their ſolemn 
ſouls, | 63.5 
ln vengeance they determine—to to be fools ; 


Through ſpleen, that little nature gave, make 


4%, 145 
Quite zealous in the ways of Beavingſt; | 
To lumps inanimate a fondneſs take ; 
And diſinherit ſons that are awgte 3 
Theſe, when their utmoſt venom would 


ſpit. oh 


Moſt barbarouſly tell you“ He's a wit.” 180 
\ Poor agree, thus, to ſhow their burning ſpite, 


To cacodemons, ſay, there re devilifh white, 


Lampridius, from the bottom of his breaſt, 
Sighs o'er one child ; but triumphs in the reſt. 
How jult his grief / one carries in his head 155 
A leſs proportion of the father's lead; | 
And is in danger; without ſpecial grace, 

To riſe above à juftice of the peace 

The dunghill-breed of man, a diamond ſcorn, 

And feel a paſſion for a grin of corn ; 1 

Some ſtupid, plodding, money loving wieht, 

Who wins their hearts by knowing black from 
white, 


| Who with much pains, exerting all his ſenſe, 


Can range aright his ſhi;lings, pounds, and pence, 
The booby father craves a booby ſon, 165 
And by Heaven's being thinks himſelf wndexc, 
Wants of all kinds are made to fame a plea ; 
One learns to % ; another ot to ſee : b 
tches at your hand: 
Was cr thing ſo pretty born to ſtand ? | 
Whiift theſe, what nature gave, diſown, through 
422 ride, ö 
Others affect what nature has deny d; I 
What nature has deny'd, fools will purſue ; 
As Ses are ever walking upon u. l 
Craſſus, a grateful ſage, our awe and ſport ! 
Supports grave forms, for forms the ſage ſup- 
port. & 176 
He hems; and cries, with an important air, 
« If yonder clouds withdraw, it will be fair : 
Then quotes che Stagyrite to praye it true; 
And adds, * The learn'd delight. in ſomething 
' nn a” : 2 180 
Is 't not enough the blockhead ſcarce can read, 
But muſt he d look; and gravely lead? As 


- 


2 ——_ ew 4 


grace, N 
And hide ſecure behind a nated ſune ? 


256 . YouNnc's POEMS, 


As far a formali]t from wiſdom fits, 
1 judging cyes, as libertines from wits. 


Theſe ſubtle wights (ſo blind are mortal men, 


Though Satire couch, them with her keeneſt pen) 


For ever will hang out a ſolemn face,- 

To put off noufen/e with à better grace: 

As pedlars with ſome hero's head make bold, 
muſtrious mark! where pins are to be ſold. 190 
What's the 0 brow, or neck in thought re- 
| clin" ; ; vas 
The body's wiſdom to conceal the mind. 


A man of ſenſe can ar- ice diſdain ; 


As men of wealth may venture to g ? 
And be this truth eternal ne'er 4 © 69 If 195 
Solemnity's à cover for a ſet. 

1 find the fool, when I behold the Rreen ; 
For 'tis the wiſe man's intereſt to be ſeen. 


. Hence, Cheſterfield, that openneſs of heart, 


And juſt diſdain for that poor ie art; 200 


Hence (manly praiſe !) that manner'nobly ſree, 

Which all admire, and 1 commend, in thee. 
With generous ſcorn how oft haſt thou ſur- 
--R vey'd ; 

Of court and town the noontide maſquerade ; 


Where ſwarms of raves the vizor quite diſ- 
wa wy 


here nature's end of language is declin'd, 


And men talk only to conceal the mind; 


Where generous hearts the greateſt hazard run, 


And he who ti uſts a brother is undone ? 210 


Theſe all their care expend on outward ſhow 
For wealth and fame; for fame alone, the beav. 
Of late at White's was young Florello ſeen! 
How blank his- look l how diſcompos'd his mien 
So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feign ! 215 
Sunk were his ſpirits ; for his coat was plain, 


Next day his breaft regain'd its wonted peace; 
His health was mended with a er lace. 
A curious artiſt, long inur d to toils 
Of gentler ſort, with combs, and fragrant oils, 
Whether by chance, or by ſome God inſpir'd, 
So touch d his curls, his mighty ſoul was fir d. 
he well-ſwoln ties an equal homage claim, 


And either ſhoulder has its ſhare of fame ; 


His ſumptuous watch-caſe, though conceald it 


lies, 225 
Like a good conſcience, ſolid joy ſupplies. | 
He only thinks himſelf (ſo far from vain !) 
Stanhope in wit, in breeding Deloraine,. 
Wheue'er, by/ceming chance, he throws his eye 
On mirrors that reflect his Tyrian dye, 230 
With howſublime a tranſport leaps his heart 
But fate ardains that deareſt friends muſt part, 
In aQive meaſures, brought from France, he 
© wheels, * 6 
And wiumphs, «onfcious of his learned bees, 
So have I ſeen, on ſome bright ſummer's day, 


| - 235 
A calf of genius, debounair and 231, 


= 


. 


4 


Dance on the bank, 18 if infpir'd by fk 
Fond of the pretty fellow in the · ; 


In linen clean, or peruke undiſguis d. 440 


No 2 chance his veſtments fear ; 

Valued, like leopards, as their /pots appear. 

A fam'd ſurtout he wears, which once was blue, 
And his foot ſwims in a capacious ſhoe; | 
One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim ?) 
Level'd her barbarous nced[e at his fame. 

But open force was vain ; by night ſhe went, 
And, while he flept, ſurpris'd the darling rent ; | 


doubt; By 

And glory, at one entrance, quite ſhut outꝰ. 

N | | 250 
He ſcorns Florello, and Florello him ; 

This hates the filthy creature, that the prim : 

Thus, in each other, both theſe fools deſpiſe 

Their own dear felves, with undiſcerning eyes; 

Their methods various, but alike-their aim; 255 

The /oven and the fopling are the fame. 


Ve whigs and tories! thus it fares with you, 
When party-rage too warmly you purſue ; 
Then both club-nonſenſe, and impetuous pride, 


And folly joins whom ſentiments divide. * 1560 
You vent your ſpleen, as monkeys, when they 
_ paſs, , 2 


Scratch at the mimic monkey in the glaſ; 
| While both are one : and henceforth be it known, 
Fools of both ſides ſhall ſtand for fools alone 
* But who art Thou?“ methinks Florella 
cries: 2 265 
« Of all thy ſpecies art Thou only wiſe?” _ 
Since ſmalleſt things can give our ſins a twitch, 
As croſſing ſtraws retard a paſſing witch, 
Florello, thou my monitor ſhalt be; 54 
I'll conjure thus ſome profit out of thee, 270 
O Tuov myſelf! abroad our counſels roam, 
And, like ill kuſbands, take no care at home: 
Thou too art wounded with the common dart, 
And love of Fame lies throbbing at op kay 
Aud what wife means to gain it haſt ti 9 5 
| 5 


| Know, fame and fortune both are made of proſe. 
is thy ambition ſweating for a re, 

Thou unambitious fool, at this late time? 
While 1 a moment name, a moment's paſt: 
I'm nearer death in this verſe, than the 4% ̃ 
What then is to be done? Be wiſe with ſpeed ; | 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 


And what ſo fooliſh as the chace of fame? 
How vain the prize! how impotent our aim! 
For what are men who graſp at praiſe ſublime, 
But bubbles on the rapid ſtream of time, z 
That riſe, and fall, that ſwell, and are no mores 
Born, and forget, ten thouſand in an hour ? 


* * 


Milton. 
| * SATIRE 


| 


Moroſe is ſunk with ſhame, whene'er ſurpriz'd 


Where yawn'd the frieze is now become 2 


fads £KCo wr _ ac 
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The poem doubtleſs muſt be written well. 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


SATIRE 1. 


o | 
THE RIGHT HON. MR. DODINGTON, 


1 Dodington, in debt, I long have 
ſought 


To eaſe the burthen of my grateful thought ; 
And now a poet's gratitude you ſce;: | 
Greut him #zv0 favours, aud he I alk for three : 

For whoſe the preſent glory, or the gain? $ 


You give protection, | a worthleſs ſtrain. 
You love and feel the poet s ſacred flame, 


And know the baſis of a ſolid fame; 

Thouęh prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 

You r:ad with all the malice of a friend; 10 

Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 

But, more to raiſe my verſe, concea/ your own. 
An ill-tzm'd modeſty! turn ages o'er, 

When wanted Britain bright examples mote ? 

Her learning, and her genius too, decays ; 15 

Aud dark ind cold are het declining days; 

As if men now were of another caſt, 

They meanly live en a/ms of ages paſt. 

Men till are men; and they who boldly dare, 

Shall triumph o'er the ſons of cold deſpair; 

Or, if they fail, they juſtly (till take place 

Of ſuch who ru in debt for their diſgrace; 

Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, . 

And damn it with improvements of their own. 

We bring ſome new materials, aud what's old 25 

New caſt with care, and in no 6»rrow'd mould; 

Late times the verſe may read, if thele reſuie; 

And from ſour critics vindicate the Muſe. 

* Your work is long the critics cry. Tis true, 

And lengthens ſtill, to take in fools like you: 30 

Shorten my labour, if its length you blame : 

For, grow but wiſe, you rob me of my game; 

As haunted bags, who, while the dogs purſue, 

Renounce their four legs, and ſtart up on two, 


Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 35 
That picks the teeth of the dire crocod le, 
Will I enjoy (dread feaft I) the critic's rage, 
And with the fel deftroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious fools, are more to blame, 


Than thoſe who thunder iu the critics name? 40 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in this, | Bathylius, in the wiater of threeſcore, 


To ſee what wretches gain the praiſe they miſs, 


Balbutius, muMed in his fable cloak, 
Like an old Druid from his hollow oak, 
As ravcns ſolemn, and as boding, cries, 
Ten thouſand worlds for the three unities !” 
Ye doctors ſage, who through Pachaſſus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or ptactiſe what you preach. 
One judges as the wether dictates; right 


| Some judge, their knack of judging wrong to 
| Some judge, becauſe it is too ſoon to ſleep. * 


; 


20 And to a kind digeflion ſpare the reſt, 


| | 
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keep 3 , 


Thus all will judge, and with one fivgle aim, 
Do gain themſelves, not give the writer, fame. 
The very beſt ambitlerfly adviſe, | 
Half to ſerve you, and half to paſs for wiſe, 


Critics on verſe, as ui on triumphs wait, 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the Rate ; 
Hot, «envious, noiſy, prłbud, the ſcribling ſry 65 
Burn, hiſs, and bounce, waſte paper, ſtink, and 

die. 

Rail on, my friends ! what more my verſe can 

crown i 
Than Campton's ſmile, and your oblizing frown ? 
Not all on 6904s their criticiſm waſte + 
The genius of a % ſome jultly taſte. 72 
And eat their way to fume ; with ayxious 

thought - 

The 3 reſus'd, the turbot bought. 
Impatient art rebukes the ſun's delay. 
And bids December yield the fruits of May ; 
Their various cares in one great point combine 
The buſineſs of their lives, that is—to dine 76 
Hilf of their precious day they give the feaſt ; 


Apicius, here, the taſter of the town, a 
Feeds twice a week, to ſettle their renown. 80 


Theſe worthies of the palate guard with care 


The ſacred annals of their bills of fare 
In thoſe choice bouks their panegyrics read, 
And ſcorn the creatures that for hunger [ 
If man by feeding well commences great, 


8 


: 


| 


Much more the worm to whom that man is 
meat, | 
To glory ſome advance a lying claim, 
Thieves of renywn, and Filferers of fame: 
Their front ſupplies what their ambition lacks; 
They kaow a thouſand lords, behind their backs. 


| Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer, 
When turn'd away, with a familiar leer; 
And Harvey's eyes, unmercifully keen, 


91 


Have murder'd ſops, by whom ſhe ne er w 


ſeen. * 
| Niger adopts ſtray libels ; wiſely prone, 
| To cover ſhame ſtil} greater than tis owls . 


Wu 


95 


} 


* 


The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: 30 
Apes judges by a ſurer gage, 

An author's principles, or parentage; 

Since his great ancellors in Flanders ſell, . 


Another judges by the writer's % 85 


* 


Another judges, for he bought the bark ; 
Vol. VIII. f = 8 


* 


For fuch the yanity of great and mall, 


Belies his innocence, and keeps a whore. 
Abſcnce of miud Brabantio turns to fame. 

Learns to miſlale, nor knows his brother's name 
Hus words and thoughts in nice diſorder ſet, 

And takes a memoran-lum to forget. . 
Thus vain, not knowing what alorns-or blots 
Men forge the patents that create thenr ſots. 


As love of pleaſure into pain betray, 105 
So mot grow infamous through love of praiſe, 
But wheace for praiſe can ſuch an ardor rife, 
When thoſe, who bring that incenſe, we de:piſe ? \ 


Contempt goes round, aud all men laugh at a'l. 
Nor can even Sati e blame them; for tis rue, 


They have molt ample cauſe for what tcy do 
2L + 4: <1, Diragul 
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O fruitful Britain! doubtleſs thou waſt meant 

A nurſe of fools, to ſtock the continent. 
Though Phabus and the Nine for ever mow, 115 
Rank folly undernea h the ſcythe will grow. 
The plenteous harveſt calls me forward ſlill, 
»Till I ſurpaſs in length my Lawyer's bill; 
A Welſh deſcent, which well-paid heralds damn ; 
Or, longer {till, a Dutchm an's epigram 120 
When, cloy'd, in fury 1 «hrow down my pen, 


in comes a coxcomb, and I write again. 


See Tityrus, with merriment poſſeſt, 
Is burſt with laughter, ere he hears the jeſt : 
What need he ſtay ? for when the jeſt is o'er, 
His #eeth will be no whiter than before. 126 
Is there of eb-e, ye fair ! ſo great a dearth, 


Tat you need purchale monkeys for your mirth ! | 


Some, vain of paintings, bid the world admire ; 
Of houſes ſome ; nay, houſes that they hire: 130 
Some (perfect wiſdom I) of a beauteous wife ; 
And boaſt, like Cordetiers, a ſcourge for lite. 

Sometimes, through pride, the ſexes change 
| their airs; | | 
My lord has vaprrers, and my lady feoear: : 
Then, ftranger ſtill! on turning of the wind, 
My lord wears breeches, and my lady's 4ind. 


To ſhow the ſtrength, and infamy of pride, 
By all 'tis follow'd, and by all deny d. 
What numbers are there, which at once purſue, 
\ Praiſe, and the glory to contemn it, too? 140 
Vincenna knows ſe/f-praiſe betrays to ſbame, 
And therefore lays a ftratagem for fame ; 
Makes bis approach in modeſty's diſguiſe, - 
To win applauſe ; and takes it by ſurprize. 
« To err,“ ſays he, in (mall thing, is my 
fate.” 145 
You know your anſwer, “ he's exact in great.” 
* My file,” ſays he, is rude and full of 
faults.” - | L 
* But oh ! what ſenſe ! what energy of 
thoughts!“ 


That he wants algebra, he muſt confeſs ; 


% But not a ſoul to give our arms ſucceſs.” 
« Ah! that's an hit indeed,” Vinceuna cries ; 
„ But who in heat of blood was ever wile ! 


5 E N wrong, when thouſands call'd me 


* To make that hopeleſs, ill-advis'd attack ; 
* Allfay, 'twas madneſs; nor dare IL deny; 155 
e ſure never fool ſo well deſerv'd to die.“ 
Could tit deceive in others to be free, 
Tt ne'er, Vincenna, could deceive in thee ! - 
Whoſe conduct is a comment to thy tongue, 
go clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee wrong. 260 
Thou on one ſleeve wilt thy revenues wear; 
And haunt the court, without ap there. 
Are theſe expedients for renown ? Confeſs 
Thy little/elf, that I may ſcorn thee leſs. 

Be wiſe; Vincenna, and the court forſake; 163 
Our fortunes there, nor thou, nor 7, ſhalb make. 
Even wen of merit, ere their poi it they gain, 

| I hardy ſervice make a long campaign ; 


* 


loſt manfully beſiege the patronꝰs gate, 
Azy'vf: repuls'd, as oft attack the great 
8 


170 


4 
i 


* 
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With painful art, and application warm, 

And take, at laſt, ſome /ittle place dy ſtorm ; 

| Enough to keep tv ſooes on ſunday clean, 

And ſtarve upon diſcreetly, in Sheer-Lane. 

Already his thy fortune can afford ; 175 

Then ſtarve without the favour of my lord. 

"Tis * great fortunes ſome great men con- 
er ; 

But often, even in doing right, they err: 

From caprice, not from choice, their favours 
come : / 4 

They give. but think it toi to know to whom: 

Ihe man that's neareſt, yawwaing, they advance: 

"Tis inh: manity to bleſs by chauce. 

If merit ſues, and greatneſs is fo loth . 

To break its downy trance, I pity both, 


I grant at court. Philander, at his need, 1898 

(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends in- 
deed, 

Of every charm and virtue ſhe's poſſeſt: 
Philander ! thou art exquiſitely bleſt 5 
The public envy ! now then, 'tis allow'd, 
The man is found, who may be j»fy proud: 
But, ſee ! how ſickly is ambition's taſte! 191 
Ambition feeds on traſh, and loaths a faſt ; 
For, lo ! Phi ander, of reproach afraid, 
In ſecret loves his wife, but keeps ber maid. 


Some nymphs ſell reputation; others buy; 
And love a market where the rates run high ; 
Italian muſic's ſweet, becauſe tis dear; 

Their vanity is tickled, not their ear : 
l heir taſtes would leſſen, if the prizes fell, 
And Shakeſpeare's >wretched ſtuff do quite as 
well; 2990 
Away the diſinchanted fair would throng, 
And oon, that Engliſh is their mother tongue. 


To ſhow how much our northern taſtes refine, 
: Imported nymphs our peereſſes outſhine ; 
While tradiſmen ſtarve, theſe Philomels are gay; 
For generous lords had rather give than pay. 206 


' 

Behold the maſquerade's fantaſtic ſcene ! 
The Legiflature join'd with Drury-Lane! 
When Britain calls, th* embroider'd patriots run, 
And ſerve their corntry—if the dance is done. 210 
Are we not then allow'd to be polite ?” 
Yes, doubtleſs ; but firſt ſet your notions right. 
Worth, of politengſ is the needful ground; 
Where that is wanting, ibis can ne'er be ſqund. 
Triflers not ev'n in trifles can excel; _ 
I is ſolid bodies only pol iſb well. | 

Great, choſen prophet ! for theſe latter days, 
To turn a willing world from righteous ways 


| Well, Heydegger, doſt thou thy maſter ſerve ; 


Well has he ſeen his ſervant ſhould not ſtarve, 
Thou to his name haſt ſplendid temples rais'd; 
In various ſorms of w:r/dip ſeen him prais'd, 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, 

And ſung ſweet anthems in a tongue unknown. 
Inferior offerings to thy god of vice 
Are duly paid, in fiddles, cards, and dice ; 


215 


{ Thy ſacrifice ſupreme, an hundred maid: ! 


That ſolemn rite of midnight maſquerade» | |, 


i | YOUNG'S POPMS. 


If maids the quite exhauſted town denies, | 

An hundred head of cuckold; may ſuffice. 230 

Thou m__ well pleas d with the converted 

and, | 

To ſee the fifty churches at a ſtand. 

And that thy miniſter may never fail, 

But what thy hand has platted till prevail, 

Of miner propbets a ſucceſſion ſure ' | 2 35 

Ihe propagation of thy zeal ſecure. - 
See commons, peers, and miniſters of ſlate, 

In ſolemg council mer, and deep debate 

What Godlike enterprize is taking birth ? 

What wonder opens on th' expecting earth? 240 

is dane ! with loud opplauſe the council rings! 

Fix'd is the fate of whores and fiddle-ftrings / 


Though bold theſe truths, thou, Mule, with 
truths like theſe, 
Wilt none offend, whom ?ris a praiſe to pleaſe ; 
Let others flatter to be flatter'd, thou, 245 
Like juſt tribunals, bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common-ſenſe, 
To writ? a Satire, which gave none offence / 
And, 2 from /ife I take the draughts you 
ce. . 
If men diſlike them, do they cenſure me ? 
The ſool, and knave, tis glorious to offend, 
And Godlike an attempt the world to mend, 
The world, where lucky throws to 4/octbeads fall, 
Knaves know the game, and honeft men pay all. 
How hard for real worth to gain its price ! 
A man ſhall make his fortune in a trice, 286 
If bleſt with pliant, though but lender, ſenſe, 
Feign'd modeſty, and real impudence : 
A ſupple knee, ſmooti tongue, an caſy grace, 
Acurie within, a ſmile upon his face; 260 
A beauteous ſiſter, or convenient wife, 
Are prizes in the lottery of life ; 
Genius and Virtue they will ſoon defeat, 
And lodge you in the boſom of the great. 
To merit, is but to provide a pain 
For mens' refuſing what you ought to gain. 
May, Dodington, this maxim fail in you, 
Whom my preſaging thoughts already view 
By Walpole's conduct fir'd, and friendſhip grac'd, 
Still higher in your Prince's favour plac'd; 270 
And lending, here, theſe awful councils aid, 
Which you, abroad, with ſuch ſucceſs obey d! 
Bear tis from one, who holds your friendſhip 
dear; 


What moſt we wiſh, with caſe we fancy near. 


250 
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SATIRE IV. 
TO THE ' 
RIGHT HON, SIR SPENCER COMPTON. 


OUND ſome fair tree th' ambitious wood- 
bine grows, 
And breathes her 
beughs ; 


x 


ſweets on the ſupporting 


. 


Poor Chremes can't conduct his own 2fate, 


ef 


3 


So ſweet the verſe, th' ambitious verſe, ſhould be, 
(O! pardon mine) that hopes ſupport from thee; 
Thee, Compton. born o'er ſenates to preſide, 5 - 
Their dignity to raiſe, their councils guide ; | 
Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 

And kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh; 
Of diſtant virtues nice extremes to blend, 

The Crown's aſſertor, and the People's friend: 
Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer views, 

To liſten to the labours of the Muſe ; 

Thy ſmiles protect her, while thy taleats fire, 
And 'tis but a/ thy glory to inſpire. 

Vex'd at a public fame, ſo juſtly Won, 
The jealous Chremes is with fpleen undone ; 
Chremes, for airy penſions of renoron, 

Devotes his ſervice to the State and Crown ; 
All ſchemes he knows, and, knowing, all im- 


15 


4 proves, .. _ 
Though Britain's thankleſs, till bis patriot 
loves: 20 


But patriots differ; ſome may ſhed their blood, 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good; 
Conſults the ſacred ſteam, and there foreſces 
What ſtorms, or ſun-ſhine, Providence decrees; 
Knows, ſor each day, the weather of our fate; 25 
A Quidnunc is an a/manach of State. 


You ſmile, and think 25 ſtateſman void of uſ. 3 
Why may not time his ſecret worth produce ? 
Zince apes can roaſt the choice Caſtanian Nut, 
Since ftecds of genius art expert at Put ; 39 
Since half the Senate Not content” can ſay, - 
Geeſ.: nations ſave, and puppies plots. betray. 
What makes in model realms, and counſel 
kings ? | | 
An incapacity for ſmaller things 9 
35 
And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 
Gchenno leaves the realm to Chremes' ſkill, 
And boidly claims a province higher till ; 
To raiſe a name, th' ambitious boy has got, 
At once, a Bible and a knot ; 40 
Deep in the ſecret, he looks through the whole, 
And pities the dull rogue that ſaves bis ſoul ; 
To talk with reverence you muſt take good heed, , 
Nor ſhock his tender reaſon with the Creed: 
Howe'er well-bred, in public he complies 
Obliging friends alone with 6/aſpbemies. 


Peerage is poiſon, good eſtates are bad 
For this diſeaſe; poor rogues run ſeldom mad, 
Have not attainders brought unhop'd relief, 
And /alliag ſocks quite cur'd an uubelief? ' 50 
While _ ſun ſhines, Blunt talks with wondrous 

orce z 

But thunder mars ſmall beer, and weak diſcourſe. 
Such uſeful infruments the weather ſhow, 
Juſt as their mercury is high or low: 
Health chiefly keeps an Atheiſt in the dark; $55 
A fever argues better than a Clarke: | | 
Let but the logick in his pulſe decay, 
The Grecian he'i] renounce, and learn to pray 
While C—— mourns, with an uafeigned zeal, 
Th' apoſtate youth, whe reafon'd once ſo well. 66 
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C——, who makes merry with the Creed, 
He almoſt thinks he diſbelieves inde ; 
But only thinks ſo; to give both their due, 
Satan, and be, belicve, and tremble too. 
Of ſome for glory ſuch the boundleſs rage, 65 
That they're the blackeſt eandu/ of their age. 
Narciſſus the Tartarian club diſclaims; 
Nay, a Free-maſon, with ſome terror, names; 
Omits no duty; nor can enpy ſay, . 
He miſs'd, theſe many years, the Church, or 
. Play : 4: 
He makes no noiſe in Parliament, tis true; 
But pays his debts, and viſit, when 'tis due; 
His character and gloves are ever clean, 


And then, he can out-baw the lowing dean ; 


A ſmile eternal on his lip he wears, 
W hich equally the wiſe and worthleſs ſhares, 
In gay fatigues, this moſt undaunted chief, 
Patient of idlenef; beyond relief, 
Moſt charitably lends the town his face, 
For ornament, in every public place ; 
As ſure as cards, he to th. aſſembly comes, 
Ard is the furniture of drawing-rooms: 
When Ombre calls, his hand and heart are fres, 
And, join'd to two, he fails not—to make three: 
Narciſſus is the glory of his race; 855 
For who does nothing with a better grace? 

To deck my liſt, by nature were deſign'd 
Such ſhining expletive; of human kind, 
Who want, while through blank life they dream 

along. 

Senſe to be right, and peſſon to be wrong. go 

To counterpoiſe this hero of the mode, ' 
Some for renown are ſingular and :dd ; 
What other men diſlike, is ſure to pleaſe, 
Of all. mankind, theſe dear antipodes ; 
Through pride, not malice, the run counter ſtill, 


And birtb- days are their days of dreſſing ill. 
' Arbuthnot is a fool, and F-— a fage, 
8—iy will fright you, E-— engage; 
By nature ſtreams run backward, flame deſcends 
Stones mount, and Suffex is the worſt of friends; 
too 
They take their reſt by day, and wake by night, 
And bluſh if you ſurprize them in the right ; 
If they by change blurt out, ere well aware, 
A ſwan is white, or Queenſberry is fair. 
Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 105 
A fool in faſhion, but a fool that's et. 
His paſſion for abturdity's ſo ſtrong, 
He cannot bear a rival in the wrong ; 
I hough wrong the mode, tomply ; more ſenſe 
is ſhewn 
In wearing other: follies, than your own. 110 


i what is out of faſhion moſt you prize, 


Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe. 

But what in oddnefs can be more ſublime 

Than Sloane the foremoſt toyman of his time? 
His nice ambition lies in curious fancies, 115 
His daughter's portion a rich hi inhances, 


- And Ailmole's baby-houſe is, in his view, 


Britangia's golden mine, a rich Peru l | 


1 


How his eyes languiſh ! how his thoughts adore 

That painted coat, which Joſeph zever wore ! 

He ſhews, on holidays, a ſacred pin, 

That touch'd the ruff, that touch'd Queen Beſs's 
chin. | 


plore, | 
Since that great plague that ſwept as many 
more, | 
« Was ever year unbleſt as tl? he'll ery, 125 
* -It has not brought us one new butterfly /” 
In times that ſuffer ſuch learn'd men as tbeſe, 


Unhappy l-——y ! how came you to pleaſc ? 


Not gaudy butterflies are Lico's game ; 
But, in effect, his chace is much the ſame: 130 
Warm in purſuit, he /evges all the great, 
Staunch to the foot of title and gate: 
Where-e'er their lordſvips go, they never find 
Or Lico, or their badows, lag behind; 
He fots them ſure, where-e'er their lordſoips run, 
C'ole at their elbows, as a morning dun; 
As if their graudeur, by contagion wrought, 
And fame was like a fever, to be caught: 
But aſter ſeven years dance, ſrom place to place, 
Ihe“ Dane is more familiar with his Grace, 149 


Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotten peer ; 
Or living pendant dangling at his car, 
For ever whiſpering ſecrets, which were blown 
For months before, by trumpets, through the 
town ? 
V ho'd be a glaſs, with flattering grimace, 145 
Still to reflect the temper of his face ; 
Or happy pin to ſtick upon his fleeve, 
When my lord's gracious, and vouchſafes i# 
leave; 
Or c/5ion, when his heavineſs ſhall pleaſe 
To loil, or thump it, for his better caſe ; 150 
Or a vile 5, for noon, or night, beſpoke, 
when the peer raſbiy ſwears he' Il club his joke? 
Who'd wg with laughter, though he could not 
d ; 


n 
His lordſhip's jeſt ; or, if his noſe broke wind, 
For bleflings to the gods profoundly bow, 155 
That can cry, Chimmey ſweep,” or drive a 
Plough ? X a 
With terms like theſe, how mean the tribe that 
cloſe / 
Scarce meaner they, who terms like theſe in- 
poſe. 

But what's the tribe moſt likely to comply ? 
The men of ink, or ancient authors lye; 1 
The writing tribe, who ſhameleſs au#ion; hold 
Of praiſe, by inch of candle to be ſold: 

All men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt, 
With deathleſs fame, their everlaſting boaſt : 

For fame no cully makes ſo much her jeſt, 165 
As her old conſtant ſpark, the bard proſeſt. 


Boyle ſhines in council, Mordaunt in the 


fight, 
« Pelham's magnificent, but I can write, 


* A Daniſh dog of the Duke of Aryl. 


Since that great dearth our chronicles de- 
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« And what to my great ſoul like glory dear?“ 
Till ſome god whiſpers in his tingling ear, 170 
That ame s unwholeſome taken without me-t, 
And life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is eat : 

Grown lan, and wiſe, he curſes what he writ, 
And wiſhes all his wants were in his wit. 


Ah ! what avails it, when his aner loſt, 
That his triumphant name adorns a poft ? 
Or that his ſhining page { provoking fate !) 
Defends Sir loins, which ſons of dulneſs eat ? 


What foe to verſe without compaſhon hears, 
What cruel r- can refrain from tears, 180 
When che pour Mute, for leſs than half a crown, 
A ęereſtitute on every bulk in town, 

With other whores undone, though net in print, 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the mint ? 


Ye bards ! why will you fing, though unin- 
ſpir'd ? 185 
Ye bards | why will you farve, to be admir'd ? 
Deſuntt by Phebus* laws, beyond redreſs 
Why will your /pe#res haunt che frighted preſs ? 
Bad metre, that excreſcence of the head, 
Like hair, will ſprout, although the poet's dad. 


All other trades demand, verſc-makers beg ; 191 
A dedication is a wooden leg; 
A barren Labeo, the true mumper's faſhion, 
Expoſes borraw'd brats to move compaſſion . 
Though ſuch myſelf, vile bards I diizommend ; 
Nay more, though gentle Damon 1s my friend. 
ls t then a crime to ritt Alf talent rare 
Proclaim the god, the crime is to /qrbear ; 
For ſome, though few, there are 

men, : | 

Who watch unſeen the labours of the pen; 200 
Who know the Muſe's worth, and therefore 


court, 


Their deeds her theme, their bouuty her ſup» | 


port; 
Who ſerve, ungſt d. the leaft pretence to wit; 
My ſole excuſe, alas! for having writ. 
Arzylil true wit is ſtudious to reſtore ; 205 
And Dorſet ſmiles, if Phœbus ſmil'd before; 
Pembroke in years the long-lov'd arts admires, 
And Henrietta like a Muſe inſpires, 


But, ah ! not inſþiration can obtain 
That fame, which poets languiſh for in vain. 
How mad their aim, who thirſt for glory, 
ſtrive | 
To graſp, what no man can poſſeſs alive / 
Fame's recerfion in which men take place 
O late reverſion 1) at their own deceaſe, 
This truth ſagacious Lintot knows fo well, 215 
Pom his authors, that their works may 
cis, 
That fame is wealth, fantaſtic poets cry ; 
That wealth js fame, another clan reply; 
Who know no guilt, no ſcandal, but in regs ; 
Aud ſwell in juſt proportion to their bags. 220 
Nor only the low-born, deform'd, and old, 
{tink glory nothing but the beams of gold ; 
The firlt young lord, which in the Mall you 


meet, 


* 


© ) Confounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 260 


261 


From reſcuedcandles' ende, who, rais'd a ſum, 225 
And ſtar ves, to join a penny to a plumb. 

A beardleſ: miſer | 'Tis a guilt unknown 

To former times, a ſcandal a/t our own. 


Of ardent lovers, the true modern band, 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 239 
For love, young, noble, rich, Caſtalio dies; 
Name but the fair, love ſwells into his eyes. 
Divine Morimia, thy fond fears lay down ; 
No rival can prevail—but balf a crown, 53 
He glories to late times ta be convey d, 235 
Not ſor the he has reliev'd, but made; _ 
Not ſuch ambition his great fathers fir d. 
When Harry sonquer d, and half France ex- 
W- * pir'd 2 4 
| He'd be a flave, a pimp, a dog, for gain: 
Nay, a dull ber for his golden chain. 249 


cries, 
While love of glory ſpark'es from his eyes: 
| To deathleſs ſame he loudly - pleads his right 
J is his title—ſor he will not bt: 
All ſoldiers valeur, all divines kave grag, 245 
All maids of honour þcau!y—by their place ; 
But, when indulging on the laſt campaign, 
His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of lain ; 
He gives the 4oes he flew, at each vain word, 
A ſweet revenge, aud balf abſetves his (word. 250 


Of leaſting more than of a bomb afraid, 
A foldier ſhould be modeſt as a maid: 
Fame is a bubble the reſerv'd enjoy; 
Who ſtrive to graſp it, as they touch, deftroy : 
"Tis the world's debt to. deeds of high degree: 
A 254 
But if you pay yourſelf, the world is free: 
Were there no tongue to ſpeak them but his 
own, 
Avguſtus' deeds in arms had ne'er been known. 
Auguſtus“ deeds ! if that ambiguouy name 


Such is the Prince's worth, of whom | ſpeak ; 


Ihe Roman would not bluſh at the miſtake. 


SATIRECY:. 
ON | 
WOMEN. 
O faireſt of creation ! laſt and beſt} * 
cell'd, 
form'd ' 


% Holy, Divine, gaod, amiable, or ſweet | 
* How art thou loſt! ' 


OR reigns ambition in bold man alone; 


Shall match the --verieſt huncks in . 
cet. 


Solt femals hearts the rude invader own . 


„ Who'd be a flave ?” the gallant Colondl 


* Of all God's works! Creature in whom en- 
+ Whatever can to ſight, or thought, be 
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nice, 15 
Too ſond of admiration, loſe their price; 
Worn in public eye, give cheap delight 
To throngs, and tarniſh to the ſated ſight: 
s unreſerv'd, and beauteous, as the ſun, 
IJ hrough every / of vanity they run; 20 


© Like April ſuns, dives into clouds again: 


| Without the freezes, and within ſhe glows: 


262 YOUNG'S POEMS: 


But ibere, indeed, it deals in nicer things, / 
Than routing armics, and dethroning kings : | 
Attend, and you diſcern it in the fair 
Conduct a fager, or reclaim a hair: 
Or roll the lucid orbit of an cy; 
Or, in full joy, elaborate a /igh. 
The = we hon our, though their faults we 
lame; 
Nay, thank their faults for ſuch a fruitſul theme: 
| 10 
A theme, fair ——! doubly kind to me, 
Since ſatirizing thoſe is praiſing thee ; 
Who wouldſt not bear, too modeſtly refin'd, 
A panegyric of a groſſer kind . 
Britannia's daughters, much more fair than 


Alle mblies, Parks, coarſe ſeaſts in City- halls, 
Lectures, and Trials, Plays, Committees, Balls, 
Wells. Bedlams, Executions, Smithfield ſcenes, 
And Fortune-tellers Caves, and Lions Dens, 
Taverns, Exchanges, Bridewells, Drawing- 
rooms, 25 
Inſlallments, Pillories, Coronatiovs, Tombs, 
Tumblers, and Funerals, Puppet-ſhows, Revigws, 
Sales, Races, Rabbets, (and, ftill ſtranger!) 
Pew | 
Clarinda's boſom burns, but burns ſor Fame; 
And Love lies vanguiſh'd in a nber flame: 30 
Warm gleams of hope ſhe, now, diſpenſes; then, 


Xantippe cries, © Let nymphs whe nought ean 


ſay 

Be loſt in ſilence. and reſign the day; 
And let the guilty wife her guilt confeſt 
By tame behaviour, and a ſoft addreſs 1” 
Through virtue, foe refuſes to comply be 
Wich all the dictates of humanity ; | 
Through wiſdom, fe reſuſes to ſubmit 
To wiſdom's rules, and rave: to prove her wt; 
Then, her unblemiſh'd honour to maintain, 
Rejects her huſband's kindneſs with diſdain: 30 
But if, by chance, an ill-adapted word 
Drops from the lip of her unwary lord, 
Her darling china, in a whirlwind ſent, 
Juſt i=timates the lady's diſcontent. 


Wine may indeed excite the meekeſt dame; 75 


| But keen Xautippe, ſcorming borrow'd flame, 


Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play, 
O'er cooling gruel, and compoling tea : 

Nor reſts by night, but, more ſincere than nice, 
She ſhakes the curtains with her lind advice: $0 
Doubly, like echo, ſound is her delight, 

Aud the loft word is her eternal right. 

ls it not cvough plagues, wars, and famines, rife 
To laſh our crimes, but muſt our wives be 2wi/e? 


' Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber d 

throng 8 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong: > 
What black, what ceaſcleſs cares beſiege our ſtate! 
What ſtrokes we feet irom fancy, and from fate! 
If fate forbears us, fancy ſtrikes the blow; 
We make misfortune; ſuicides in woe | 
Superfluous aid] unneceſſary kill! 


With all her luſtre, ew, her lover warms : 
Then, out of oftentation hides her charms : 


{ is zature backward to torment, or kill 

How oft the avoz, how oft the midnjg/t, bell, 

(That iron tongue of death !) with ſolemn knell, 
95 


"Tis, next, her pleaſure ſweetly to complain, 35 | On Fally's errands as we vainly roam, 


And to be taken with a ſudden pain 
Then, ſhe ſtarts up, all ecſtaſy bod bliſs, 
And is, fweet ſoul! juſt as ſincere in this: 
O how the rolls her charming eyes in /digbt / 
And looks delightſully with all ber might! 40 
But, like or heroes, much more brave than wiſc, 
She conquers for the triumph, not the prize, 
Zara reſzmbles Etna crown'd with ſnows; 


| Twice ere the ſuu deſcends, with zeal inſpir'd, 45 
From the vain converſe of the world retir'd, 
| She reads the p/alzzs and chapters for the day, 
In—Cleopatra, or the taſt new play. 
Thus gloomy Zara, with a ſolemn grace, 
Beceives mankind, and Lider behind her face. 50 


Nor far beneath her in renoron, is ſhe, 
Who through-good-breeding is ill company; 
Whoſe manners Will not let her larum ccaſe, 
Who thinks you ate whappy, when at peace; 


To find you news, who racks her ſubtle head, 55 


Knocks at our hearts, and finds our theughts from 
home ? | 


Few know ſo many ſriends alive, as dead. 
Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill chace _. 
We prels coy Fortune with unſlacken'd pace; 


| 109 
Our ardent labours for the toys we ſeek, 
Join night to day, and Sundoy to the week: 
Our very joys are anxi ous, and expire 
| Between ſatiety and i erce dgſire. 


But one ; a female friend's endearing ſmile; 

A tender ſmile, our ſorrows only balm, h 

And, in life's tempeſt, the fad ſailor's calm. 
How have i ſeen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 

Peace in her air, perſuaſion in her eye; 110 

Victorious tenderneſs, it all o'ercame, 

Huſbands look mild, and ſavages grow tame. 

The Sylvan race our ative nyraphs purſue ; 


And vows—* that her great-grandfather is dead.” | Van is not all the game they have in view ; 


A dearth of words a Woman need not fear; 
But tis a taſk indced to learn—to beer ; 
In that the fill of converſation lies; ; 


In woods and fields their glory they complete; 
There / after Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate: 
While ſair i Charles to toilets is confin'd, 


That eue, ur naten, you both polite and —_ Nor raſhly tewyts the barbarous fun and . 


” $ » 
. 2 Y 


Men drop ſo faſt, ere life's mid ſtage we tread, 


Now what reward for all this grief and toil? ies 
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gome nymphs affet a more heroic breed, 

And volt from unters to the managed fleed; 120 
Command his prancings with a martial air, 

And Fobert has the forming of the Fair. 


More than one ſteed muſt Delia's empire feel, 
Who firs triumphant o'er the flying wheel ; 
And as ſhe guides it through th” admiring throng, 
125 
With what an air ſhe ſmacks the „len thong 
Graceful as John, ſhe moderates the reins, 
And whiſtles ſweet her diaretic ſtrains: 
Seſoſtris like, ſuch charioteers as theſe * 
May drive fix hatneſs'd monarchs, if they pleaſe : 

| 130 

They drive, row, run, With love of glory fmit, 
Leap, ſwim, ſpoot flying, and pronounce on wit. 


O'er the Belle lettres lovely Daphne reigns : 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains: 
With legs toſs'd high, on her ſophee ſhe ſits, 135 
Vouchſafing audience to contending wits : 
Of each performance ſhe's the final teſt ; 


One act read o'er, ſhe propheſies the reſt ; 


And then, pronouncing with deciſive air, 

Fully convinces all the town—fee's fair, 140 

Had lovely Daphne Hecateſſa's face, 

How would her clegance of taſte decreaſe ! 

Some ladies“ judgment in their features lies, 

And all their genius ſparkles from their cyer. 
But bold, 


e cries, lampboner | have a care; 
I45 
Muſt I want common ſenſe, becauſe I'm fair ? 
O no: ſee 3tella ; her eyes ſhine as bright, 

As if her tongue was never in'the right 

And yet what real learning, judgment, fire 
dhe ſeems inſpir d, and can herſelf inſpire: 150 
How then {if malice rul'd not all the pry 
Could Daphne publiſh, and could ſhe forbear ? 
We grant that beauty is no bar to ſenſe, 

Nor is t a ſanction for impertinence, 


Sempronia lik'd her man; and well ſhe might; 


155 
The youth in perſon, andin parts, was bright ; 
Poſſeſs'd of every virtue, grace, and art, 
That claims juſt empire o'er the female heart: 
He met her paſſion, all her fighs return'd, 
And, in full rage of youthful ardour, burn'd : 
Large his poſſeſſions, and beyond her own; 
Their bliſs the theme and envy of the town : 
The day was fix'd, when, with one acre more, 
In ſtepp'd deform'd, debauch'd, diſeas d, three- 

ſcore, 7 

The fatal ſequel I, through ſhame, forbear . 165 
Of pride and avarice who can curgthe fair ? 


Py 


Man's rich with little, were his judgment 

true; 

Nature is ſrugal, and her wants are few; 

Thoſe 8 wants anfwer d, bring ſincere de- 
ights; f 5 

But ſools create themſelves new tites: 170 

Vancy and pride ſeek things at vaſt expence, 

Which reliſh not to regen, nor to /en/e. 

When ſarfeit, or unthankfuln;ſs, deſtroys, 

In are narrow ſphere, our ſolid joys, 


— 


\ In fancy's-airy land of noiſe and her. 258 


263 


Where nought but dreams, no real "pleaſures 
grow; roof 
Like cats in air-pumps, ec ſubſiſt we ſtrivre 
On joys too thin to keep the ſoul alive. 

Lemira's ſick ; make haſte ; the doctor call: 
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The doctor ſtares; her woman curt'ſies low, 
And cries, * My Lady, Sir, is always fo : 
« Diverſions put her maladies to flight; 
« True, the can't fand, but ſhe can dence all 
night: | 
« Pve known my Lady (for ſhe loves a tune) 185 | 
For fevers take an opera in Tune: 
* * _—_ perhaps you'll chink the practice 
old, - F 
© A midnight * ſovereign for a cold : 
With -olice, breakfaſts of green fruit agree; 
« With indig:flions, ſupper juſt at three.*” 190. 
A firange alternative, replies vir 
Muſt women have a deter, ord 2 
Though ſick to death, abroad they ſ roam, 
But droop and die, in perfect health, at bone: 
For want—but not of health, are ladies ill; 195 
And ticlets cure beyond the der bill, 
Alas, my heart! how Janguiſhingly fair 
Yon lady lolls! With what a tender air 
Pale as a young dramatic author, when, 
O'er darling lines, fell Cibber waves his pen. 200 
Is her lord angry, or has “ Veny chid ? 
Dead is her father, or the maſk. forbid ? 
„Late ſitting-up has turn'd her roſes white. 
Why went ſhe not to bed? *Becauſe twas gl. 
Did ſhe then dance, or play? Nor this, nor 
„ a 205 
Well night ſoon ſeals away in pleaſing chat. 
„No, all alone, her prayers ſhe rather choſe ; | 
Than be that roretch to Qleep till morning 
roſe.” : 
Then Lady Cynthia, miſtreſs of the ſhade, 
Goes, with the ſaſbionable owls, to bed; 210 | 
T his her pride covets, this her health denies; 1 
Her ſoul 1s ſilly, but her body's wiſe. F 1 
Others, with curious arts, dim charms | 
And triumph in the bloom of Hive. 
You, in the morning, a /air nymph invites 215 
To keep her word, a bro20n one comes at night: 
Next day ſhe ſhines in gloſſy b/ack ; and then 
Revolves into her native red again: 
Like a dove's neck, ſhe ſhifts her tranſient charms, 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 220 
But one admirer has the painted laſs; 
Nor finds that one, but in her looking-glaſs: 
Yet Laura's beautiful to ſuch exceſs, 
That all ber art ſcarce make her pleaſe us 4%. 
To deck the female cheek, HE only knows, 
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Who paints leſs fair the % and the 0%. 226 | 1 
How gay they ſnule ! Such bleſſings nature 2 
pours, 1 a : 1 

Oerſtock'd mankind enjoy but half her ſtores : Wl 

In diſtant wilds, by human eyes unſeen, 77 

She rears her flowers, and ſpreads her velvet 1 

green ; i 230 . 
| Lap dog. Pure 


——— — - 


* 


464 


* N a 
Pure gurgliag fills the lonely deſert trace, 
And waſc their muſic on the ſavage race, 
Js nature then a niggard of her bliſs ? 
Repine we guiltiqſ in a world like this? 
But our led taſtes her ſawfu! charms refuſe, 235 
And painted arg deprav'd allurements chuſe, 


Such Fulvia's paſſion ſor the town ; freſh air 


(An odd effect!) gives vapours to the fair; 

Green fields, and ſhady groves, and cryſtal 
ſprings, | 4 : 

And larks, and nightingales, are odious things: 

But ſmoke, and duſt, and noiſe, and crowds, de- 

light 24! 

And to be preſs'd to death, tranſports her quite : 

Where ſilver rivulets play through flowery meads, 

And -woedbines give their ſweets, and limes their 
ſhades, 

Black kennels' abſent our; ſhe regrets, 245 


And ſtops her noſe at beds of violets. 


Is ſtormy life preferr'd to the ſerene ? 
Or is the public to the private ſcene ? 
Retir'd, we tread a ſmooth and opeh way; 
Through briars and brambles in the world we 


tray ;. 250 

Stiꝶ oppoſition, and perplex'd debate, 

And thorny care, and ran and ſlinging hate, 
Which choak our paſſage, our career controul, 
And wound the firmeſt temper of our ſoul. 

O ſacred ſolitude ! divine retreat ! 255 
Choice of the Prudent ! envy of the Great ! 

By thy pure ſtream. or in thy waving ſhade, | 
We court fair Wiſdom, that celeſtial maid : 

The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on earth!) are innocence and peace: 
There, from the ways of men laid ſafe aſhore, 
We ſmile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar ; 


There, bleſs'd with health, with buſineſs unper- | 


plex d, 
This life we reliſh, and enſure the next; 
There too the Muſes ſport ; theſe numbers free, 
Pierian Faſtbury ! I owe to thee. 266 


- There ſpart the Muſes ; but not there alone : 
Their ſacred force Amelia feels in town, 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit ; 
A wit herſelf, Amelia weds a wit: 270 
Both wits ! though miracles are ſaid to ceaſe, 
Three days, three wondrous days ! they liv'd in 


Peace 3 
With the fourth ſun a warm diſpute aroſe, 
On Durſey s pocſy, and Bunyan's proſe : 
The learned war both wage with equal force, 27 
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 


Phœbe, though ſhe poſſeſſes nothing leſs, 
Is proud of being rich in happineſs : 
Laboriouſly purſues deluſive toys, 
Content with pains, ſince they're reputed joys. 
With what well-acted tranſport will ſhe fay, 
«© Well, ſure, we were ſo happy yeſterday ! 
* And then that- charming party for to-mor- 


row * 
Though, well ſhe knows, twill languiſh into ſor- 


— row: 
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But ſhe dares never boaſt the preſeat hour; 2535 
80 groſs that cheat, it is beyond her power: 

For (uch is or our weakneſs, or our curſe, 

Or rather ſuch our crime, which ſtill is worſe, 
The preſent moment, like a wife, we ſhun, 
And ne'er enjoy, becauſe it is owr own, 230 


Pleaſures are few, and fewer we enjoy; 
Pleaſure like guick/ilver is bright, and coy ; 
We ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt tkill, 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters ſtill : | 
If ſeiz'd at Jaſt, compute your mighty gains; 295 
What it is, but rank poiſon in your veins ? 

As Flavia in her glaſs an angel ſpies, 
Pride whiſpers in her ear pernicious lycs ; 
Tells her, while ſhe ſuryeys a face ſo fine, 
There's no ſatiety of charms divine: 200 
Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang'd a 
Her temper, and ſhe melts (ſweet ſoul I in tears: 
She, fond and young, laſt week, her wiſh en- 


oy'd, 
In ſoft 8 all the night employ'd; 
The morzing came, when Strephon, waking, 
found 305 
(Surprizing fight J) his bride in ſorrow drown'd: 
« What miracle, ſays Strephon, makes thee 


weep? 
* Ah, barbarous man“, ſhe cries, * how could 
you"? oy 


Men love a miſtrefs, as they love a feaft ; 
How grateful one to touch, and one to taffe 310 
Yet ſure there is a certain time of day, | 
We wiſh our miſtreſs, and our nieat, away: 
But ſoon the ſated appetites return, | 
Again our ſtomachs crave, our boſoms burn: 
Eternal Love let man, then, never ſwear; 315 
Let women never triumph, nor deſpair ; 
Nor Fug nor blame, too much, the warm, or 
ill; 
Hunger and Love, are foreign to the will. 
There is indeed a paſſion more reſiu d, 
For thoſe few nymphs whoſe charms are of the 
mind: . 330 
But not of that unſaſhionable ſet 
Is Phyllis ; Phyllis and her Damon met. 
Eternal Love exactly hits her taſte ; 
Phyllis demands eternal love at lcaft 
Embracing Phyllis with ſoft-ſmiling eyes, 325 
Eternal Love | vow, the ſwain replies: 
But ſay, my Au, my Miſtreſs, aud my Friend / 


| What day next week th' /:ternity ſhall end? 


Some nymphs prefer afronemy to love 
Elope from mortal man, and range above. 333 
The fair philoſopher to Rowley flies, 
Where, in a $ox, the whole creation lies: 
She ſees the planets in their turns advance, 
And ſcorns, Poitier, thy ſublunary dance: 
Of Deſaguliers ſhe beſpeaks freſh air; 335 
And Whiſton has engagements with the fair. 
What vain experiments Sophronia tries ! 
Tis not in aiz-pumps the gay Colonel dies. 
But though to-day this rage of ſcience reigus, 
(O fickle ſex!) ſoon end her learned pains. 349 
Lo! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got, 
Turns out the ſtars, and Newton is alot. 11 


SS VCC 


335 


10. turn; ſhe never took the height 
Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right. | 
She ſtrikes each point with native force of mind, 
45 
While puzzled Learning blunders far behind, ? 
Grace'ul to fight, and elegant to thought, 
The great are vanquiſh'd, and the w/e are taught. 
Her breeding Eniſh'd, and her temper ſweet, 
When ſerious, eaſy ; and when gay. diſcreet ; 
In glittering ſcenes, o'er her own hart, ſevere; 
In crouds, collected; and in courts, ſincere ; 
Sincere, and warm, with zeal well underſtood, 
She takes a voble pride in doing god; 
Yet, not ſuperior to her ſex's cares, 355 
The mode ſhe fixes by the gown ſhe wears; 
Of Vll, and china ſhe's the laſt appeal; 
In theſe great points ſhe /ead; the commonweal ; 
And if diſputes of empire riſe between 
Mechiin the queen of lace, and "olbetteen, 360 
Tis doubt! tis darkneſs! till ſuſpended fate 
Aſſumes Jer nod, to cloſe the grand debate. 
When ſuch her mind, why will the fair expreſs 
Their emulation only in their dre? 
Bur oh! the nymph that mouuts above the 
Tier, 36 
And, gratis, clears religious myſteries, 
Reſoly'd the church's welfare to enſure, 
And make her family a ne- cure: 
The theme divine at card; ſhe Il not forget, 
But takes in texts of Scripture at picquet ; 370 
In thoſe licentious meetings a& the prude, 
And thanks her Maker that het card: are good. 
What angel« would thoſe be, who thus excel 
In theologics, could they / as well! a 
Yet why ſhauld not the lait her text purſue? 375 
Can ſhe more decencly the doctor woo ? 
'Tis hard, too, ſhe Who makes no uſe but chat 
Of her religion, ſhould be barr'd in that. 
acc, a brother uf the caoting itrain, 
When he has knock'd at his own ſkull in vain, - 
To beauteous Marcia vften will repair 
With a dark text. to light it at the fair. 
O how his pious ſoul exults to find 
Such love for holy men in woman-kind! _ _, 
Charm'd with her learning, with what rapture he 
Hangs on her bloom, like an indutrious bee; 386 
Hums round about her, and with all his power 
Extras ſweet wiſdom from fo fair a fower / 
The young and gay declining, Appia lies 
At nobler game, the mighty and the wiſe : 
By nature more an eagle than a dove, 
She impiouſly prefers the world to love. 
Can wealth give happine!s? look round, and 
fi 


re 
What gay diſtreſs! what ſplendid miſery ! 
at ever fortune layiſhly can pour, 395 
The mind annihilates, and calls for more. 
Wealth is a cheat; believe not what it ſays; . 
Like any lord, it prom/ſee—and pays. ; 
How will the miſer ſtartle, to be told 
Of ſuch a wonder, as in/o/vent goll |, 400 
What nature «ants has an intrinfic weight; 
All zore is but the faſhion of the plate. | 
hich, for one moment, charms the fick's view; 


It charms us now; anon we call anew ; 
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1 1 ö 
To ſome freſh birth of fancy more inclin'd: 40 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 
Miſtaken lovers. who make worth their ere, 
And think accompliſuments will win the fair; 
The fair tis true, by genius ſhould be won, 


Wy 


- 


| As flowers unfold their beautics to the ſan; 40 


And yet in female ſeales a fop out-weighs, 
And wit muſt wear the willory and the bays. 
Nought ſhines lo bright in vain Liberia's eye 
As riot, impudence. and perfidy ; 

The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and play'd, 
And kill'd his man. and triumph'd o'er his maid; 
For him, as yet unhang'd, the ſpreads her charms, 
Snatches the dear deſtroyer to her atm; 

And amply gives (though treated loug amiſs) 
The mar of merit his revenge in this. 420 
If you reſent, and wiſh a woman ill, vi 
But turn her o'er one moment to her will, 


The /anguid lady next appears in tate, D 


Who was not born to carry her own weight; 


She lolls. reels, and ſtaggers, till ſome foreign aid 
To her own ſlat re lifts the ſeꝛble maid. 426 
Then, if ordiin'd to fo ſevere a doom, 

She, by juſt ſtages, journeys round the toom: 
But, knowing har own weakneſs, ſhe deſpairy 


| 


To ſcale the IIps— that is, alcend the fairs. 430 


My fan! let others ſay, who laugh at toil; 
Fan) hood ! glove! ſcarf! is her laconic (tile; 
And that is ſpoke with ſuch a dying fall,' 
That Betty rather ſees, than bears the call: 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye, 
Piece out th' idaa her faint words deny. 
O liſten with attention moſt-profound | 

Her voice is but the ſhadow of a ſound. 
And help! oh help! her ſpirits are ſo dead, 
One hand ſcarce lifts the other to her head. 440 
If, there, a ſtuhbor" pin it triumphs o'er, - 
She pants! ſhe ſinkt away! and is no more. 

Let the robuſt and che giganti: carve, +« | 
Life is not worth ſo much, ſhe'd rather farve ; 
But chew ſhe mult herſelf; ah cruel fate 


435 


| i hat Koſalinda can't by proxy cat. 


An antidetein female caprice lies 

(Kind heaven!) againſt the po of their eyes, 
Ti aleſtris triumphs in a manly mien; | 

Loud is her accent, and her phraſe obſcene. 450 

In fair and open dealing where's the ſhame ? 

What nature dares to give, ſhe dares to name. 

This honeſt fellow is ſincere and plain; 

And juſtly gives the jealous huſband pain, 

(Vain is the talk to perticoats aflign'd, 453 

If wanton language ſhews a / mind.) 

And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 

An oath 9 the vacan ies of tenſe. 5 

tlark! the ſhrill notes tranſpierce the yielding air. 

And teach the neighbouring echoes how to Iwear. 

By Jove, is faiut, and for the ſimple Iain; 

She, cn the Chriſtian Syſtem, is prophane, 

But though the volley rattles in your ear, 

Believe her ar, ſhe's not a grenadier. 


i thander's awſul, how much more our dread, 


When Jove deputes a lady in his ſtead? 466 
A lady ? pardon my miſtaken pen, 
A ſham eleſs woman is the worlt of men, 
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Which yet all wiſh, nor know they with for pain. 
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YOUNG'S 
good - breeding make a juſt prerence; 


Few to 


POEMS. © 


Where's Portia now ?—Byut Portia left behind 


Good-breecing is the b'ofſ.m of good-ſenſe ; 470 Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 


The laſt reſult of an accompliſh'd mind, 

With outward grace, the body's virtue, join'd. 

A violated decency now reigus; 

And nymphs ſor filings take peculiar pains. 

With Chineſe painters modern tog, agree, 475 

The point they aim at is deformity : 

They tbreto their perſons with a hoyden air | 

Acroſs the room, and % into the chair. 

So far their commerce with mankind is gone, 

They, for our manners, have exchang'd their 
own. 480 

The modeſt look, the caſtigated grace. 

The gentle movement, and flow-meaſur'd pace, 

For which her lovers 4j d, her parents pay d, 

Are indecorums with the modern maid. 

Stiff forms are bad, but let not worſe intrude, 

Nor conquer art and nature, to be Tude, © 48 6 

Malern good - breeding carry to its height, 

And Lady 2s ſelf will be polite. 

Ye riſing fair l ye bloom of Britain's iſle ! 
When high-born Anna, with a ſoften'd ſmile, 
Leads on your train, and ſparkles at your head, 
W hat ſeems moſt hard. is, not to be well-bred. 
Her bright example with ſucceſs purſue, 

And all, but adoration, is your due. 

But adoration ] give me ſomething more, 495 
Cries Lyce, on the borders of threeſcore - 

Nought treads ſo filent as the ſoot of time ; 
Hence we miſtake our autumn for our prime; 
"Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news, that we grow old. $500 
Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 
Hiemento mori to each public place. > 

O how your beating * ne miſtreſs warms, * 
Who looks through ſpectacles to fee charms ! 
While rival andertaters ras 505 
And with his ſpade the /exton marks the ground, 
Intent not her own, but others doom,” 

She plans new conqueſts, and defraud: the tomb. 
In vain the cock bas ſummon'd ſprites away 

She walks at noon, and blaſts the bloom of day. 
Gay rainbow ſilks her mellow charms infold, 517 
And nought of Lyce but Berſelf is old. 

Her grizziecd locks aſſume a /mirking grace, | 
And art has level'd her deep turrow'd face. 

Her ſtrange demand no mortal can approve, 515 
We'll aſk her bg, but_can't aſk her /ove. 

She grants, indeed, a lady, may decline 

(All ladies but herſeif) at ninety-nine. 

© how unlike her was the ſacred age 
Of prudent Portia! Her grey hairs engage; $520 
Whoſe thoughts are ſuited to her life's decline: 
Virtue's the paint that can with wrinkles ſhine. 
That, and that only, can old age ſuſtain ; 


1 


©. 


4 


Not numerous are our joys, when life is new; 525 
And yearly ſome are falling of the /-w; 

But when we conquer life's meridian ſtage, 

And downward tend into the vale of age, 

They drop apgcey by nature ſome decay, 

And fome the þlaſts of fortune ſweep away; 530 
TiH, \ quite of happineſs, aloud 


| AﬀeR not empty fame, and ale praiſe, 


What heart untouch'd their early grief can view, 

Like bluſhing roſc-buds dipp'd in morning dew ? 

V ho into ſheltcr takes their tender bloom, 

And forms their minds to flee from ills to come ? 

The mind, when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide, 

Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide; 340 

Fancy and l. on toſs it to and fro; 

A while torment, and then quite /in# in woe, 

Ye beauteous orphans, ſiace in ſilent duſt 

Your beſt example lies, my precepts truſt. 

Life ſwarms with ills; the Sg, are afraid; 545 

Where then is ſafety for a fender maid ? 

Unfit for conflict, round beſct with woes, 

And man, whom leaſt ſhe fears, her worſt of foe! 

When kind, moſt cruel; when oblig'd the moſt, 

The leaſt obliging ; and by favours loſt. 550 

Cruel by nature, they for kindneſs hate; | 

And ſcorn you for thoſe ills themſelves create, 

If on your fame our ſex a blot has thrown, '* 

vill ever ſtick, through malice of your own. 

Moſt hard ! in pleaſing your chief glory lies;'555 

And yet from pleaſing your chief dangers riſe; | 

Then pleaſe the 5%; and know, for men of ſenſe 

Your ſtrongeſt charms are native innocence. : 

Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 

Fright him, that's worth your love, from yonr 
embrace. 


in ſimple manners all the ſecret lies; 


Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleſt and wiſe, 
Vain few and neiſe intoxicate the brain, 
Begin with giddine/i, and end in pain. | 
5 
Which, all thofe wrerches 1 deſcribe, betrays. 6 
Your ſex's glory tis, to ſhine unknown : 
Of all 2pplauſe, be fondeſt of you oen. 
Beware the fever of the mind / that thirſt 
With which the age is eminently curſt : 
To drink of pleaſure, but inflames defire ; 
And abfcinence alone can quench the fire; 
Take p in from life, and terror from the tomb ; 
Give peace in band; and promiſe bliſs to comet 
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SATIRE VI. 
Fl 


WOM E N. 


INSCRIBED TO | 
THE RIGHT HON, THE LADY ELIZABETE 
GERMAIN, 
e [nterdum tanen & tollit comœdia vocem.” 
Hon. 
SOUGHT a patroneſs, but ſought ip vain. 


Apollo whiſper'd in my ear— Germain.“ 
| know her not.—* Your reaſon's ſomewhat 


odd: 
* Who knows his patron, now ?“ reply'd the 


We all for death, and beter in a ſhroud, 


god, 4 


* 
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« Men write, to me, and to the world, unknown; 

« Then ſteal great names, to ſhield them from 
, the town : 6 

& Petected worth, like beauty —_—_ 

* To covert flies of praiſe itſelf afraid: 

« Should fe refuſe to patronize your lays, 

In vengeance write a volume in her praiſe, 10 

Nor think it hard ſo great 2 length to run; 

When ſuch the theme, *twill cafily be done.“ 


© Ye fair! ro draw your excellence at length, 
Exceeds the narrow bounds of human ſtrength z 
You, here, in miniature your picture ſee , 15 
Nor hope from Zinck more juſtice than from me. 
My portraits grace your mind, as his your fide ; 
His portraits will If me, mine quence, your pride: 


Hes dear, you frugal ; chooſe my cheaper lay ; 


And be your reformation all my pay. 20 
Lavinia is po/ite, but not prophane ; 
To church as conſtant as to Drury-lane. 


she decently, in form, pays heayen its due; 


And makes a civil viſit to her pew. 
Her liſted fan, to give a ſoleran air, 25 
Conceals her face, which paſſes ſor a prayer : 
Curt'fies to curt'fies, then, with grace, ſucceed; 
Not one the fair omits, but at the creed. 
Or if ſhe joins the Service, tis to ſpeat ; : 
Through dreadful fence the peut heart might 
break ; : 30 

Untaught to bear it, women tall away 
To God himſelf, and fondly think they pray. 
But feveet their accent, 2þ | their air refia'd , 
For they're before their Maker—and mankind ; 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 35 
Satan himfelf will toll the pariſh bell. 

Acquainted with the world, and quite well- 

tred, | 

Druſa receives her viſitants in bed; - 
But, chaſte as ice, this Veſta, to defy 
The very blackeſt tongue of calumny, EO 
When from the ſheets her lovely form ſhe lifts, 
She begs you juff would turn you, While ſhe foifts. 


Thoſe charms are greateſt which decline the 
ſight, \ 

Thai makes the banquet. poignant and polite. 
There is no woman, where there's no reſerve; 45 
And tis on plenty your poor lovers flarve. 
But with a modern fair, meridian merit 
Is a fierce thing w y call a nymph of ſpirit. 
Mark well the roilings of her flaming eye ; 
And tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. £0 
Or if you take a lion by the beard *, 
Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 
* Orarm'd rhinoceros, or rough Rufkan bear, 
Firſt make your will, and then converſe with her. 
This lady glories in profuſe expence ; 55 
And thinks diffra&ion is magnificence. 


| Pretends, the fop ſhe laughs at, is ador” 


Flavia is conſtant to her old gallant, 

And generouſly ſupports him in his want, 

But marriage is a fetter, is a ſaare, | 

A hell, no lady fopolite can bear. ; 
She's faithful, ſhe's obſervant, and with pains - 
Her angel-brood of baferd; ſhe maintains. 

Nor lealt advantage has the fair to plead, » 
But that of guilt, above the warriage-bed. 70 


Amaſia hates a prude, and ſcorns reſtraint ; 
Whate'er ſhe is, ſhe'll not appear a faint ; 
Her ſou. ſuperior ſlics formality ; . 
da gay her air, her conduct is ſo free, 
Some might ſuſpect the nymph not ever-good— 
Nor would they be miſtaken, if they ſhould. 


Unmarried Abra puts on formal airs ; 
Her cuſhion's thread-bare with her conſtant pray- 
ers. 
Her only grief is, that ſhe cannot be 
At once cngag'd in prayer and charity. 
And this, to do her juſtice, muſt be ſaid, 
| Who would not think that Abra was a maid ?** 


Some ladies are too heauteous to be wed ; | 
For where's the min that's worthy of-their bed ? 
If no diſeaſe reduce her pride before, 85 
Lavinia will be raviſh'd at threeſcore. 

Then ſhe ſubmits to venture in the dark; 
And nothing now is wantiag—but her ſpark. 


Lucia thinks happineſs conſiſts in ſtate ; Th 
She weds an idiot, but ſhe cats in plate, g 


The goods of fortune, whieh her ſoul poſſeſs, 
Are but the ground of unmade happineſs ; 
The rude muteriat rium add, to ihit, 
Wiſdom, the ſole artificer of bliſs; | 
She from herſelf, if ſo compell'd by need, 95 
Of {hin content can draw the ſubtle thread; 
But (no detraction to her facred fkill) , 
It ſhe can work in geld, 'tis better ſtill. 


If Tullia had been bleſt with ba/f her ſenſe, 
None could too much admire her excellence: 100 
But ſince ſhe can make terror ſhine ſo bright, 

She thinks it v«/gar to defend the right. 

With underſtanding ſbe is quite o'er-run-; 

And by too great accompliſhments undone: 
With ſkill ſhe vibrates her eternal tongue, 

For ever molt divincly in the wrong. © "I 

Naked in nothing ſhould a woman be ; 

But veil her very wit with e 
Let man &ſcover, let not her 4 
But yield her charms of mund with ſweet dolay. 


For pleaſure form'd, perverſely ſome believe, 
To make themſelves important, men muſt grieve. 
Leſbiz the fair, to fire her jealous lord 


L . 


To beggar her gallant, is ſome delight: | Jn vain ſhe's proud of ſecret innocence ; Irs 


To be more fatal ſtill, is e; 
Had ever uymph fuch reaſon to be glad t 


In duel fell two lovers; one run mad. 60 


Her foe: their honeſt execrations pour; 
Her lover: only ſhould dere her more. 


+. p 1 
* Shakeſpeare. 


The ſad ſhe feigns were ſcarce a worſe offence. 

Mira, endow'd with eyey charm to bleſs, | 

Has no deſign, but on her huſb.nd's peace : 

He lov'd her much; and greatly was he mov'd 
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. Now every day the fits come thick and ſtrong ; 


Thus ſtrictly prov'd this virtuous loving wife, 


Who never thinks her lover pays his due: 


For of all rival; that can 
| There's ene, that wounds far deeper thun the reſt; 


4 * 


- 


„ How charming this !'—The pleaſure laſted | 


long ; 


At laſt he found the charmer only /eign'd; 
And was diverted when he fbould be pain'd. 
Whit greater vengeance have the gods in ſtore ? 
How tedious life, mw ſhe can plague no more 
She tries a thouſand arts; but none ſucceed ; 
She's forc'd a fever to procure ded : = 


Her huſband's pgiz was dearer than her life. 130 


Anxious Melania riſes to my view, 
Vilit, preſent, treat, flatter, and adore ; 

Her majeſty, to-morrow, calls ſor more. 

His wounded ears complaints eternal fill, 135 
As ynoil'd hinges. queruloully ſhrill. 

* You went laſt night with Celia to the ball“ 
You prove it falſe, ** Not go! that's worſt of all.” 
Nothing can pleaſe her, nothiug not inflame ; 
And arrant centradiftions are the fame. 140 
Her lover muſt be /ad, to pleaſe her.ſpicen ; 

His mirth is an inexpiable fin; | 

in her breaft, 


To wreck her quiet, the moſt dreadful ſhelf 145 
Ts if her lover dares enjoy himſelf. 


And this, becanſe ſhe's «xquiſitely fair: * 
Should 1 diſpute her beauty, how ſhe'd ſtare ? 
How would Melania be ſurpriſed to hear 
8he's quite deform'd ? And yet the caſe is clear: 
What's female beauty, but an air divine, 151 
Through which the mind's all- gentle graces ſhine? 
They, ke the ſun. irradiate all between; 

The body charm bucauſe the ſoul is ſeen, 

Hence, men are oftch captives of a face, 155 

They know not why, of no peculiar grace: 

Some forms, though bright, no mortal man can 
bear 


Some, none roff though not exceeding fair, 


Arpaſia's highly born, and nicely bred, 
Of taſte refin'd, '> life and manners read; 160 
Yet reaps no fruit from her ſuperior ſenſe, 
But to be tenz u by her own excellence. 
* Folks are ſo aukward ! Things ſo unpolite ! 
She's elegantly pain'd from morn till night. 
Her delicacy's ſhock'd where-e er ſhe goes; 165 
Each creatures imperfections are her woes. 
Heaven by its favour has the fair Gitireſt, - 
And pour d ſuch bleſſin cart be bleſt. 


N 


gs—that ſhe 
A 1 vain, though blooming in thy 


. ,-  apring * eee 
Thou ſhining, frail, adur d, and wretched thing; 
Old-age will come; diſeaie may come before; 171 
Fifteen is ſull as mortal as threeſcore. 

Thy fortune, and thy charms, may ſoon decay: 
But grant theſe fugitive; prolong their ſtay, 
Their baſis totters, their foundation ſhakes; 195 
Life, that ſupports them, in a-moment breaks ; 
Then wrough: into the ſoul let vir tues thine ; 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


| Julia's a manager; ſhe's born for rule; 


Aſſemblics holds and*{ſpins the /e thread 
That guides the lover to his fair-one's bed: 

For difficult amours can Imooth the way, 

And tender letters diaz, or convey. 

But, if depriv'd of ſuch important cares, 183 
Her wiſdom condeſcends to leſs affairs 

For her own break ſaſt ſhe'l] project a /cheme, 
Nor take her tea without a flratugem ; 

Preſides o'er tries with a * face; 
Important, by the virtue of grimace. ' 190 


| Ladies zupreme among amuſement reign; 


By nature born tv /ootb, and entertain, 
Their prudence in a ſhare of folly lies: 
Why will they be fo weak, as to be wiſe? 


Syrena is for ever in extremes, _ 
And Tvith a vengeance ſhe commends, or blamcs. 
Conſcious of her ciſcerament, which is good, 
She ſtrains too much to make it underſtood. 

Her judgment juſt, her ſentence is too trong; 
Becauſc ſhe's right, ſhe's ever in the wrong, 200 


Brunetta's wiſe in actions, great, and rare: 
But ſcorus on #rifles to beſtow her care. 
Thus every hour Brunetta is to blame, 
Becauſe th' occaſton is beneath her aim.” 
Think nought a trifle, though it ſmall appear; 
Small ſands the mountain, moments make the 
year 0 | 
And triflcs life. Your ca to trifles give, 
Or you may die, before you truly live. 


Go breakfaſt with Alicia, there you'll ſee, 
Simplex munditiis, to the laſt degree: 216 
Unlac'd her ſtays, her night-gown is unty'd, 
And what ſhe has of head-dreſs, is aſide. 


Unwaſh'd her hands, and much beſn 
face. | 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd ſhe loves; 2fs 
And would draw on jack-boots, as ſoon as gloves, 
Gloves by Queen Beis's maidens might be miſt; 
Her bleflcd eyes ne'er ſaw a female f. 
Lovers, beware l to wound how can inc fail 
With ſcarlet finger and long jetty nail? 220 
For Harvey, the firſt toit ſhe cannot be, 
Nor cruel Richmond, the firſt to,ft for thee. 
Since ſull each other ſtation of r- & on, 
Who would not be the greateſt /-.pes in town ? 
Women were made to g ve our eyes delight; 225 
A female floven is an odious fights. | 


Fair Iiabella is ſo fond of fame, 
That her dear ſelf, is her eternal theme; 
Through hopes of contradiQtion, wit ſhe'll ſay, 
« Methinks 1 look ſo wretchedly to-day :” 230 
When molt the world applauds you, moſt beware; 
* Tis often leſs a /ig than a ſnere 
Diſtruſt mantind; with your own Heart confer : 
And dread even thereto find a flatterer. 
The breath of others raiſes our renown; 235 
Our exon as furely blows the pageant down. 
Take up no mote than you by worth can claim, 
Leſt ſoup you prove @ bankrup? in your fame. 


The grovad eternal, as the work dine. | 


And knows her teiſer huſband is a fool; _ 180 


She draws her words, and waddles in her ce; 
d her 


But own I muſt, in this perverted age, 
Who moſt d;/erve, can't always moſt engage. 240 
$0 ſar is worth from making glory ſure, 
It often hinders what it ould procure. 
Whom prac we meſt ? The virtuous, brave, and 
wiſe { 
No; wretches, whom, in ſecret, we deſpiſe. 
And who ſo blind, às not to fee the cauſe? 245 
No rivals rais'd by ſuch diſcreet applauſe ; 
And yet, of credit it lays in a ſtore, 
By which our ſpleen may wound true worth the 
more. 


Ladies there are who think one crime is all: 
Can woman, then, no way but backreard fall? 
go ſweet is that one crime they don't purſue, 250 
To pay its loſs, they think ai others ford. 
Who hold that crime ſo dear, muſt never claim 
Of %% modefly the ſacred name. | 


But Clio thus : * What | railing without end? 


Mean taſk | how much more. generous to com- 
mend! _ , 

Yes, to commend as you are wont to do, 

My kind infirufor. and example too, 

„ Daphnis,” ſays Clio, © has a charming eye: 

„ What pity *tis her ſhoulder is awry ! 260 

« Aſpaſia's ſhape indeed But then her air— 

The man has parts whe finds deſtruction there. 

 almeria's wit has ſomething that's divine; 

© And wit's enough—how few in all things ſhine! | 

«* Selina ſerves her friends, relieves the poor 

% Who was it ſaid Selina's near threeſcore? 266 

« At Lucia's match 1 from my ſoul rejoice ; 

© The worid congratulates ſo wiſe a choice; 

His lordſhip's rent- roll is exceeding gieat 

nut mortgages will ſap the beſt eſtate. 270 

* In Shirley's form might cherubims appear; 

* But then—ſhe has a fretlle on her cur.“ 

Without a but Hortenſia ſhe comments, 

The firſt of women, and the beſt of friends; 

Owns her in perſon, wit, fame, virtue, bright: 


But how comes this to paſs ?—Shedied laſt night, | 


Thus nymphs commend, who yet at ſatire rail: 
Indeed that's needleſs, if ſuch praiſe prevail. 
And whence ſuch praiſe ? Our virulence is thrown 
On aber, fame, through fondneſs for our own. | 


Of rank and riches proud, Cleora frowns ; 280 | 

For ate not coronets a- kin to crowns ? 

Her greedy eye, and her ſublime ad2reſs, 

The height of avarice and pride confeſs. 

You ſeek perfeQions worthy of her rank; 

Go, ſeck for her perfections at the Bauk. 285 

By wealth unquench'd, by reaſon uncontroul d, 

For ever burns her ſacred thirſt of gold. 

As fond of five-pence, as the verieſt cit ; 

Anc quite as much deteſted as a it. 299 
Can gold calm paſſion, of make reaſon ſhine? { 
a we dig peace, or qwiſdom, from the mine? 

Wiſdom to gold prefer ; for *tis much Jeſs 

To make our fortune, than our happineſs | 

That happineſs which great-ones oſten ſee, 295 

With rage and wonder, in a low degree; 

elves unbleſt. The poor are on/ ; 


* 
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Nothing is meaner than a wretch of fate ; 

The bappy only are the truly great, &% 

Peaſants enjoy like appetites with kings; 

And thoſe beſt ſatisficd with cheapeſt things. 

Could beth our Indies buy but ene new ſenſe, 

Our cnvy would be due to large expence. 

Since not, thoſe pomps which to the great be- 
GE 6 

Are but arts to mar | . 

. alm: of flattery ! = 

They lapguiſh ! oh ſupport them with a Hye / 

A decent competence; we fully taſte ; 

t ſtrikes our /cx/e, and gives a conſtant feaſt ; 310 


More, we perceive by dint of thought alone ; 
| The rich muſt labour to poſſeſs their own. 


To feel their great abundance ; andr 5 
Their humble friends to help them to be bleſt; 
To. ee their treaſures, bear their glory told, 315 
And aid the wretched impotence of gold. 
But ſome, great fouls! and touch'd with 
warmth divine, 


{| Give gold a price, and teach its beams to. Hine. 


All Learded treaſures they repute a load; 
Nor, think their wealth their own, till well be- 
ſtow'd. | | 320 
Grand reſervoirs of public happineſs, 
Through /ecret tircams diffulively they bleſs ; 
And, while their bounties glide, conceal'd from 
view, 1 
Relieve our wants, and ſpare. our bluſdes tau. 
But Satire is my taſk ; and theſe deſtroy 33s 
Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. 
Help me, ye mifers ! help me to complain, 
blaſt our common enemy, Germain; 
Nut our in»«#iver muſt deſpair ſucceſs ; 
For, next to proiſe, ſhe values nothing leſs. 330 
What picture's yonder, Jooſen'd from its 
frame? : | 


Or is it Aſturia, that affected dame? 

The brighteſt forms, through af*#ation, fade 
To ſtrange nete things, which nature never made. 
Frown not, ye fair ! ſo much your ſex we prize, 
We hate thoſe arts that take you from our eyes. 
ln Albucinda's native grace is ſeen | 

What you, who labour at perfection, mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learnt with eaſe, 
Retain your gentle ſelves, and you muſt pleaſe. 340 
Here might 1 fing of Memmia's miucing mien, 
And all the movements of the ſoft machine : 
How two red lips «ff- ted Zephyrs blow, 

To cool the Bohea, and inflame the Beau: 
While one white f»ger and 2 thumb conſpire 345 
To lift the cp, and make the world admire. 


Tea] how I tremble at thy fatal ſtream ! 


| As Lethe, dreadful to the Love of Fame, 


What devaſtations on thy banks are ſeen! 

What fades of mighty names which once have 
been ! 

An becatomb of character ſopplies 


| Thy painted altars daily facrifice. 


H—, Pp, B—, aſpers'd by thee, decay, 
As grains of fineſt ſugar melt away, 
And recommend the more to mortal taſte; 355 


But hat are they who dre amid their Bore ? | 


| 


Scandal's the ſweetner of a female ſeaſi. 


270 


But this inhuman triumph ſhall decline, 
And thy revolting Naiads call for wine ; 
Spirits no longer thall ſerve under thee ; 

But reign in thy own cup, exploded Cees 
Citronia's n6fe declares thy ruin nigh, 
And who dares give Citronia's noſe the lye ! 


The ladies long at men of drink exclaim'd, 
And what ens both health . and virtue, 


360 


At length, to teſcue man, the generous laſs 365 
Stole from her conſort the pernicious glaſs. 

As glorious as the Britiſh queen renown'd, 
Whe ſuck'd the poiſon from her huſband's wound. 
Nor to the gloſs alone are nymphs inclin'd 
But every bolder vice of bold mankind. : 
O Juvenal! for thy ſeverer rage! 

To laſh the ranker follies of our age. 


Are there, among the females of our iſle, 
Such faults, at which it is a fault to nie? 
There are. Vice, once by mode nature chain d 
And legal tics, expatiates unreſtrain'd ; 
Without thin decency held up to view, 

Naked ſhe ſtalks or Law and Goſpel too. 
Our matrons lead ſuch exemplary lives, 

Men ſigh in vain for none but for their wives; 
Who marry to be free, to range the more, 

| wed one man, to wanton with a ſcore. 
Abroad too kind, at home tis ſtedfaſt hate, 
And one cternal tempeſt of debate, 

What foul eruptions, from a look moſt meek ! 


370 


381 


Their paſſions bear it with a lofty hand 
But then, their r-aſox is a due command. 


Truſt no ſoul with the ſecret—but his wife. 390 

Wives wonder that their conduct | condemn, 

And aſk, what kindred is a /p»/* to them? 

What ſwarms of amorous grandmothers | ſee! 

And miſſes, ancient in iniquity ! “ 1 

What N whiſpers, and what loud declaim- 

P ing 395 

What ling, *. bawding, ſwearing, ga- 

min 

Friendſhip fo cold, ſuch warm incontinence; 

Such griping avarice, ſuch profuſe expence ; 

Such dead devotion, ſuch a zeal for crimes; 

Such licens'd ill. ſuch maſquerading times; 400 

Such venal faith, ſuch miſapply'd applauſe ; 

Such flatter'd guilt, and ſuch inverted laws; 
Such diſſolucion through the hole | find, 

*Tis not a world, but chaos of mankind. 


Since We have no balls, the well-dreſs'd 
n | 


| 405 
Shines in the pew, but ſmiles to hear of bel; 
And caſts an eye of ſwee: diſdain on all, 
Who.liſtens lels to Collins than St. Paul. | 
Atheiſts have been but rare; fince nature's birth, 
Till now, She-atheiſts ne'er appear d on earth. 
Ye men of deep reſcarches, ſay, whence ſprings 
This daring character, in timorous things ? 

Who ſtart at foatbers, from an infe& fly, 

A match for noching—but the Deity. | | 
But, not to. wrong the fair, the Muſe muſt own 
In this purſuit they court not ſame alone ; 


\ 


What thunders burſting, from à dimpled check ! | 


Is there whom you deteſt, and ſeek his life } | 
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{| Riſe then, my Muſe, in honeſt fury riſe ; 


And nothing but his attributes dethrone, 


| For now and then a %% of tranſient joy? 


But join to t hat a more ſubſtantial view, 
«* From thinking free, to be free agents too,” 


They ſtrive with their own hearts, and keep 


them down, 


In complaiſance to all the fools in town. 410 10 
O how they tremble at the name of prude / C 
And die with ſhame at thought of being gad 

For what will artimis, the rich and gay, N. 
What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, ſay ? L. 
They heaven defy, to earth's vile dregs a ſlave; A 


Through cowardice, moſt execrably brave. 426 
With our own jugdments durſt we to conply, 
fn virtue ſhould we live, in glory die. 


They dread a Satire, who defy the ſkies. 430 
Atheiſts are few : moſt nymphs a Godhead 


own ; 


From atheiſts far, they ſtedfaſtly believe 
God is, and is Almighty—to forgive. 

His other excellence they'll not diſpute ; 
But mercy, ſure, is his chief attribute. 
Shall pleaſures of a ſhort duration chain 
A lady's ſoul in everlaſting pain? 

Will the great Author us poor worms 


435 


, 
440 
No. he's for ever in a ſmiling mood; 
He's like themſelves ; or how could he be A 
And they blaſpheme, who blacker ſchemes ſup- 
e.— 
Devoutly, thus, Jehovah they depoſe, 
The pure / the juſt and ſet up, in his ſtead, 
A deity, that's perfectly well bred. 446 
Dear Tillotſon ! be ſure the beſt of men: 
Nor thought he more, than thought great Oti- 
en. 
" Though once upon a time he miſbehav'd ; | 
„ Poor Satan doubtleſs, he“ at length be ſav d. 
Let prieſts do ſomething for their One in 
Ten; a 451 
« Tt is their trade; fo far they're honeſt men. 
Let them cant on, ſince they have got the 
knack, g 
wi e their notions, like themſelves, in 
* lack ; 
© Fright us with terrors of à world uninown, 455, 
« From joys of this, to keep them all their own, 
« Of earth's fair ſruits, indeed, they claim a fee; 
« But then they leave our wntith'd virtue free, 
« Virtue's a pretty thing to make a ſoo: ; 
Did ever mortal write like Rochefoucault 
Thus pleads the devil's fair apologiſt, _ 
And, pleading, ſafely enters on his lift, 
Let angel-forms angelic truths maintain ; 
Nature disjoins the beautzas and prophanc 


” * 
„ 


460 


For what's true beauty, but fair virtue s face ? 
Virtue made vi/ib/e in outward grace? 
She, then, that's haunted with an impious mind 
The more ſhe charms, the more ſhe ſoocks man- 
kind. 
But charms decline : the Fair long vigils keep: 
They gong more | Quadritle hay * murder d 


* Shakeſpoare. 


f She (guiltleſs creature) ſwears to heaven alone. 


* 


© Poor K—p ! 'cries Livia; I have not been there 
«< Theſe two nights; the poor creature will de- 
P ſpair, 
7 1 a crowd but to do good, you know 
nd people of condition ſhouid beſtow,” 
Convine d, o ercome, to K—p's grave matrons 
run; 475 
Now et a daughter, and now fake a fon; 
Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune; fly ; 
And beggar half their race - through charity. 
Immortal were we, or elſe mortal quite, 
I leſs hould blame this criminal delight: 480 
But ſince the gay aſſembly's gayeſt room 
Is but an upper ſtory to ſome tomb, 4 
Methinks, we need not our fort being ſhun, 
And, thought to fly, contend to be undone. 
We need not buy our ruin with our crime, 48g 
And give eternity to murder time. ; 
The love of gaming is the worſt of ills; 
Wich ceaſeleſs ſtorms the blacken'd ſoul it fills ; 
Inveighs at heaven, neglects the ties of blood; 
Deſtroys the power and will of doing good; 490 
Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in diſgrace, 
And, 1 is ſtill more dreadful—ſpoils your 
e. 
See yonder ſet of thieves that live on ſpoil, 
The ſcandal and the ruin of our iſle ! 
Ind ſee, (ſtrange ſight!) amid that ruſſian band, 
A form divine high wave her ſnowy hand; 496 
That rattles loud a ſmall enchanted box, 
Which, loud as thunder, on the board ſhe knocks. 
And as — Rorms, which earth's foundation 
From Zolus's cave impetuous broke, Soo 
From this ſmall cavery a mix d tempeſt flies, 
Fear, rage, convulſion, tears, oaths, blaſphe- 
mies ! | N 
For men, | mean— the fair diſcharges none; 


See her eyes ſtart! checks glow | and muſcles 
(well! P 50g 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. | 
Thus that divine one her /oft nights employs ! 
Thus tunes her ſoul to tender nuptial joys ! 
Aud when the cruel morning calls to bed, 
And on her pillow lays her aking head, 510 
With the dear images her dreams are crown'd, 
The die ſpins lovely, or the cards go round? 
ginery ruin charms her ſtill; 
Her happy lord is cuckol'd by ſpadille ; 
And if ſhe's brought to bed, tis ten to one, $15 
He marks the forehead of her darling ſon. 
O ſcene of horror, and of wild deſpair, 
Why is the rich Atrides' ſplendid heir 
Conſtrain'd to quit his ancient lordly feat, 


* 


And hide his glories in a mean retreat ? 820 
Why that drawn ſword ? and whence che diſ- 
mal cry ? 


Why pale diſtraction through the family ? 

See my lord threaten, —_ lady — 

And trembling ſervants from the tempeſt creep. 

Why that gay ſoz to diſtant regions ſent? 525 
t fiends the daughter's deftin'd match prevent? 

the whole houſe in ſudden ruin laid? 


# 
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But wanders not my Satire from her th eme? 
Is ibis too owing to the love of fam? 539 
Though now your hearts on Jucre ave beſtow*d, 
"Twas firſt a vain-devotion to the mode ; 
Nor ceaſe we here, ſince tis a vice fo ſtrong; . 
The torrent ſweeps. all womankind along. 
This may be ſaid, in Ronnur of our times, 535 
That none now ſtand diftinguiþ'd by their crimes. 


If fin you mnſt, take nature for your guide : 
Love has ſome ſoft excuſe to ſooth your pride: 
Ye fair apoſtates from love's antient power 


1 


| Can nothing ravißb, but a golden fer? 340 


Can cards alone your glowing fancy ſeize ; 

Muſt Cupid learn to punt, e er he can pleaſe F 
When you're enamour'd of a % or , 

What can the preacher more, to make us chaſte ? 
Why muſt ſtrong youths «nmarry'd pine away ? 
They find no woman diſengag*d—from play. 546 
Why pine the marry'd ?—O ſeverer fate! 
They find from play no fone 
Flavia, at lovers falſe, untouch'd, and bard, 
Turns pale, and trembles at a cruel card, - £50 
Nor Arria's Bib e can ſecure her age ; | 

Her threeſcore years are ſhvfling with her page. 
While {cath ſtands by, but till the game is done, 
To ſweep that fake, in juſtice, long his own; 

Like old card: ting'd with ſulphur,.ſhe takes fire; 
Or, like ſnuffs ſunk in ſockets, blazes higher. 556 
Ye gods! with nere delights inſpire the Fair; 

Or give us ſons, and ſave us from delpair, 


Sons, brothers, fathers, huſbands, auf, 


cloſe 
ln my complaint, and brand your fins in profe - 
Yet l believe, as firmly as my Creed, 56r 


in ſpite of all our wiſdom, you'll proceed: 

Our pride ſo great, our paſſion is fo firong, 
advice to right confirms us in the wrong. 

| hear you cry, This ſellow's very odd 565 
When you chaſtiſe, who would not kiſs the rod ? 
But I've a charm your anger ſhall controul, 

And turn your eyes with coldneſs on the w/e. 


The charm begins! To yonder flood of light, 
That burſts o'er gloomy Britain,, turn your ſight. 
What guardian power o erwhelms your fouls with 
awe ? 571 
Her deeds are precepts, her example law; 
Midſt empire's charms, how Carolina's heart 
Glows with the love of virtue, and of art! 
Her favour is diffus'd to that degree, 375 
Exceſs of goodneſa! it has dawn'd on me: | 
When in my page, to balance numerous faults, 
Or godlike deeds were ſhown, or ' generous 
thoughts, 


Frem whoni my pen the borrow'd luſtre drew. 


Thus * the majeſtic mother of mankind, 

To her own charms moſt amiably blind, 

On t}., green margin innoceatly flood, 

And gaz d indulgent on the cryſtal flood; 
Zurvey d the ſtranger in the painted wave, $35 
And, ſmiling, prais d the beauties which ſhe gave. 


0 uvthing, but laſt vight—my lady play's. 


* Nlilt on, 


*Y 
"1 4 
9 
25 


* 
Wares © 


She ſmil'd, induſtrious to be pleas'd, nor knew < 
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- „ 
. ̃ —˙·a < FAR 


272 3 

2 SATIRE VII. 
To the Right Hon. SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 
1 Carmina tum mellus, cum venetit Ipſe, cane» 

5 mus. RO * - VIRGs 

N this laſt labour, this my cloſing ſtraiu, 

Smile, Walpole, or the Nine infpire in 

voin: Wo: 

To thee,” tis due; thay verſe how juſtly thine, 
Where Brunſwick's glory crowns the whole deſign? 

That glory, which thy counſeis make ſo bright; 
That glory; which on thee reflects a light 
Illuſtrious commerce, and but rarely known; 

T's give, and tale, a luſtre from the throne. 

Nor think that thou art foreign to my theme; 
The fountain is not foreign to the fream, / 10 
Hew all mankind will be ſurpriz d to ſee : 
This flood of Britiſh folly charg d on thee ! 

Say, Britain! whence this caprice of thy ſons, 
Which through their various ranks with fury runs? 
The cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we maſt bleſs; 
For caprice is the daughter of /acceſs,, 
(A ba effect, but from a pleaſing cauſe !) 
And gives our rulers undelign'd applaul ; 
Tells how their conduct bids our e increaſe, 
And lulls us in the downy lap of peace. 
While 1 ſurvey the bleſſings of our ifle, 
Her arts triumphant in the royal ſmile, 
Her public wounds bound up, her credit high, 
Her commerce ſpreading ſails in every ſcy, 

The pleaſiug ſcene recalls my theme again, 25 
And ſhews the madneſs of ambitious men, 
Who, fond of bloodſhed, draw the murdering 

© ſword, 

And burn to give mankind. a ſingle lord. 

The follies paſt are of a private kind; 

Their ſphere is ſmall ; their miſchief is confin'd : 

But daring men there are (Awake, my Muſe, 

And raiſe thy verſe !) who bolder phrenzy chuſe; 
Who, ſtung by glory, rave, and bound away; 
The world their field, and bumantind their prey. 

The Grecian chief, th*,enthuſiaſt of his pride, 
With rage and terror ſtalking by his fide, 
Raves round the globe; he ſoars into a God! 
- Stand faſt, Olympus ! and ſuſtain his nod. | 
The peſt divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 

And thrives op mankind's miſeries 1 40 
What flaughter'd bofts { What citics ina blaze 
What waſted countries and what crimſon ſeas! , 
Wich orphans tears his impious bowl o'erflows, 
Aud cries of kingdoms luli him to repoſe. 
And cannot thrice teti hundred years unpraiſe 
The boiſterous boy, and blaſt his guilty bays ? 
Why want we encomiunu on the ſtorm, 
Or famineor volcano ? They perform 
Their mighty deeds ; they, hero-like, can ſlay, 
And ſpread their ample deſarts iu a day. 50 
O great alliauce ! O divine renown! | 
With dearth, and peſtilence, to ſhare the crown. 
When menextol a wild deſtroyer's name 
Earth's Builder and Pre:ſcrver they blaſph.1c. 
One to deſtroy, is murder by the law; 55 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe ; 
To murder thouſands, takes a ſpecious name, 


| 


| 
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War's glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 


: 


| 


When, after hattle, I the field have feen 
Sptead o'er with yhaſtly ſhapes, which once 
were men s 60 

A nation cruſh'd, a natiorr of the brave! 


A realm of death ! and on this ſide the grave 


Are there, ſaid I, who from this fad ſurvey, 

This bum tn chaos,- carry ſmiles away? 

How did my heart with indignation riſe ! 65 

How honeſt naturz ſwell'd into my eyes! 

How was | ſhock'd to think the hero's trade 

Of ſuen materials, fame and triumph, made 

How guilty theſe | Yet not lets guilty they, 

Who reach falſe glory by a ſmoother way: 70 

Who wrap deſtruction up in gentle wor 

And bows, and ſmiles, more fatal than their 
ſwords ; 

Who ſlifle nature, and ſubſiſt on art; 

Who coin the face, and pett ify the heart; 

All real kindneſs ſor the ſhew diſcard, 73 

As marble poliſh'd, and as marble hard; 

Who do for gold what Chriſtians do through 
grace, 

% With open arms their enemies embrace; 

Who give a nod when broken hearts repine ; 

The thinneſt food on Wich a wretch can dine: 

Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you diſinelin d, 

And, in their height of kindneſs, are unkind, 

Such courtiers were, and ſach again may be, 

Walpole, when men forget to copy thee. 


Here ceaſe my Mule ! the catalogue is writ ; 83 


Nor one more candidate for fame admit, 
Though diſappointed thouſands juſtly blame 
Thy partial pen, and boaſt ar. equal claim : 
Be this their comfort, fools, omitted here, 
May furniſh laughter for another year. 90 
Then let Criſpino, who was ne'er refusd 
The juftice yet of being well abus'd, 
With patience wait; aud be content to reign 
The pink of puppies in ſome future ſtrain. 
Some future ſtrain, in which the Muſe ſhall tell 
How fcience dwindles, and how volumes ſwell. 
How commentators cach dark paſſage ſhun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the ſun. 
Huw tortur'd rexts to ſpeak our'ſenſe are made, 
Avdevery vice is to the Scripture laid, 10⁰ 
How miſers ſqueeze a young voluptuous peer 
His fins to Lucifer not half fo dear 
How Verſus is leſs qualiſy'd to ſteal 
With ſword and piſtol, than with wax and ſeal. 
How lawyers ices to ſuch exceſs are run, 105 


| That clients are redreſs'd till they re undone. 


How one man's anguiſh is another's ſport ; 
And ev'n denials coſt us dear at court. 

How man eternally falſe judgments makes, 
And all his joys and ſorrows are miſtakes, | 1'0 
1his ſwarm of themes that ſertics on my pen, 

Which 1, like ſummer flies, Make off again, 
Let others ſing; to whom my weak eſſay 

But ſounds a prelude, and points out their prey * 
That duty doue, I haſten to complete 115 
My own deſign ; for Tonſon's at the gate. 

The love of fame in its e ſurvey'd,  - 
The Muſe has ſung ! be now the cauſe diſplay'd: 
Since ſo diffuſive, and ſo wide its ſway, 

What is this power, whom all mankind obey ? 
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Shot ſrom above, by heaven's indu]gence, came 
This generous ardor, this unconquer d flame, 
To warm, to raiſe, to deify, mankind, 
Still burning brighteſt in the nobleſt mind. 
By large ſoul'd men, for thirſt of fame renown'd, 
Wiſe later were fram'd, and ſacred arts were 
found ; 126 
Deſire of praiſe firſt broke the patriet”s reſt ; 
And ma le a bulwark of the warrior's breaſt ; 
It bids Argyll in elds and ſenate ſhine, 
What more can prove its origin divine? 
But, oh ! this paſſion planted in the ſoul, 
On eagle's wings to mount her to the pole, 
The flaming miaiſter of virtue meant, 
Set up falſe gods, and wrong d her high deſcent. 


Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 135 
Of blots and beauties, an alternate ſource ; - 
Hence Gildon rails, that raven of the pit, 

Who thrives upon the carcaſes of wit; - 

And in art- loving Scatborough is ſeen 

How kind a pattern Po lia igt have been. 140 
Purſuit of fame with pedants fills our ſchools, 
And into coxcombs burniſhes our fools ; 

Purſuit of fame makes ſolid learning bright, 

And Newton lifts above a mortal height; 

That key of nature by whoſe wit ſhe cledrs 145 
Her long, long lecrets of five thouſand yeah. 


Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 
Wiy, and in what degrees, pride ſways the ſoul ? 
(For, though in all not equally, ſhe reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my ſtrains. 


Ye doQtors! hear the doctrine 1 diſcloſe, 
As true, as if twere writ in dulleſt proſe; 
As if a letter'd dunce had ſaid, ** *Tis right,” 
And imprimator uſher'd it to light. 

Ambition, in the trely noble mind, 155 
Wich Siſter-virtue is for ever join d; 
As in fam d Lucrece, who, with equal dread, 
From guilt and ſbame, by her laſt conduct, fled: 
Her virtue long rebell'd in firm diſdain, 
And the ſword pointed at her heart in vain; 160 
But, when theflave was threaten'd to be laid 
Dead by her fide. her Love of Fame obey'd. 
In meaner minds ambition works alone; 
But with ſuch art puts virtue's aſpe& on, | 
That not more like in feature and in mien, 165 
The God and mortal in the comic ſcene, * 
Falſe Julius, ambuſh'd in this fair diſguiſe. 
oon made the Roman liberties his prize. 
No maſk in a/cſt minds ambition wears, 
But in full light pricks up her aſs's ears: 170 
All I fave ſung are inſtanccs of #bis, | 
Aud prove my theme unfolded not amiſs. 

Ye vain / deſiſt from your erroneous ſtrife ; 
Be wiſe, and quit the falſe ſublime of life. 

e true ambition there alone reſides, 175 
Where juſtice vindicates, and wiſdom guides; 
Wtre inward dignity joins extwward fate; 
Our purpoſe good, as our atchievement great; 
Where public 8/e/ings public praiſe attend; 
Where glory is dur motive, not our end. 
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136 | At will, to raiſe, or huſh, the «iviltorm, 


n 


Would'ſt thou be fam'd? Have thoſe high deeds 
in view 

Brave men would act, though ſcandal ſhould enſye. 

Behold a, Prince! whom no ſwoln thoughts 


inflame ; 
No pride of thrones, no fever after Fame : 
But when the welfare of mankind infpires, 185 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires, 
Proud conqueſts then, then regal pre delight; 
1 hen crowus, then triumphs ſparkle in his ſight ; 
Tumult and noiſe are dear, which with them bring 
His people's bleſſings to their ardent king : 
But, when thoſe great heroic motives ceaſe, 
His ſwelling ſoul ſubſides to native peace; 


From tedious grandeur's ſaded charms withdraws, 


A-//udden fce to Iplendor and applauſe; 

Greatly deſerring his arrears of fame, 195 
Till men and angels jointly ſhout his name, 

O pride celeſtial ! which can pride diſdain; 

O bleſt ambition ! which can ne'er be vain. 


From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the 


. Y 
In whoſe Ceep womb unfathom'd waters lie, 200 
Here burſt the Rhone and ſounding Po; there 


ſhine, / 
In infant rills, the Danube and the Rhine; 
From the rich ſtore one fruitſul urn ſupplies, 
Whole kingdoms ſmile, a thouſand harveſts riſe. 


In Brunſwick ſuch a ſource the Muſe adores, 


Which public bleſſings through half Europe pours, 


When his heart burns with ſuch a godlike aim, 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame; 
George, who in toes caũ ſoft affections raiſe, 


And charm envenom'd Satire into praiſe 210 


Nor Bauman rage alone his power perceives, 


But the mad 4oznd:,” and the tumultuous waves *, 


E'en ſtorms (death's fierceſt miniſters!) forbear, 
And, in their own wild empire, learn-to ſpare. 


Thus, nature's ſelf, ſupporting man's decree, 215 


Stiles Britain's ſovereign ſovereign of the ſea. 


While /ea and air, great Brunſwick! ſhook our 


ſtate, 
And ſported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 
Depriv'd of what ſhe lov'd, and preſs'd by fear 


Of ever loſing what ſhe held moſt dear, 220 


How did Britannia, like Achilles, weep, 
Aud tell her forrows to the kindred deep / 
Hang o'er the floods, and, in deyotion warm, 


Strive, for Thee, with the ſurge, and fight the 


ſtorm ! 


* What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm! 225 


Our Palinurus ſlept not at the hetm ; 

His eye nc'er clos'd; long ſince enur'd to wake, 
And out-watch every ſtar for Brunſwick's ſake : 
By thwarting paſſions toſt, by cares oppreſt, 


He found the tempeſt pictur d in his breaſt: 230 


But, now, what joys that gloom of heart diſpel, 


No powers of language—but his own, can tell ; 


His own, which nature and the graves form, 


* The king in danger by ſea, 
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OCEAN; 
AN ODE. 


OCCASIONED BY HIS MAJESTY'S ROYAL 


ENCOURAGEMENT OF 


THE SEA SERVICE. 


To WHICH 15 PREFIXED 


AN ODE TO THE KING. 


TO 
THE KING. 
| 
LD Ocean's praiſe 
O Demands my lays; 
A truly Britiſh theme | ſing; 
A theme ſo great, 
Rey dare compleat, 
And join with Gran, Ocean s King. 


To Gods and Kings, 
The poe t fin 
Tokings and ind Gods ü che Muſe is dear; ; 
Muſe inſpires 
— ith all her fires; 
Begin, my ſoul! thy bold career. 
a I. 
From awful ſtate, 
From high debate, 
From morning - plendors ol a n. 
From homage pay'd, 
From empires weigh Wk 
From plans of bleſſings and renown ; 
| . 
Great Monarch! bow 
Thy beaming brow; 
To Thee 1 Arrike t the ſounding lyre, 
With proud deſign 


In verſe to ſhine; 


To theul Greek and Roman fire. 


V. 
The Roman Ode 
Majeſtic flow'd ; 
Its ſtream divinely clear and irong ; 
In ſenſe and ſound, 
Thebes roll d profound 0 
The torrent roar d, and foam'd along. 


VI. 


80 fam' d, preſume 
To triumph oer a Nurthern iſle; 
Late ime ſhall know 
The North can glow, | 
i. dread Auguſtus 2255 to ſmile, 
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/ VII. 
The work is done! 
Ihe diſtant ſun 
His ſmile ſupplies! exalts my voice! 
Through Farth's wide bound ' 
Shall George reſound, 
My, theme, by duty, and by choice. 


VIII. 


The Naval crown 
Is all his own ! 
Our Fleet, if war or commerce call, 
His will perfarms 
Through waves and ſtorms, 
And rides in triumph raund the ball. 


IX. 


Since then the main 
Sublimes my ſtrain, 
To whom ſhould I addreſs my wog ? 
To whom but Thee? 
The boundleſs Sea, 
And grateful Muſe, to George belong, 
X. 
Hail, mighty theme! 
Rich mine of fame 
If Gods invok'd extend their aid; 
Hail lu zect new 
As Britain's due 
Reſerv'd by the Pierian maid, 
; xl. 
Durſt Homer's Muſe, 
Or Pindar's, chuſe 
To pour the billows on the ſtring ? 
No, both defrayd 
The tune ful God; 
Scat ee more ſublime, when Jove they ſing, 


XII. 


\ 


No former race, 
With ſtrong embrace, 
This theme to raviſh durſt aſpire; 
With virgin charms 
My foul it warms, - 
And melts melodious on my lyre. 


XIII. g 


Now low, now high, 
My fingers fly, 
Now pauſe, and now freſh muſic ſpring; 
Now dance, now creep, 
Now dive, now ſweep, 


And fetch the, ſound from every ling. 
XIV. 


Now numbers riſe, 
Like virgin 's ſighs; 
The ſoft Favonians melt away; 
As from the North 
Now ruſhes forth 


A blaſt, that thunders in my lay. 


Younc's POEMS. 


. 
My lays I file 
With curious toil ; | 
Ye Graces! turn the glowing” lines; 
On anvils neat 
Your ſtrokes repeat; 
At every ſtroke the work refines! 
XVI. 
How muſic charms ! 
How metre warms ! 
Parent of actions good and brave 
How vice it tames ! 
And worth inflames ! 
And holds proud empire o'et the grave! 


: XV. 


Jove mark'd for man 

A ſcanty ſpan, 

But lent bim wings to fly his doom; 
Wit ſcorns the grave; 
To wit he gave 

The life of Gods! immortal bloom! 


XVII. 


Since years will ly, 
And pleaſures die, 
Day aſter day, as years advance ; 
Since, while liſe laſts, 
Joy ſuſſers blaſts 
From frowning fate, and fickle chance; 


XIX. 


Nor life is long; 
But ſoon we throng, 
Like autumn leaves, death's pallid ſhore 5 
We make, at leaſt, 
Of bad the beft, 
If in life's phantom, Fame, we ſoar. 
XX. 
Our ſtrains divide 
The laurel's pride; 
With thoſe we lift to life, we live; 
By fame enrol!'d 
With heroes bold, 
And ſhare the bleſſings which we give. 


, + « "9p 


What hero's praiſe 
Can fire my lays, 
Like his, with whom my lay begun ? 
« Juſtice lincere, 
And courage clear, 
* Riſe the two columns of his throne. 


XXII. 


« How form'd for ſway ! 
« Who look, obey; 
They read the Monarch in his port. 
„ Their love and awe 
© Supply the law; 
© And his own luſttc makes the court; 


XXII. 
* But ſhines ſupreme, 
« Where heroes flame! 
© In_war's aigh-hearted pomp he prides} 
«6 By godlike arts 85 
Enthorn'd in hearts. 
Our boſom- lord oer wills preſides,” 


XXIV. 


Our factions end 
The nations bend ! | 
For when Britannia's ſons, combin'd 
In fair array, 
All march one way; 
They march the terror of mankind, 


XXV. 


If equal all 
Who tread the ball, 
Our bounded proſpect, vere, would end 1 
But heroes prove 
As ſteps to Jove, 
By which our Ire with eaſe, aſcend, 


XXVI. ) 
From what we view | 
We take the clue, 
Which leads from great, togreater things; 
Men doubt no more, 
But Gods adore, 
When ſuch reſemblance ſhines in Kings. 


XXVII. 


On yonder height, 
What golden light 
Triumphant ſbines, and ſhines alone? 
| Unrivall'd blaze! 
The nations gaze! ' 
»Tis not the ſun, tis Britain's throne, | 


XXVIL, 


Our Monarch, there, 
Rear'd high in air, 
Should tempeſtsriſe, diſdains to bend; 
Like Britiſh oak, 
Derides the ſtroke ; 
His blooming honours far extend | 


XXIX. 


Beneath them lies, 
With liſted eyes, 
Fair Albion, like an amorous maid j ' 
While intereſt wings 
Bold foreign Kings | 
To fly, like eagles, to his ſhade. 


XXX. 


At his proud foot 

The Sea pour'd out, 

Immortal nouriſhment ſupplies 

Thence wealth, and ſtate, 

And power, aid—batc, 
Which Europe reads in George's a0. 
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CONCLUDING WITH A WISH. 


i* their hands.” 


p P8AL. xcviii. 


I, 


WEET rural ſcene ! 
Ar D. Of flocks and green 
careleſs caſe my limbs are ſpread 
All nature till, 155 
But yonder rill; : 
And liſtening pines nod o'er my head i 


=” proſpect wide, 
The boundleſs tide ! 


Waves ceaſe to fozm, and winds to roat ; 


_ Without a breeze, 
The curling ſeas 
Dance on, in meaſure, to the ſhore. 
| 111. 


Who ſings the ſource 
Of wealth and force? 

Vaſt field of commerce and big war : 
Where wonders dwell, by 
Where terrors ſwell | _ 

And Neptune thunders from his car ? 

. IV. 
Where ? where are they, 
Whom Pzan's ray 

Has touch'd, and bid divinely rave? 
What, none aſpire ? 

I ſnatch the lyre, 

And plunge into the foaming wave. 

> 


The wave reſounds! 
The rock rebounds ! 
The Nereids to my ſong reply ! 
I lead the ww 
And they . 
With voice = ſh 5 lift it high ; ; 


VI. 


in air 


They | 
Their boſoms fair; 


- Their verdant treſſes pour —_ 


The billows beat 
With nimble feet, 
With notes triumphant ſwell the wind. 


Orpheus 
* 


| 


| 


F 


b > 


And, now, fierce 
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| 


VIII. 


The main ! the main 
Is Britain's reign ; 
Her ſtrength, her glory, bs her fleet; 
The main ! the main! 
Be Briton's ſtrain ; 
As Triton's ſtrung, as Syren's ſweet. 


IX, 


Through nature wide, 
Is nought deſcry d 
So rich in pleaſure, or ſurprize ; 
When ald-Carans, 
How ſweet the ſcene! 
How dreadful, when the billows riſe, 


X. 


And ſtorms deſace 
The fluid glaſs, 

In which ere-while Britannia fair 
Look' d down with pride, 
Like Ocean's bride, 

Adjuſting her majeſtic air. 


Xl 


When tempeſts ceaſe, | 
And huſh'd in peace 
The e ſurges ſmoothly ſpread 
Clence keep, 
d ſeem to fleep 
5 on their oozy bed; 


XII. 


Wich what a trance 
The level glance, 
Unbroken, ſhoots along the ſ a8 
Which tempt from ſhore 
The painted oar; 
And every canvas courts the breeze! 


XIII. - 


When ruſhes forth 
The frewning North 
On blackening billows, with what dread 
My ſhuddering ſoul 
Beholds them roll, 
And hears their roarings o'er my head ! 


XIV. 


With terror mark 
Yon flying bark | 
Now, center-deep deſcend the brave ; 
Now. toſs'd on high 
It takes the ſky, 
A feather on the towering wave | 


XV. 


Now, ſpins aronnd 

In whirls profound ; 
Now, whelm'd ; now, 
Now, ſtunn' d, it reels 
Midit thunder's peals ; 
lightoing fires 


pendant near the clouds z 


fires the ſhrouds, 
XVI. All 


0! 


V1 


He 


Th 
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: XVI. 
All zther burns! 
Chaos returns ! 


And blends once more the ſeas and ſkies; 
No ſpace between 


Thy boſom V | 
© Deep! and the blue concave, lies. 
XVII. 


The northern blaſt, / 
The ſhatter*d. maſt, 


The ſyrt, the whirlpool, and the rock, - 


1 he breaking ſpout, 
The ſtars gone out, 
The boiling ſtreight, the monſters ſhock, 
Xvi. 


Let others fear; 
To Britain dear 

Whate' er promotes her daring claim; 
Thoſe terrors charm, ” 
Which keep her warm 

In chace of houeſt gain or fame, 


XIX. 


The ſtars are bright 
To chear the night, 

And ſhed, through ſhadows temper d fire ; 
And Phebus flames | 
With burniſh'd beams, 

V kich ſome adore, and all admire, 


XX, 


— 


Are then the ſeas 
Outſhone by theſe ? 
Bright Thetys | thou art not 'outſhone 1 
With kinder beams, 
And ſofter gleams, 
Thy boſom wears them as thy own. 


XXI. 


F 
There ſet in green, 
Sold-ſlars are ſeen, 2 
A mantle rich t thy charms to wrap; 
And when the ſun 
His race has run, 
He falls enamour d in thy lap. 


XXII. 


Thoſe clouds, whoſe dyes 
Adorn the ſkies, 

That ſilver ſnow, that pearly rain; 
Has Phebus ſtole 
To grace the pole, 

The plunder of th invaded main! 

XXU11l. 

The gandy bow 
Whoſe colours glow, | 
e arch with ſo much ſkill is bent, 
To Phœbus' ray, 
Which paints ſo gay, 

Þy thee the watery woof was lent. 


B 


\ 
. 5 j f XXIV. 
In chambers deep, 
Where waters ſleep, | 
What unknown treaſures pave the floor! 
The pearl in rows 
Pale luſtre throws ; 


The wealth immenſe, which ſtorms devour. 
XXV. 


From Indian mines, - 
** With proud deſigns. * 
merchant, ſwoln, di golden ore. 
The tempeſts riſe. _ 
And ſcize the prize, | 
And toſs him breathleſs on the ſhore. 


| XXVI. 


His ſon complains 
In pious ſtrains 
« Ah 1 cruelthirſt of gold!“ he cries j 
Then ploughs the main, 
In zeal for gain, 
The tears yet ſwelling in his eyes. 


XXVII. 
Thou watery vaſt 


What mounds are caſt 


To bar thy dreadful flowings o'er ? 


Thy proudeſt foam 
Muſt know its home : 
But rage of gold diſdains a ſhore, 


XXVIIi. 


Gold pleaſure buys; 
But pleaſure dies, OE 
Tos ſoon the. groſs fruition cloyt: 


The ſenſe is ſhort; 
But virtue kindles living joys : 
XXIX. 
Joys felt alone! " 
Joys aſk'd of none! 
Which Time's and Fortune's arrows miſe + 
Joys that ſubſiſt, 
Though fates reſiſt, 
And unprecarious endleſs bliſs ! 


XXX. 


The ſou! refin'd 
Is moſt inclin d 


To every moral excellence: 


All Vice is dull, 

A knave's a fool; | 
And Virtue is the child of Senſe. 4 
XXXI. 

The virtuous miod 

Nor wave, nor wind, | 

Nor cival rage, nor tyrant's frewn, 

The ſkaken ball, 

Nor planets fall. 

From its for baſts can dethrone, 1 


| 


XXXII. This 
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Though raptures court, ; 
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XXXII. 


This Britain knows, 
And therefore glows 
With generous paſſions aud expends 
Her wealth and zeal 
On public weal, 
And brightens both by godlike euds 
XXXIII. 


What end fo great 
As that which late 
Awoke the Genius of the main, 
Which towering roſe 
With George to cloſe, 
And rival great Eliza's reign ? 
XXXIV, 
A voice has flown 
From Britain's throne 
To reinflame a grand deſign ; 
That voice ſhall rear 
Yon * fabrick fair, 
As Nature's raſe at the divine. 
XXXV. 
When nature ſprung, 
Bleſt angels ſune, 
And ſhouted o'er the riſing ball; 
For ſtrains as high 
As man's can fly, 


Theſe ſea- devoted honours call. 


XXXVI. 


From boiſterous ſeas, 
The lap of cafe 
Receives our wounded and our old; 
High domes aſcend ! ' 
Stretch'd arches bend ! 
Proud columns ſwell ! wide gates unfold ! 


XXXVII. 
So ſleeps the grain, 
In foſtering rain, | 
And vital beams, till Jove deſcend ; 
Ihen burſts the root 
The verdures ſhoot ! | 
And earth enrich, adorn, defend 1 


XXXVIII. 


Here, ſoft-reclin'd 

From wave, from wind, 
And fortune's tempeſt ſafe aſhore, 

To cheat their care, 

Of ſormer war 


They talk the pleaſing ſhadows o'er. 
XXXIX. 


In lengthen'd tales, 
Our flect prevails ; 
In tales the lenitives of age | 
And, o'er the bowl, 
They fire the ſoul 
Of liſtening youth, to. martial rage. 


* Greenwich, 


* 


XL. 
The ftory done, 
Their ſetting ſun, 
Serenely ſmiling down the Weſt 
In ſoft decay, ; 
They drop. away ; 
And Honour leads them to their reft, 


XLI. 


Unhappy they! 

And falſely they 
Who baſk for ever in ſucceſs; 

A conſtant feaſt 

Quite palls the taſte, 
And long enjoyment is diſtreſs. 

XLII. 

What charms us moſt, 
Our joy, our boaſt, 
Familiar, loſes all its gloſs 

And gold refin'd 

The ſated mind 
Faſtidious turns to perfect droſy. 


XLIII. 
When, after toil, 
His native ſoil 
The panting mariner regains, 
What tranſport flows 
From bare-repoſe ! 
We reap our pleaſure —* ovr pains. 


XLIV. 


Ye warlike ſlain ! 
Beneath the main, 
Wrapt in a watery winding ſheet ; 
Who bought with blood 
Your country's good, * 
Your country's foll-blown glory greet, 


XLV. 5 


What powerful charm 
Can death diſarm ? * 
Your long, your iron ſlumbers break? 
By Jove, by Fame, i 
By George's name, +} 


Awake ! awake ! awake ! 


XLVI. 
Our joy ſo proud, 
Our ſhout ſo loud, 
Without a charm the dead might hear : 
And ſee, they rouze ! 
Their awful brows, 
Deep-ſcar'd, from oo pillows rear | 


XLVII, 


With ſpiral ſhell, 
Full-blaſted, tell ' 
That all your watery realms ſhould ring; 
Your pearl-alcoves, | 
Your coral-groves, 
Shou!d echo theirs, and Britain's king. 
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xLvn. Lvl. 


The world's the main, 

How vext | how vain! 
Ambition ſwells, and Anger feams ; 

May good men find, 


As long as ſtars 
Guide mariners, 

As Carolina's virtues pleaſe, 
Or ſuns invite 


The raviſh'd ſight, Beneath the wind, 
The Britiſh flag ſhall ſweep the ſeas. | A noiſcleſs ſhore, unruffled 1 
XLIX, , | Lyn. 
Peculiar both N The public ſcene 
Our ſoil's ſtrong growth, Of harden'd men 
And our bold natives hardy mind; ; , Teach me, O teach me deſpiſe ! 


Sure Heaven beſpoke 


The world few know 
Our hearts, and oak, 


But to their woe, 


Togive a maſter to mankind. Our crimes with our experience riſe z 
L. LVIII. 
That nobleſi birth | All tender ſenſe 
Of teeming earth, 5 bib baniſh'd thence, 
Of foreſts fair that daughter proud, All maiden nature's firſt alarms 
To foreign coaſts What ſhock'd before 
Or grandeur boaſts, | Diſguſts no more, 
And Britain's pleaſure ſpeaks aloud, And what diſguſted has i its as: 
LI. | LIX. 
Now big with war | In |:ndſkips green 
Sends Fate from far, | J rue bliſs is ſeen, 
If rebel realms their Fate demand; With Innocence, in ſhades, ſhe ſports; 
Now, ſumptuous ſpoils In wealthy towns, 
Of foreign ſoils Proud Labour frowrs, 
Pours in the boſon of our lk. | And painted Sorrow ſmiles in courts. 
LII. LX. 
Theſe ſcenes untry d 
Hence, Britain lays - | 
In ſcales, and weighs IT Water 6 4 1 4 * breaſt | 
The fates of kingdoms and of kings; * T; * Fae cam N 1 
And as ſhe frowns, 5 = hoary dane! * | 
Anigh — — hgh ge RY | And told me pleaſure was in reſt. : 
LMI LXI. 7 


„O may H ſteal 

„% Along the vale 

„ Of humble life, ſecure from foes ! 
« My friend ſincere ! 

„My judgment clear! 


Thus Ocean ſwells 
The ſtreams and rills, 

And to their borders lifts them high ; 
Or elle withdraws 


| 
| 
- 


. 
, 
4 
* 
1 1 
* 


N 

The mighty cauſe, « And gentle buſineſs my repoſe ! 1 

An 1 + 

d leaves their famiſh'd channels dry. LXII. 1 
LIV. 


— * 


& My mind be firong 
How mixt, how frail, 


« To combat wrong ! 
How ſure to fail,- 


— 


' 
14 Grateful, O King! for favours ſhown ! | *1 

every pleaſure of mankind ! ** Soft to complain N 
A damp deſtroys © For others“ pain! " 

My blooming joys, | * And bold to triumph o'er my own ! 
While Britain's glory fires my mind, ö 1 
LXII. | 

LV. 


« (When Fortune's kind) 
For who can gaze « Acute to find, 


On reſtleſs ſeas, & And warm to reliſh.every boon ! 
Uaſtruck with life's more reſtleſs ſtate ? « And wiſe to till 


Where all are toſs d, « Fantaſtic ill, 


And moſt are loſt „% Whoſe ſrightſul ſpectres ſtalk at noon! 
y tides of paſſion, blaſts of fate? 8 * 
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LXIV. 
16 No fruitleſs toils ! 
No brainleſs broils! 
& Each moment level'd at the mark! 
« Our day fo ſhort 
« Invites no ſport ; 
© Be ſad and ſolemn when tis dark. 
8 LXV. 
« Yet Prudence till 
« Rein thou my will! a 
What's moſt important, make moſt dear 
For tis in this, 
« Reſides true bliſs; 
* True bliſe, a deity ſevere ! 
| | LXVI. 


« When temper leans 
« To gayer ſcenes, 


And ſerious life void moments ſpares, 


« The ſylvan chace 
« My ſinews brace ! 
Or ſong unbend my mind from cares 
LXVII.. 
** Nor ſhun, my ſoul! 

The genial bowl, 7 | 
* Where mirth, good-nature, ſpirit, flow 
« Ingredients theſe, ; 

« Above, to pleaſe 
The laughing gods, the wiſe, below. 
LXVII. 
* Though rich the vine, 
More wit, than wine, ö 
% More ſenſe, that wit, good - will than art, 
2 May 1 provide! 
« Fair Truth, my pride! 
„My joy, the converſe of my heart 
; LXIX. 
« The gloomy brow, 
The broken vow, 
© To diſtant climes, ye gods lremove 
** The nobly-ſoul'd 
Their commerce hold 
* With words of truth, and looks of love! 
LXX. 
% O glorious aim 
O wealth ſupreme ! 
Divine Benevolence of ſoul } 
** That greatly glows, 
« And freely flows, 
And in one bleſſing graſps the whole! 
| LXXI. 
1% Prophetic ſchemes, 
And golden dreams, 
May l, unfanguine, - caſt away! 
Have, what | have 
And live, not leave, 
Enamour d of the preſent day 
LXXII. 
« My hours my own! 
„My faults unknown! 


4 My chief rcvcuue in content] 


« Then, leave one 
„ Of honett fame! 
And ſcorn the labour'd monument 


„ 1 


« Unhurt my urn 
Aill that great turn 
« When mighty Nature's ſelf ſhall die. 
* Time ceaſe to glide, | 
„With human pride, 
Sunk in the Ocean of Eternity.“ 


— 


A 
PARAPHRASE 


ON PART Or 


THE BOOK OF JOB. 


. HRICE happy Job long liv'd in Regal State, 
Nor ſaw the ſumptuous Eaſt a prince ſo 
reat; 

Whoſe — ſteres in ſuch abundance ſlow d, 

Whoſe heart with ſuch exalted virtue glow'd. 

At length mis ortunes take their turn to reign, 5 

And ills on ills ſucceed; a dreadful train 

What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 

The ſword wade-waſting, the reproachſul tongue. 

And ſpotted plagues, that mark'd his limbs all 

o'er 

So thick with pains, they wanted room for more? 
10 

A change ſo ſad what mortal here could bear ? 

Exhavſted woe had left him nought to fear; 

But gave him all co grief. Low earth he preſt, 

Wept in the duſt, and ſorely ſmote his breaſt, 

His friends around the deep affliction mourn'd, 


is 
Felt all his pangs, end groan for groan return'd; 
| In anguiſh of their hearts their mantles rent, 
And ſeven long days in ſolemn ſilence ſpent ; 
A debt of reverence te diſtreſs ſo great! 
Then Job contain'd no more ; but curs' d his ſate. 
20 
His day of birth, its inauſpicious light, 
He wiſhes ſunk in ſhades of endleſs night, 
And blotted from the.year ; nor fears to crave 
Death, inſtant death ; impatient for the grave, 
That ſeat of peace, that manſion of repoſe, 25 
Where reſt and mortals are no tonger foes ; p 
Where counſellors are huſh'd, mighty kings, 
(O happy turn !) no more are wretched things. 


His words were. daring, and difpleas'd his 
- - friends; 1 
His conduct they reprove, and he deſends; 30 
And now they kiadled into warm debate, 
and ſentiments oppos d with equal heat; 
Fix* in opinion, both refuſed to yield, 
And ſummon all their reaſon to the field: 


$0 


'' 
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go high at length their arguments were wrought, | 
. 35 
They reach'd the laſt extent of human thought : 
A pauſe enſued.— When, lo ! heaven interpos'd, 
And awfully the long contention clos'd. 
Full o'er their heads, with terrible ſurprize, 
A ſudden whirlwind blacken'd all the ſkies : 40 
(They ſaw, and trembled ) from the darkneſs 
broke | 
A dread{ul voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke : 
Who gives his tongue a looſe ſo bold and vain, 
Cenſures my conduct, and reproves my reign ; 
Lifts up his thought againſt me from cle duſt, 45 
And tells the World's Creator what is juſt ? 
Of late ſo brave, now lift a dauntleſs eye, 
Face my demand, and yive it a reply : s 
Where didſt Thou dwell at nature's early hirth ? 
Who laid foundations for the ſpacious earth ? 50 
Who on its-ſurface did extend the line, 
Its ſorm determine, and its bulk confine ? 
Who fix'd the corner-ſtone ? What hand, declare, 
Hung it on nought, and ſaſten'd it on air; 
When the bright morning ſtars in concert ſung, 
When heaven's high arch with loud hoſannahs 
rung, | 56 
When ſhouting ſons of God the triumph crown'd, 
And the wide concave thunder'd with the fund ? 
Earth's numerous 4ingdoms, haſt Thou view'd 
them ali? 
And can thy ſpan of knowledge graſp the ball? 
* 


Who heav'd the mountain, which ſublimely ſtands, 
And caſts its ſhadow into diſtant ande? 
Who, ſtretching forth his ſceptre o'er the deep, 
Can that wide word in due ſubjection keep? | 
broke the globe, 1 ſcoop d its hollow fide, 65 
And did a baſon fer the floods provide; 
chain d them with my word; the boiling ſea, 
Work'd up in tempeſts hears my great decree ; 
% Thus far, thy floating tide ſhall be convey'd ; 
And here, O main, be thy proud billows ; 
ſtay d“ 70 
Haſt thou explor'd the ſecrets of the deep. 
Where, ſhut from uſe, unnumber d treaſures 
ſle ep? 
Where — a thouſand fathoms from the day, 
Springs che great fountain, mother of the ſea ? 
Thoſe gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er tread, 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head? 
Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to Thee? 
Deuth's inmoſt chambers didſt Thou ever ſee ? | 
E'cr knock at his tremendous gate, and wade 
To the black portal through th' incumbent ſhade ?_ 
Peep wy thoſe ſhades ; but ſhades ſtill deeper 
ide | 
My counſels from the ken of human pride. 
Where dwells the light ? in what refulgent 
dome ? fe 44 4 
And where has dar lng made her diſmal home? 
Thou know'ſt, no doubt, ſince thy large heart ir 
fraught 8 
With ripen'd wiſdom, through long ages bronght ; 
Since nature was call'd forth when Thou walt by. 


And into Being reſe beneath thine ! 
Var, vu.” * 


Or whicen morning with the hoary ? 


Are miſts begotten ? Who their father knew ? 
From whom deſcend the pearly drops of dew ? 
To bind the ſtream by night, what band can 

b-aſt, 91 


Whoſe powerful breath, from northern regions 
blown, 
Tonches the ſea, and turns it into ſtone ? 
A ſudden deſart ſpreads o'er realms defac'd, gg 
And lays one half of the creation waſte ? 
Thou know'ſt Me not ; thy blindneſs cannot 
ſee i 
How vaſt a diſtance parts t hy God from Thee, 
Canſt thou in whir/rvinds mount aloft ? Canſt 
| Thou 
In clouds and darkneſs wrap thy awful brow ; 
And; when day trivmphs in meridian light, 
Put forth thy hand, and ſhade the world with 
night ? | 
Who launch'd the clouds in air, and bid them 
roll 
Suſpended ſeas aloft, from pole v0 pole ? 
Who can refreſh the burning ſandy plain 105 
And quench the ſummer with a * of rain ? 
Who, in rough defarts, far ſtom human toil, 
Made rocks bring forth, and deſolation ſmile ? 
There blooms the roſe, where human face ne'er 
ſhone, BY 1 
And ſpreads its beauties to the ſun alone, 110 
To check the ſhower, who liſts his hand on 


high, 
And ſhur the fluices of th' exhauſted ſky, 
When earth no longer mourns her gapiug veins, 
Her naked mountains, and her ruſſet plains ; 
But, new in life, a chearful proſpect yields -ITs 
Of ſhining rivers, and of verdant fields ; 

When groves and foreſts laviſh all their bloom, 
And earth & heaven are fill'd with rich perfume ? 
Haſt Thou e'er ſcal'd my wintry Kies, an 

ſcen 
Of bail and ſue cu my northern magazine? 120 
Theſe the dread treaſurcs of mine anger are, 


My funds af vengeance for the day of war, 


When clouds rain death, and ſtorms at my com- 
mand 

Rage through the world, or waſte a guilty land. 
Who taught the rapid vine to fly ſo faſt, 12g 

Or ſhakes the centre with his caſters blaſt ? 

Who from the ſkies can a whole deluge pour? 

Who ſtrikes through nature with the ſolemn roar 

Of dreadful thunder, points it Where to fall, ' 

And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball ? 130 

Not he who trembles at the darted fires, 

Falls at the ſound, and in the flaſh expires, F 
Who drew the Comet out to ſuch a ſize, 
And pour'd his flaming train o'er half the Kies: 
Did thy reſentment hang him aut? Does he 
Glare on the nation, and denoun e, from Thee? 

Who on low earth cay moderate the rein, 
That guides the far: along th' ethereal plain ? 

Appoint their ſeaſons, and direct their courſe, 
Their luſtre brighten, and ſupply their force? 
(Canſt i hon the tkies benevolence reſtrain, 
and 8 the Pleiades to {inc in vain; 

2 R . 


282 
Or, when Orion ſparkles ſrom his ſphere, 
Thaw the cold ſraſon, and unbind the year; 
Bid Mazzaroth his deftin'd ſtation know, 145 
And teach the bright Arcturus where to glow, ? 
Mine is the »ight, with all her ſtars; {1 pour 
Myriads, and myriads | reſerve in ſtore. 
Doſt Thou pronounce where day-light ſhall be 
born, | 
And draw the: purple -urtain of the morn ; 
Awake tle ſun, and bid him come away, 
And glad thy world with his obſequious ray? 
Haft Ihon, inthron'd in flaming glory, driven 
Triumphant round the ſpacions ring of heaven? 
That pomp of light, what hand ſo far diſplays. 
That diſtant, earth lies baſking in the blaze? 166 
Who did the foul with her rich powers inveſt, 
And light up wwaſon in the human breaſt ? 5 2} 
To ſhine, with freſh inertaſe of luſtre bright, 
When ſtars and fun are ſet in endlefs night? 160 
To theſe my various queſtions make reply. 


Th* Almighty fpoke ; and, ſpeaking; ſhook the 
l Fu *. 


150 


y. ; 
What then, Chaldzan Sire. thy ſarprize ! 
Thus ! hou, with trembling heart and down · caſt 
eyes: 
Oyce and again, which I in groans deplore, 
My tongue has err d; but ſhall piclume 
more. ; 
My voice is in eternal ſilence bound, 
And all my foul falls proſtrate to the ground.” 
He ceas'd; When, lo again th' Almighty 
ſpoke ; d | 
The ſame dread voice from the black whirlwind 
broke | 


10 
ow no 
f 166 


IT 
<4: 


Can'that arm meaſure with an arm divine ? 
And canſt Thou thunder with a voice like Mine; 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain | 
J he bulk of waters, the wide-{preadimg main, 
When, mad with tempeſts, all the billows rife 
In all-their rage;-anddath the diſtant ſkies ? 176 

Ceme forth, in beauty's excellence array'd ; 
And be the grandeur of thy power dilplay d; 
Put on omnirotence, and, Yrowning, make 
"Che ſpacious round af the creation ſhake ; 
Diſpatch thy vengeance, bid ic overthrow 
Triumphant vice, lay lofty tyrants low. 
And crumble them to duſt. When this is done, 

I grant thy ſafety lodg d in Thee alone; 
Ot Thee Thou art, and mayſt undaunted ſtand, 
Behind the buckler of thine own right-hand. 

Fond man ! the viſion of xa moment made! 
Dream of a dream ! and ſhedow of a ſhade ! 
Whar worlds haſt thou produ'd, what creatures 

ſt am d: b 
What inſects cheriſh'd, that thy God is blam'd? 
When pain'd with hunger, the wild Raven's 
breod | 191 
Loud calls on Gad, importunate for ſuod: 
Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarſe re- 


Ze. ; | 
Ind ſills the clamour of the craving neſt ? 
Who in the ſlupid Oftrich has ſubdued 195 
A parent's care, and fond ix quietude ? 
Vhilafar ſhe flies, her,ſcacter'd eggs are found, 
_ Witbcu: au owner, on the ſandy ground; 


180 + 
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And borrow life from an i- dulgent fey : 


: 


Caſt cut on fortune, they at mercy lie, | 


— 


Gives all his colours,” and adorns the day: 


, 200 
Adopted by the ſun. in blaze ot day, f 


They ripen under his prolific ray. 
Unmindful ſbe, that ſome unhappy tread 
ay crufh her young in their neglected bed. 
\\ hat time ſhe ſkims along the field with ſpeed, 
*he ſcorns the rider, and purſzing ſteed. 20f 

How rich the Peacock ! what. bright glories run 
From plume to Heme and vary in the ſun! 
He proudiy {preads them to the golden ray, 

216. 
With ccmſcions ſtate the ſpacious round diſplays, 
And ilowly moves amid the waving blaze. 

Who taught the Hawk to find, in'featons' wiſe, 
Perpetuai ſummer, ana a change of ſkies? 
When clouds deform the year ſhe mounts the 

wind, / 21 
3hnots to the Tonth, nor fears the ſtorm bebing 7 
The tun returning, the returns again, * 
Lives in his beams and leaves ill days to men. 
i hough flrong the Hawk, though pradtis“d 
| well to fly, | 
An Eagle drops her in a lower ſky; 
An Eagle, when, deſerting human ſig" t, 
She ſeeks the fun in her unweary'd flight: 
Did thy command her yellow pinion hit, 
So high in air, and fet her on the cliſt, j 
Where far above ty world ſhe dwells alone, 225 
and proudly makes the ſtrength of rocks her 
own; | 
Thence wide o'er nature takes her dread ſurvey, 
And with a glance predeſtinates her prey? 
She feaſts her young with blood; and, hovering 
o'r | | 0 
Th" unflaaghter*d hoſt, enjoys the promis d gore. 
Knbw'ſt Thou how many nroons, by Me ai 
ſign'd, 4 I 
Roll o'er the mountain Got, and foreſt Hi 


229 


od, 


4 While pregnant they a mother's toad ſuſt: in? 


They bend in anguiſh, and caſt forth their pain, 
Hale are their young, from human frailtics freed; 
Walk unſuſtain'd, and unaffiſted freed; 235 
They live at once; ſorſake the dam's warm fide; 
Take the wide world, with nature for their guide; 
Bound o'er the lawn, or fer k the diſtant glade; 
And, find a home in eack delightful ſhade. 240 


Will ch' tall Reem, which knows no Lord 
but Me, 


Low at the «rib, and aſk an alms of thee ? 


Submit his unworn ſhoulder to the yok e. 
Break the fliff clog, and o'er thy furrow ſmoke? 
Since great his ſtrength, go truſt, him, void of 
care; | 245 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year; 2 
Bd him bring home the ſeaſons to thy doors, 
And caſt his toad among thy gather'd Rores, 


Diaſt thou from ſervice the ild- Afs diſcharge, 

And break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 
| 10 250 
Through the wide waſte, his ample mauſion, 
roam, 

And loſe himſelſ in his unbounded home ? 
By nature's hand magnificent) ted, 
His'meal is on the ravge of mountains ſpread ; 
As ia pure air aloft he bounds along, 


„ 


Y 0UNG's 
He fees in diſtant ſmoke the city throng ; 


Conſcious of freedom, ſcorns the ſmother'd train, 
Ide threatening driver, and the ſervile rein. 


Survey the warlike Horfe! didſt Thou inveſt ; 
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Their ſedgy boſoms his wide couch are made, 
And groves of willows give him all their ſhade. 
His eye drinks Jordan up, when fir'd with 
drought, | 


With thunder his robuſt diſtended cheſt 260 He truſts to turn its current down his throat; 


No {-uſe of ſear his dauntleſe ſoul allays 
Ti- dreatful to behold his noftrits blaze ; 
To paw. the vale he proudly takes delig t, 
And triumph in the fulneſs of his might; 
High-rais'd he ſnufls the battle from afar, 265 
And burns to piunpe amid the raging wer; 
And mocks st death, aud throws his feam 
around, 

Ard in a ſtorm of fury ſhakes the ground. 

How does his firm, his riſing hcart, advance 
Full on the brandiſh'd ſword, and maken lance; 
While bis fix'd eye- balls meet the dazzling ſhield, 
Goze, and return the lightning of the field ! 

ſe links the ſenſe of pain in generous pride, 
Nor feels the ſhaft that trembl-s in his .de; 
But ncighs tothe ſhrill trumpet's dreadful blaſt 
Till death; and when he groans, he groan» Ins 


In le ſLn'd wares it creeps along the plan: 3.1 
He ſtuksa river, and he thirſts again. 
Go to the Nile, and, from its fruitful fide, 
Caſt forth thy line into the ſwelling tide : 
With ſlender hair Lc viathan command, 325 
And ſtrerch his vaſtneſs on the loaded ſtrand. 
Wil he become Thy ſervant? Will he own 
Thy lor liy nod, and tremble at Thy frown ? 
Or with his (port amuſe thy leiſure day, 
And, bound in filk, with thy ſoft maidens play ? 
Shell pompous banhacts ſwell with ſuch a 
rz R 6 i 
And the bow! journey round his ample ſize ? 
Or the debating merchancs ſhare the prey, 
And various linibs to varises marts convey ? 
1hrough his ficm (cull what Acel its way can 
win ? 335 


laſt, 276 

But, fiercer fill, the lordly Lion talks, 

Grimly majeſtic in hs lonely walks; 

When round he glares, all kving creatures fly; 

He clears the deſart with His rolling eye” 280 

Say mortal, docs he rouſe at thy command, 

And roar to Thee, and live upon thy hand ? 

Doſt thou ſor him in foreſts bend thy bow, 

And to his gloomy den the marſel throw. 

Where bent on death lic hid his tawny brood 285 

And couch'd in dreadful ambuſh, pant for blood; 

Or, ſtretch'd on broken limbs, conſume the day, 

In darknefs wrapt, and Number o'er theie prey ? 

By the pale monn they take their deſtin'd round, 

Ani laſh their fides, and furious tear the ground. 

Now fhricks and dying groans the deſart fill; 

They rage, they read; thcir ravenous jews diftil 

With crimfon ſoam; and, when the bapquet's 
o'er, 

They ſtride away, and paint their Neps with gore; 

In flight alne the ſhepherd puts his eraſt, 225 

And ſhudders at the talon in the duſt. 

Mild is my Beh moth, though large his frame; 
Smooth is his temper, and repreſt his flame, 
White unprovek'd. This native of the flood 
Lifcs his broad foot, and puts aſhore ſor ſood ; 300 
Earth f1iks beneath him, as he moves along 
16 leek the herbs and mingle with the throng. 
Sec with what ſtrength his harden'd leins are 

bound, 
All over proof and ſhut againſt a wound. 
Hew like a mountain cedar moves his taib! 305 
Nor can his complicated finews fail. 
Built high and wide, his folid bones ſurpaſs 
The bars of Neel ; his ribs are ribs of braſs ; 
His port majeſtic and his armed jaw | 
Give the wide foreſt, and the mountain, law. 30 
The mountains fced him; there the beaſts ad- 
mire 
The mighty ſtranger, and in dread retire, 
At length his greatneſs nearer they ſurvey, 
Graze in bis ſhadow; and bis eye obey. 


What forceful engine can ſubug his Kn? 

ly far, and live; tempt not hi- matchleſs might: 

The braveſt ſhrink to cowards in his ſight ; 

The, taſheſt dare not rouſe him up: Who then 

Shall turn on Me, among the ſons of men? 340 
Am | a debtor? Haſt thou ever heard 

Whence come the giits that.are on Me conferr'd ? 

My laviſh fruit a thouſand valleys fills, 


Earth, fea, and air, ali nature is my own ; 545 

and itars and ſun are duſt beneath my throne. 

And dar'ſt Thou with the World's great Father 

vye, 

Thou, who doſt tremble at my creature's eye? 
At ſull my lage Leviathan ſhall riſe, 

Boaſt all his ſtrength, and ſpread his wondrous, 


ſize. | 350 
Who, great in arms, e er ſtripp'd his ſhining 
mail, 


Or crown'd his triumph with a ſingle ſcale ? 
Whoſe heart ſuſtzins him to draw near? Behold, 
Deſtruction yawns ; his ſpaciaus jaws unfold, 
And, marſhal'd round the wide expanſe, diſcloſes 


| Teeth. edg'd with death, and crowding rows on 


rows : 356 
- What hideous fangs on either ſide ariſe ! 
And what a deep abyſs between them lies! 
Mete with thy lauce, and with thy piumbet 
ſound, g 
The one how long, the other how proſound 3 0 
His bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious foul, 
That clouds of {moke from his ſpread noſtrils roM, 
As from a furnace; and, when rous'dhis ire, 
Fate iſſues from his jaws in ſtreams of fire. 
The rage of tempeſts, and the roar of ſeas, 365 
Thy terron, this thy great Superior pleaſe; 
Strength on his ample ſhoulder fits in ſtate; 
His well-join'd limbs are dreadiully complete; 
His flakes of ſolid fle ſh are flow to parc; 
As fice] his nerves, as adamant his heart. 370 
When, late awak'd, he rears him from the 


g 


_ flougds, 
And, Qfiretching ſorth his ſtature to the clouds, 


The fens and marſhes ate his cool retreat, 318 
Hu noontide ſhelter from the burning heat; | 


| 2 0 2 


And Mine the herds that graze a thouſand hills: 
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Writhes in the ſun aloft the ſcaly height, 


And firikes the diſtant hills with tranſient light, 
Far round are fatal damps of terror ſpread - 375 
The Mighty fear, nor bluſh to own their dread. 

Large is his front ; and, when his burniſh'd 


eyes 
Lift their broad lids, the morning ſeems to riſe 
In vain may death in various ſhapes invade, 


The ſwift-wing d arrow, the deſcerding blade; 
His naked breaſt their impotence defics ; 381 


The dart rebounds, the brittle fauchion flies. 
Shut in himſelf, the war without he bears 8 
Saſe in the tempeſt of their rattlirg ſpears ; 


The cumber'd ſtrand their waſted vollies ſtrow ; 
His ſport, the rage and labour of the foe. 386 


His paſtimes like a cauld ron boii the flood, 
And blacken ocean with the riſing mud; 
The billows feel him, as he works his way; 


His hoary faotſteps ſhine along the fea ; 390 
The foam high-wrought with white divides the 


green, 

- And diſtant ſailors point where death has been. 
His lile earth bears not on her pacious face; 

Alone in nature ſtands his 8 race, 

For utter ignorance of fear renown'd, 305 

In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around : 

Makes every ſwoln, diſdainful heart, ſubſide, 

And holds dominion o'er the ſons of pride. 

Then the Chaldzan cas'd his labuuring breaſt, 
With full conviction of his crime oppreſt. 4c0 
Thou canſt accompliſh All things, Lord of 

Might: 
« And every thought is naked to Thy ſight. 
„ But, oh! Thy ways are wonderful, and lie 
Beyond the deepeſt reach of mortal eye. 
Oft have I heard of Thine Almighty Power; 
« But never ſaw Thee till this dreadful hour. 406 
« O'crwhelm'd with ſhame, the Lord of hfe-l 


ſee, 
% Abhor myſelf, and give my ſoul to Thee. 
Nor ſhall my weakneſs tempt Thine anger 
more : 
„Man is not made to queſtion, but adere.” 410 


— 


MISCELLANI ES. 


On MICHAEL ANGELO's famous 
Piece of the Cxvucirrxon ; | 


Who is ſaid to have fiabbed a perſon that he 
might draw it more naturally. 


HIL $T his Redeemer on his canvas 
dies, 

Stabb'd at his feet his brother weltering lies: 
The daring Artiſt, cruelly ſerene, 
Views the pale cheek and the diſtor ed mien; 
He drains off life by drops, and deaf to cries, 
Examines every ſpirit as it flies: | 
He ſtudies torment, dives in mortal woe, 


To rouze up Cvery Pang iepcats his blow ; | 
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| 


Each riſing agony, each dreadful grace, 

Yet warm tranſplanting to his Saviour's face. 
Oh glorious theft ! oh nobly wicked dranght ! 
With its full charge of death each teature fraught : 
Such wondrous force the magic colours boaſt, 
From his own {kill = ſtarts in horror loſt, 


— 


TO MR. ADDISON, 


ON 
THE TRAGEDY OF CATO, 


H A T do we ſee! is Cato then hecome 
A greater name in Britain chan in Rome? 
Does maukind nox admire his virtues more. 
Though Lucan, Horace, Virgil, wrote before? 
How will poltcrity this truth cxplain ? 
Cato begins to live in Anna's reign.“ 
The world's great chiefs, in council or in arms, 
Riſe in your lines with more exaited charms ; 
Il;uflrious deeds in diſtant nations wrought, 
And virtues by departed heroes taught. 
Raiſe in your ſoul a pure immortal flame, 
Adorn your life, and conſecrate your fame; 


To your renown all ages you ſubdue, 
| And Czlac fought, and Cato bled for you. 


HISTORICAL EPILOGUE 
TO THE BROTHREERESE 
& TT RASESD Th 


N Epilogue, through cuſtom, is your right, 
But ne ct perhaps was needful till this night: 
To-night the virtuous falls, the guilty flies, 
Gui!t's dreadful cloſe our narrow ſcene denies. 
In hiſtory's authentic record read 
What ample veryeance gluts Demctrius' ſhade ; 
Vengeance ſo great, that when his tale is tuld, 
With pity ſome ev'n Perſeus may behold. 
Perſeus ſurviv'd, indeed, and fil\'d the throne, 
But ceaſeleſs cares in conqueſt made him groan : 
Nor reign'd he long; from Rome {wilt thunder 
flew. 
And headlong from his throne the tyrant threw ; 
Thrown headlong down, by Rome in triumph 
led, 
For this night's deed bis perjur'd boſom bled: 
His brother's ghoſt each moment made him ſtart, 
And all his father's anguiſh rent his heart. 
When, rob'd in black, his children round him 
kung, 
And their raig'd arms in early ſorrow wrung ; 
The younger ſmil'd, unconſcious of their woe; 
At which thy tears, O Rome ! brgan to flow ; 
So ſad the ſcene } What then muſt Perſeus feel, 
To fee Jove's race attend the victor's Wheel: 
To ſee the ſla ves of his worſt focs increaſe, 
From ſuch a fource !—Aan emperors embrace! 
He ſicken'd ſoon to death; and what is worſe, 


| 


He well d:;ferv'd, and felt, the coward's curſe; 


% 
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Unpity'd, ſcorn'd, inſulted his laſt hour, 
Far, far from home, and in a vaſſal's power: 
Ei pale check reſted on bis ſhameful chain, 
No friend to mourn, no flatterer to feign ; 

No ſuit retards, no comſort fooths his doom, 
And not one tear bedews a monerch's tomb. 
Nor ends it thus—dire vengeance to complete, 
His ancient empire falling ſhares his fate: 

Wis throne forgot | his weeping country chain'd ! 
Ani nations aſk—where Alcyvauder reign'd. 

As public woes a prince's crime purſue, 

So public bicſhngs are his virtue's due. 

Shout, Britons, ſhout—auſpicious fortune bleſs! 
Aud cry, Long live — Our tiile to ſucceſs l . 


A LETTER TO MR. TICKELL. 
OCCASIONED 
BY THE DEATH OF THE RIGHT HON. 
JOSEPH ADDISON, Eq. 1719. 


« — Tu nunc cris alter ab illo.” VirG. 


LONG wich me in Oxford groves confin'd, 
In ſocial arts and ſacred fricndſhip join'd; 

Fair Iſis' ſorrow, and fair Iis* boalt, 
Loſt from her ſide, but fortunately loſt ; 
1hy wonted aid, my dear companion! bring, 5 
Aud teach me thy departed ſriend to ſing : 
A darling theme! once powerlul to infpire, 
And now to melt, the Muſes mouruful choir : 
Now, and now firſt we freely dare commend 
His modeſt worth, nor ſhall our praiſe offend. 10 

Early he bloom'd amid the learned train, 
And raviſh'd Iſis liſten'd. to his ſtrain, 
See, ſee, ſhe cry'd, old Maro's Muſe appears, 
Wak'd from her lumber of two thuuſand years: 
Her finiſh'd charms to Addiſon ſhe brings, '15 
Thinks in his thought, and in his number fings, 
All read trauſported his pure claſſic page; 
Read, and forget their ciimate and their age. 

The State, When now his riſing fame was 

known, . 
Tl” uncival'd genius challeng'd for her own, 20 
Nor would chat one, for ſcenes of action ſtrong, 
Should let a life evaporate in ſong. 
As health and ſtreugth the brighteſt charms diſ- 
penſe, 

Wit is the bloſſom of the ſoundeſt ſ:nſe : 
Vet tew, how few, with lofty thoughts inſpir'd, 
With quickneſs pointed, and with rapture fir'd, 
lu conſcious pride their uwn importauce find, 
Blind to themſelve>, as the hard world is blind ! 
Wit they eſteem a gay but worthleſs power, 
The flight amuſement of a leiſure huur; 30 
Unmindful that, conceal'd from vulgar eyes, 
Majeſtic Wiſdom wears the bright diſguiſe, 

Poor Dido fondled thus, with idle joy. 
Dread Cupid, lurking in the Trojan boy; 
Lightly ſhe toy'd and trifled with his charms, 35 
And knew not that a god was in her arms. 

Who greateſt excellence of thought could boaſt, 
In ation, too, have been diſtinguiſh'd moſt : 

is Sommers knew, and Addifon ſent forth 
From the malignant regious of the North, 40 
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To be matur'd in more indulgent ſkies, . 
Where all the vigour of the ſoul cau riſe; 


| Through warmer veins where ſprightiier ſpirits 


run, * 
And ſenſe enliven'd ſparkles in the ſun. | 
With ſecret pain the prudent patriot gave, 45 
The hopes of Britain to the rotting wave, 
Anxious, the charge to all the ſtars reſigu d, 
Aud plac'd a confidence in ſea and wind. 
Auſonia ſoon receiv'd her wondering gueſt, 
| And equal wonder in her turn conſeſs'd, 50 
To ſee her fervours rival'd by the pole, 
Her luſtre beaminy from a northern aul: 
in like ſurprize was her Zneas Joſt, 
To find his picture grace a ſoreigu coaſt. 
Now the wide field of Europe he ſurveys, 55 
Compares her kings, her thrones and empires 
weighs, 
In ripen d judgment and conſummate thought: 
Great work! by Naſfau's favour cheaply - bought, 
He now returns to Britain a ſupport, = 
Wiſe in her ſenate, graceful iu her court; 60 
and, when the public welfare would permit, 
he jource of learning, and the ſoul of wit. 
Q Warwick ! (whom the Muſe is ſond to name, 
And kiudles conſcious of her future theme) 
O Warwick! by divine contagion bright! 65 
How early didft thou carch his radiant light ! 
By him inſpir'd, how fhine before thy time, 
And leave thy years, and leap into thy prime 
On ſome warm bank, thus, ſortunately born, 
A roſe-bud opens to a ſummer's morn, 
Fujl-blown ere noon her fragrant pride diſplays, 
And ſuews th' ahundance of her purple rays. 
Wit, as her bays, was once a batten tree; 
We now, ſurpriz d, her ſruitſul brauches ſce ; 
Or, orange-like, till his auſpicious time 
t grew indeed, but ſhiver'd in our ciime ; 
He frſt the plant to richer gardens led, 
| and fix'd, indulgent, in a warmer bed: 
The nation, pleas'd, enjoys the rich produce, 


And gathers from her ornament her uſe. 80 
When looſe irum public cares the grove he 
ſought, 


And fill'd the leiſure interval with thought, 

The various labours of his caſy page, 

A chance amuſcment poliſh'd half an «ge. 
Beyond this truth old Bards could ſcarce invent, 
Who durſt to frame a werld by accident, 

What he has ung, how early, and how well, 
The | hames ſhall boaſt, and Roman Liber tell. 
A glory more ſublime remains in ſtore, 

Since ſuch his talents, that he ſung no more. 90 


No ſuller proof of power th' Almighty gave, 
Making the ſea, than curbiug her proud wave. 


Nought can the genins of his works tranſcend, 
But their fair purpoſe and important end; 
To rouze the war for injur'd Europe's laws, 93 
To ſteeithe patriot in great Bruuſwick's cauſe ; 
With virtue's charms to kindle ſacred love, 
Or paiut th' eternal buwers ef bliſs above, | 
Where hadſt thou room, great Author ! where to 

ro!l : : 

The mighty theme of an immortal ſoul ? 


100 
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Through paths unknown, unbeaten, whence 
were bronght il 
Thy proofs fo ſtrong for immateria! thought ? 
One let me join, all ot er may excel, 
„% How could a mortal eſſence think fo well?“ 
But why fo large in the Great Writer's praiſe ? 
More loſty ſubjects ſhould my numbers raiſe ; 
In him (illuſtrious rivalry !) contend „ 8407 
The ſtateſman, patriot, chriſtian, and the friend 
His glory ſuch, it borders on diſgrac | _ 
To ſay he ſung the beſt of human race. 310 
In joy once joiu'd, in ſorrow now for years, 
Partner in grief, and brother of my tears, 
Ticke!l accept this vezſe, thy mournſul due; 
Thou farther ſhalt the ſacred theme purſue ; 
And, as thy ftrain deſcribes the matchleſs man, 
Thy life ſhall ſecond what thy Muſe began. 116 
Though ſweet the numbers, though a, fire divine 
Dart ti rough the whole, and burn in every line, 
Who ſtrives not for that excellence he draws, 
Is ſtain d by fame, aud ſuffers from applauſe. 120 
But bafte to thy illuſſrious teſk ; prepare 
The noble work well truſted to thy care, 
The giſt bequeath'd by Addiſo 's command, 
To Craggs made ſacred by his dying hand. 
Collect the labours, join the various rays, 125 
The ſcatter'd light in one united blaze; 
Then bear to h m ſo true, ſo truly lov'd, 
In life diu inguiſh'd, and in death approv'd, 
Th' immortal legacy. He hangs a-while 
In generous anguiſh o'er the glorious pile; 130 
With anxious pleaſure the known page reviews, 
And the dear pledge with falling tears bedews. 
What though thy tcars, pour d o'cr thy godlike 
5 friend, 
Thy other cares for Britain's weal ſuſpend ? 
Think not, O Patriot! while thy eyes o'crflow, 
Thoſe cares ſuſpended for a private woe; 
Thy Jovz ta him is to thy country ſhuwn , 
He mourns for her, who nivurns for .\ddiſon. 
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REFLECTIONS 


ON THE PUBLIC SITUATION OF THE KINGDOM. 


INSCRIBFD TO a 
THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE. 


TTOULKES! immortal in far more than ſame 

1 Be thou iltuſtfious in fer more than power. 
Great things are ſmall when greater riſe to view. 
Though flation'd high, and preſs'd with public 

cares, 

Diſdain not to peruſe my ſerious ſong, 5 
Which peradveuture may puſh by the world: 
Of a ſcw moments rob Britannia's weal, 
And leave Eutopa's counſels leſs mature! 
For thou att noble, and the theme is great. 


Nor ſhall or Europe or Britannia blame 10 


Thine abſent ear, hut gain by the delay. 

Long vers'd in ſenates and in cabinets, 

States intricate demands aud high debates ! 

As thou of uſe to the, ſo this to thee; 

And iu a point that epi. far outweighs, Is | 


\ » 


| That ſar outweighs 270 Europe's thrones in one. 
Let greatneſe prove its title to be great. 

"Tis power is ſupreme perogative to ſtamp 

On others“ minds an imaye of its own, 

Bend the ſlrone influence of high place, to ſtem 20 

| The ftrcam that weeps away the country's weat: 
The Stygian ſtrcam, the torrent of ovy yuilt, ; 
Far as thou may'ſt. give life to virtue's cauſe; 

; Let not the tics of perſonal regard. 

! Betray the nation s truſt to feeble hands : 25 
Let not fomeuted flanies of private pique 

Prey on the vitals of the public good : 

Le: not our ſtrects with blaſphemies reſound. 
Nor lewdneis whiiper where the laws can reach : 
Let not beſt l We, the wiſdom of our ſire:, 30 

Turn ſatires on their ſuhk degecerate ſons, 

The baſtards of their blood } and ſerve no point 
But, wich more emphaſis to call them fools: 

Let not our enk cnormities unhinge 
Britania's welfare irom divine ſupport. 35 
Such deeds the miniſter, the prince, adorn ; 
No power is ſhown but in ſuch deeds as thelc : 

All, all is impotence but acting right ; 

And-where's the ſtateſman but would ſhew his 

power ? | | 

To prince and people thou, of equal zeal! o 

Be it henceforward but thy ſecond care 

To grace thy country, and ſupport the throne 

Though th:s ſupported, tbat adorn'd fo well, 

A throne ſuperior cur firſt homage claims; 

To Cæſar's Cæſar our firſt tribute due; * ag 

A tribute which, unpaid, makes fpccious wrong 

Ard ſplendid facrilege of alt befide: 

liufirious followers; we muſt firſt be juſt ; 

And what ſo juſt as awe for the Supreme ? 

Leſs fear we rugged ruſſians of the north, 50 

Than Virtue'# weli-clad rebels nearer home ; 

I. L Loyola's diſguis'd. all- aping ſons, 

Than traters lurking in or appetites ; 

Leſs all the legions Seine and Tagus fend, 

Than unrein'd paſſions ruſhing on our peace: 

Yon' ſavage mountaineers are tame to thele. 

Againſt thoſe rioters ſend forth the Jaws, 

And break to reaſon's yoke their wild careers. 
Prudence for all things points the proper hour, 

Though ſome {erm more importunate and great. 

Though Britain's generous views: and intereſts 

ſprcM | 

Beyond the narrow circle of her ſhores, 

And their grand entries make on diſtant lands; 

Though Britain's genius the wide wave beſtrides, 

And, like a vaſt Coloſſus, towering ſtands 65 

With one foot planted on the continent ; 

Yet be not wholly wrapp'd in public cares, 
Though ſuch high cares ſhould call as call'd of 
late ; ( 

The cauſe of kings and emperors adjourn, 
| And Europe e little balance drop a while; 7® 
| For greater drop it: ponder and adjuſt 

The rival intereſts and contending claims 
Of life and death, of now and of for-ever ; 
Sublimeſt theme ; and needſul as ſublime, 
Thus great Eliza's oracles renown'd, 74 
Thus Wallingham and Raleigh (Britain's boaſts 9 
Thus c very ſtateſman thought chat ever h d. 


In 


„ == UZ0hRQR9n oral 7 < > > > > 


0 


1 
9 


/ 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 287 


There" sinf tration in a ſable hour, 
And death approach. makes politicians wiſe, 


When, thunderfiruck, that cagle Wolſey ſell; ] Which, lifted from an haneſt, 


When royal favour, as an ebbing fea, 

Like a leviathan, his grandeur teſt, 

Hs paſping gran der naked on the ſtrand, 
Nihech of human, doubtful of divine, 


And leſs like gods fit manarchs en their thrones, 
What arm can want or ſine ws or ſucceſs, , 141 
heart, deſcends, 
With all the weight of Britiſh wrath, to cleave 
The p*pal mitre, or the Gallic chain, 

At every ſtroke, and fave a finking land? 143 
Or death or victory muſt be reſfolyv'd ; 


Alilance z no more wallowing in his wealth, 3; To dream 'of Ut l. O how tame ! WY mad ! 


Sgout ing proud foams of infolence no more, 


Ca what, then, ſmute his heart} uncardina.'d, 


And funk beneath the level of a man? | 
on the grand article, the ſum of things ! 


The point of Se firtt magnitude that point | 


Tubes mounted in à court, but rarely reach; 
some pointed clad fil intercepts their fight. 


0 


Where, o'er black deeds the crucifix ditp!ay'd 
Fools think heaven purchas,d by the blood they 


med; 


* 


90 | Nor ſimple death 1 where they the greateſt ſaints 
Who moſt ſubdue all teaderneſs of heart; 
Students ih törtuté! where, in zeal to him, 


Fick right to Judge 3 chen chuſe; then dee. Whoſe darling title is The Prince of Peace, 


vere, ' 
Stealaſt. avif.a erben or miſtreſs cad 
There, thefe are politics will ſtand the wi 
When finer pohties their maſters ſting, 


The beſt turn'ruthilefs butchers: for our lakes 158 
To (We u, in A World they recommend. Fr 

95 and yot forbear, themſelves with earth content : 
What modeſty !—ſach virtues Rome adorn ! 8 


4 


And (i teſmen Fain would ſhriuk to common And chicfly thoſe who Rome's ſirſt honours wear, 


men. 
Theſe, theſe are politics will anſwer now, 


go 
(When common men would fain to ſtateſmen | An ſhaft a Pöpe- bred princeling crawl athore, 


ſwelt) | 
Beyond a  Machiitvel's or Tencin's 7 eme. 
All ſafety reſts on honeſt couanlcls : fe 


In peace rever'd, or terrible in arms, 
Cloſe-leagned wirh an invincible ally, | 
Which honeſt couufeis never fail to fix 


In fivour of an un handon'd lavd ; {5005 


Aland— hat ffarts'at ſuch a fand as this, 
A parliament, fo principled, will fink | 
All ancient ſchools of empire in difgta ace, 
And Britain's glory, rißing from the Tr 


Will pill the world, loud Fame's ſuperiot fong. . 1 ants, who 2 2 * 
Britain that "word pronounc d is an alarm; N "crown 1” 


tog 
Nr . f ſavage was his brather-robber”s nurſe, 


1 10 Britain! "high favour'd of indulgent heaven 


\ Whoſe name Atom Jeſus, and whoſe hearts from 
| hell!? I 


* 
. 


R. plete with venom, guiltleſs of a ſting, 


10% and whiſtle cut-chroats, with thoſe ſwords that 


= _. 


Immorralize the ſtateſman, bl. fs the ſtate, | 
Make the prince triumph. and the people Imile ; | To cut his Paſſage to the Britiſh throne. ? 


* ſcrap'd ' 
| 'Their batten rocks ſor wretched fuſtenance, 


one that has fuck din malice with his 1 rol, 
Malice to Britain, Liberty and Truth 


IN 


The howſ. og, nur le of 110 plubdering, Romulus, 
Ere yet far Chef ch tha 


Hail to the brave be Britain Britain ſtill: 


1 
# 


a 


Nature's Wc tc gh of the deep! 
>] The. nurle & of mgr 


I v'#tms the blodd though frozen in war veins ; | Supreme in commerce | that exuberant ſource x75 
Awakes the ſoul, and ſends ber to the field, 115 Ol * calth. Ov of war; ol wealth, the 


Fnamour d Gt the glorious face of death. 
Britain — there's noble magic in the found. 
O what ilfuſtrious images ariſe! 


„ bib, i by 
[The circlihg current in a fation}s veins, Ty 
ro ſer high loom on the fair face of peace! 


on 


Embattled, ound me, blaze the pomps. of war! This once (6 celebrated ſeat ol power, 5 


Zy ſea, by land. at home, in foreign climes, 120. From which. ſcap'd the mighty Cæſar tri- 
What full-blown laute ls o onr lathers“ brows! 5 umphed!. 13 


Te radiant trophies ! and imperial ſpoils f f 


Ye lcenes !—aſtoniſhing to moderh ſight - 
Let me. at leaſt, enjoy yoh in xUrcam, 


Why vaniſh ? Stay, ye godlike Arangers ! 5 


Of Gallic Klizs this eternal blaſt! [ 

This tetrör bf armadas ! his true bolt 
| Ethertal-temper'd, to repreſs the vain 
Salmonesan thunders ſrom the papal chair! 


Strangers 1I—1I1 wrong my county men Ar. This ſmall iſle, wide-realm'd monarchs eye. with 


wake 7 


High beats the pulſe : the noble pulſe of war 


awe! 
Which ſays to their ambition's ſoaming waves, 


Beats to that ancicut meaſure, "thit grind march | hus far, nor farther ”'—Let her hold, in life, 
Which then 8 d, when Britain higheſt, ſoar'd, Nought Aar digoin'd from freedom and renown; 


And every. battle paid for heroes Hain. 


I 30 Renown, our anceſtors” great legacy, 


No more our great fore-fathers Nai, our cheeks 4 To be tranſmiĩtted to their lateſt ſons. 1 1 
With bluſhes + their renown our ſtiamie f fo mare | By thoughgs inglorious, and un-Bcitiſh d-eds, 


In milifaty gard,” and ſudden ars. 
Up tarts Old Britain; eroſiers ace laid by; 


Their caucel'd will is impiouſly profan'd, 
Inhumahly diſturb'd theit facred duſt. 


Trade wields the (word: and -gricuttuce [caves | Their ſacred duſt with recent laurels crown, 


Her half-turn'd furrow': other Harveſt fire 

A noble avarice, avarice of renown.! 

4nd laurels are the growth cf eveiy field. 
Gſtane courts is our cummotiva felt ; 3 


136 By your own valour won. This facred iſle, 195 
I Cut from the continent, that world of flaves, 

|| This temple built by heaven's peculiar care, 
in a recels from the contagious world, 


By giving, not ſupporting, pains and death! 130 


165 


Japan harbour'd there. 170 


4 Ly 
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With ocean pour'd around it for its guard. 


, to liberty, | 200 


And dedicated, lon 
firengeh. that bloom, of civil 


That health, that 
We'? 

This temple of ſlill more divine; of faith 

Sifted from errors, purify'd by flames, 


4 


Like gold, to take anew [ruth's heavenly ſtamp, 


And (riſing both in luſtre aud in weight) 285 
With her bleſs d Maſter's unmaim'd image ſhine; 
Why ſhould ſhe longer droop ? why longer at 
As an accomplice with the plots of Rome? 
Why longer lend an edge to Borrhon's word, 
And give him leave, among his daſtard troops, 
To muſter that ſtrong ſuccour, Albion's crimes ?, 
Send his ſelf- impotent ambition ad. 
And crown the conqueſt of her fierceſt Ipes? 
Where are her ſocs moſt fatal? ,Blyſhin Truth, f 
* In her friends“ vices,” —wrh a — 7 
Empire on virtue's rock unſhaken ſtagds ; | 
Flux as the billows, when in vice diſſulv'd. 
If heaven reclaims us by the ſcourge,of War, 
What thanks are due to Paris a Rad * 
Would they a revolution? Aid their / aim, 220 
Eut de the revolution —in our heart? 
Would'ſt thou (whoſe hand is at the helm) the 
TT oO: yo frgg £46 Kal 
The ſhaken bark of Britain, ſhould ovt-ride 
The preſent blaſt, and every future form? 
Give it that balaſt which alone has weight 225 
With Him whom wind, and waves, and war, 


| obey. WO 
Perſiſt. Ae others ſubt'e > "thay be wiſe ; 
Above the Florentine's coutt-ſcience raiſe; 
Stand forth a patriot of the moral world; 
The pattern, and the patron, of the juſt,: 
Thus ſtrengthen Britain's military ſtrength 
Give its uwn terror to the ſword ſhe draws. 
Aſk jou.“ What mean [ ile, moſt obvious 

trutb; I ot HCY | 

Armies and fleets alone ne'er wan the _, TROW 
When our proud arms are once diſarm'd, diſarm'd 
Of aid from Him by whom the mighty fall ; 235 
Of aid from Hit by whom the feeble ſtand,; 
Who takes away the kteneſt edge of battle, 
Or gives the ſword. commiſſion to deſtroy ; 2 
Who blaſts, or bids the martial laure} bloom—240 
Emaſculated, then, moſt mayly might 
Or, though the might remains, it nought avails: 
Then wither' d weakneſs foils the linewy arm 
Of man's meridian and high-a&arted power: 
Our naval thunders, and our tented ficlds 245, 
With travel'd banners fanning ſouthern climes, 
eit This; nnd. moors un 


When heap'd the meaſure of a kingdom's crimes, 

The prince moſt dauntleſs, the firſt plume of war, 

By ſuch bold inroads into foreign lands, 230 

Sick elongation of our armaments, 

But firetches out the guilty nation's neck, 

While heaven commands her executioner, 

Some leſs abandon'd nation, to diſcharge 

Het full-ripe vengeance ina final blow, 2 35 

And tell the world, * Not ſtrong is human ſtrengtb; 

« And that the proudeſt empire holds of heaven. 
O Britain ! often reſcued, often crowu'd, 

Beyond thy merit aud moſt ſauguine hopes, 


—_ 


Younc's Potts, 


I 
And higher charges the ſuſpended ſtorm. 


230 


ry 
0 646 
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L 
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| Though fene 


With all that's great in war, or ſweet in peace ! 
Know, from what ſource thy ſignal, hleſſings flow 
Though bleſs'd with ſpirits ardent in the field 4 
| hongh cover*d various 9ccans; with thy fleets, 
enc'd. with rocks, and moated by the 
main, 5 N 
* repoſe in a ſar ſtronger guard; 295 
in Him, who thee, though naked, could defend; 
Though weak, could ſlrenghten; ruin d, could 
N reſtore... wr SSD RET 
How oft, to tell what arm deſends thine iſle, 
To guard her welfare, and yet. check her. pride, 
Have the winds ſnatch'd the victory from war? 
Or, rather, won the day, -when war Agtpair'd ? 


How. oft has providential ſuccour aw'd, . . 


x * 


Struck dead all confidence in human, aid, 

ell may we tremble now, what manners 
Would ſhock too much ? Kind heaven ! ave 
Heaver's, half-bar'd arm of vengeance, has been 
| rave JIG 


Aw'd while it bleſs'd us, conſcious of our guilt; 
. i, is ; : : . 
fog, while we triumph'd, made us tremble too! 
un; reign ? AP ob: 7 ii i 
But wherefore aſk we, when a true reply. 
WARE 1 -' Þ Be ns WW 
iofe ſatal nature might reply too plain 

way $23.9 TY 11 . 

In northern, ſkies, and pointed to the ſouth. 280 


. * : 


Vengeance delay'd but. gathers and ſer ments 
More formidably blackens in the wind, 
Brews deeper draughts of unrelenting wrath, , 

; 4-206 
„That public vice  porrends a public fall” | 


4 Is this conje qture of adventurous thought 


Or pious 8 pulpit-cuſhion'd dream; 
Fat from it. This is certain; this is fate. 
What ſays Experience, in her aw ſul chair 
Of ages, her authentic annals ſpread 
Around her ? What ſays Reaſon eagle-ey 
Nay what ſays Common Secſe 
why — at ern 
[Weighing events, and caufes, in ber ſcale? 
All give ove, verdict, one deciſion ſign; 293 
And this the ſentence Delphos could not mend. 
Whatever ſecondary props may riſe 
« From politics, to build the public peace, 
Cy The baſis is the manners of the land-. 
« When rotten theſe, the politician's wiles 300 
2 But ſtrugs le with deſtruction, as a child 
„With giants huge, or giants with a Jove. 
*The, ſtateſman's arts to conjure up a peace, 
Or military phantoms void of force, wit 
« But ſcare away the vultures for an hour; 305 
Th ſcent cadaverous (for oh] how rank 
The ſtench of profligates ! ) ſoon lures them 
back; al 2.4] 
© On the proud flutter of a Gallic wing 
Soon they return ; ſoon make their ſyil deſcent ; 
Soon glut their rage, and riot in our ruiff; 319 
Their idols grac'd and gorgeous with our ſpoils, 
*© Of univerſal empire ſure preſage 
«© Till tow repell'd by ſeas of Britiſh blood.” 
And whence the manners of the multitude ? 
The colours of their manners, black or fair, 
Falls from above ; from the complexion falls 
Of ftate Ochellos, or white, men in power: 


6 290 
ed? 
s With common 


Ard from the greater height example 


ä YOUNG'S POEMS, 239 


Greater the weight, and deeper its impreſs 
la tanks inferior, paſſive to the ſtroke : 329 


From the court-miat, of hearts the current coin, 


The pupil prelles, hut the pattern drives. 
What bonds then, bonds how manifo;d, and ſtrong 
To duty, double duty, are the great 
And are there 3amlousth :t can burſt them all? 325 
Yes; and great minds that ſtand in nced of none 
MV hoſe puile beats virtue, and whoſe generous 
blood a 
Aids mental motives to puſh on renown, 
In cu. ation of their glur.ous fires, 
From whom rolls down theconſecratcd ſtream 330 
deme tow goo. ſeeds in the glad people's hearts 
Some curſed tares, like Satan in the text: s 
This makes a for moſt fatal to the Rate 3 
A ſor who (like a wizard in his cell) 
In his dark cabinet of crooked Ichemes, 
Kelembling Cuma's gloomy grot, the forge 336 
Of boalled oracles, aud real nes, 
(Aided, perhaps, by {-cond-fizhted Scots, 
Freach Magi rclics riding polt from Rome, 
A Gothic heto riliug frum the dead, 340 
And chauging for. ſpruce plaid his dirty ſhroud, 
With juccour ſuit able from lower (till, 
A foe who, thee ceacurring tothe charm, 
Fxcites thuſe ſtorms that ſhall v'erturn che ſtate, 
Rend up her aucicnt honours by the root, 345 
And lay the boaſt of ages, the rever'd 
Of nations, the deur- bought with ſumleſs wealth 
And blood illuſtrious, (ſpite of her La Hogue, 
Her Crelleys, and Ler Blenheims) in the duſt. 
Ho muſt this ſtrike a horror through the 
brealt, 3-0 
Through every generous breaſt where honour 
reigns, 
Through every breaſt where honour claims 
ſhare | £ 
Yes, and through every breaſt of honour void ! 
This thought might animate the dregs ot men; 
Ferment them into ſpirit; give them fire 355 
To fight the cauſe, the lack opprobrious cauſe, 
Foul core of all! corruption at our hearts, 
What wreck of empire has the itrcam of time 
Swept with her vices, from the mountain heigiit 
Of grandeur, deifyd by haif mankind, 369 
To dark oblivion's melaacholy lake, 
Or flagrant iufamy s eternal brand! 
Thule names, at which ſurrounding nations 
ſhook, 
Thoſe names ador d. a nuiſance! or forgot! 

Nor this the caprice of a doubtful die, 356 
But nature's courſe; no ſiugle chance againſt it. 
For kuow, my 1.ord! tis writ in adamant, 

"Tis tixt, as is the baſis of the world, 

Whote kingdoms ſtand or fall by the decree. 

What law * eyes, lurpriz'd ?—Yet why ſur- 

priz'd !— 

For aid diviue the criſis ſeem'd to call, 371 

And how divine was the monition given ! 

As late | walk'd the night in troubled thought, 

My peace diſturb'd by rumours itom the North, 

Whye thunder o'er my head, portentous, roll d 

As giving ſignal of {ome ſtrange event, 376 

Aud ocean groan'd beucath for her he lov'd, 
Vor. VIII. 


| 


Albion the fair fo long his empire's.queen, 
Whoſe reign is, now, conteſted by ker focs, 
On her White cliffs (a tablet broad and bright, 
Strongly refle ctiug the pale lunar ray) 

By fate s own won pen | {aw it writ, 

And thus the titic ran: 


1 HE STATESMAN'S CREED. 


« * ſtates! and empires ] nor of empires 
eaſt, 
« Though leaſt in ſize; hear, Britain! thou 
whole lot, 
© Whoſe final lot, is in the balance laid, 
** Irreſolutely play the Coubtiul ſcales, 
Nor know'lt thou which will win. — Know 
then from me, 
« As govern'd well or ill, ſrates fink or riſe: 
« $ratc-m.nilters, as upright or corrupt, 399 
re balm or poiſon in a nation's veins 
Health or diltemper ; haſten or retard 
„ The period of her pride, her day of doom 3 
« And though, for rea/ons obvious to the wiſe, 
«© Tult Providence deals o:herwife with men, 395 
« Yet believe. Britons! nor too late believe, 
© 'Tis fix'd ! by Fate irrevocably fix d! 
« Virtue and Vice are empire's life and death.” 
Thus it is written Heard you not @ groan ? 
Is Britain on her deata-bcd ?—No, that groan 400 
Was utter d by her focs—Burt ſoon the ſcale, 
If this divine mouition is deſpis d, 
May turn againſt us. Read it. ye who rule! 
With reverence read; with ſtedfaſtneſ; believe; 
With courage act as ſuch bcliel inſpires z 405 
Then ſhall your glory ſtand like Fate's decree; 
Then ſhall your name in àadamaut be writ, 
In records that acty the tooth of time, 
By nations fav'd, reſounding your apjyaule. 
V: hile deep b:yond your n. onunicutꝰs pr-ud 
baſe, 
In black Oblivion's kennel, ſhall be trod 
i heir execrable names, who, high in power, 
and deep in guilt, moſt ominouſly ſhinz, 
(The meteors of the fate !} give Vice her head, 
To liccuſe ic vd let look the public rein; 45 
Quench every Ipark of conſcience in the land, 
nd triumph in ihe proflgate's applauſe: 
Or who to the fiſt bidde: tell their ſouls, 
Their country fell, ſeit all their fathers bought 
With funds exhauſted and exhauſted veins, 420 
To demons, by Ins Hol:nefs orvain'd / 
To propagate the goſpel-pcun d at Rome; 
Hawk's through the world by contecratcd bulls z 
And how itluttrated ?—by Snuthficld flames: 
Who plutyge (but Lot like Curtius, down the 
gu t, ” 425 
Down nariow- minded ſelf's voracious gulf, 
Which gapes aud ſwailows all they twore to ſaves 
Hate all that lifted heroes into gods | 
And hug the horrors of a vietur's chain: 
Of bodies politic that deſtin'd heil, 
luflicted here, fince here theit beings end; 430 
and fall trom foes derefted aud deſpiſ d, 
Un diſbelic vers of the ſtateiman's Creed. 
Note, here, my Lord (un noted yet it lies 
By moſt, or all) chetc trucks political 435 
= 
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serve more than public ends: this Creed of States 
Seconds, and irreſiſtibly ſupports,” 
The Chriſtian creed, Are you ſurpriz'd ?—At- 
tend; 
And on the ſtateſman's build a nohler name. 
This punctual juſtice exercis'd on ſtates, 
With which authentic chronicles abounds, 

« be men know, and therefore muſt believe; - 
is vengeance pour'd on nations ripe in gutt, 
Pour'd on them here, where only they exiſt, 

What is it hut an argument of ſenſe, 

Or rather demonſtration, to ſupport 

Our feeble faich—** That they who ſtates com- 
pole, 

* That men who ſtand not bounded by the grave, 

* Shall meet like meaiure-at their proper hour?“ 

For God is equal, ſimilarly deals 450 

With ſtates and perions, or he were not God ; 

V hat means a redirude immutable ? 

A pattern here of univerſal right. 

What, then ſhall reſcue an abandon'd man? 

Nothing, it is reply'd. Reply'd, by whom ? 

R- ply'd by politicians well as prieſts : 

Writ ſacred ſet aſide, mankind's own writ, 

The whole world's annals ; theſe pronounce his 


440 


445 


doom. 
Thus (what might ſeem a daring paradox) 
Evin polities advance divinity: 4 


True maſters there are better ſcholars here, 
Who travel hitory in queſt of ſchemes 
To govern nations, or perhaps oppreſs, 
My there ſtart truths that other aims inſpire, 
And, like Candace's eunuch, as they read, 465 
By Providence turn Chriſtians on their road. 
Digging for ſilver, they may ſtrike on gold; 
May be ſurpriz'd with better than they ſought, 
And entertain an angel unawares. 
Nor is Divinuy ungrateful found, 
As politics advance divinity, _ 
Thus, in return, divinity promotes 
True politics, and crownsthe ftateman's praile, 
All wiſdoms are but branches of the chief, 
And ſtateſmen found but ſhoots of honeſt men. 
Are this world's witchcraſts pleaded in excuſe 
For deviations in our moral line ? 
This, and the next world, view'd with ſuch an 


470 


eye | 
As fuits a ſtateſman, ſuch as keeps in view 
His own exalted ſcience, both conſpire 
To recommend and fix us in the right. 
If we reward the politics of heaven, 
The grand adminiſtration of the whole, 
What's the next world? A ſupplement of this : 
Without it, Juſtice is defective here; 41s 
- as to ſtates, defective as to men: 
f ſo, what is this world ? as ſurc as Right 
Sits in heaven's throne, a prophet of the next. 
Prize you the prophet -? then believe him too : 
His prophecy more precious than his ſmile. 49 
How comes it then t@ paſs, with moſt on earth, 
That this ſhould chaim us, that ſhould diſcom- 
4: __ i 29 | ; 
Long as the ſtateſman finds this caſe his own, 
80 long his politics are uncomplete ; a 
In danger he ; nor is the nation ſafe, 
But ſoon muſt rug his inauſpicious power. 


430 
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| Aſſume my ſeat in the Dictator's chair'? 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


What hence reſults? a truth that ſhowld re- 
ſound 

For ever awfal in Britannia's ear: 

© Religion crowns the ſtateſman and the man, 

© Sole ſource of public and of private peace. 

This truth all men muſt own, and therefore will, 

And praiſe and preach it tos :—and when that's 
done, 

Their compliment is paid, and 'tis forgot. 

What highland pole-axc half ſo deep can wound? 

But how dare I, ſo mean, preſume fo far? 

c6 

Pronounce, predict (as if indeed infpir'd), a 

Promulge my cen(ures, lay out all my throat, 

Tilt hoarſe in clamour on enormous crimes ? 

Two mighty columns rife in my ſupport; 

in their more awſul and authentic voice, 

Record profane and facred, drown the Muſe, 

Though loud, and far out-tareat her threatening 
ſong. 

Still 6 Holles ! ſuffer me to plead 

That I ſocak freely as I ſpeak to thee, 

Guilt only ſtartles at the name of guilt ; 

And truth, plain truth, is welcome to the wiſe. 


519 
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] hus what ſeem'd my preſumption + thy praiſe. 


Praiſe, and immorral praiſe, is Virtue's claim; 
And Virtue's ſphere is action: yet we grant 520 
Some merit to the trumpet's loud alarm, 

Whoſe clangor kind es cowards into men, 

Nor ſhall the verſe, perhaps, be quite forgot, 

Which talks of immortality, and bids, 

In every Britiſh breaſt true glory riſe, 525 

As now the warbling lark awakes the morn. 

To cloſe, my Lord | with that which al: ſhould 
cloſe 

And all begin, and ſtrike us every hour, 

Though no war Wak'd us, no black tempeſt 
frown'd.— 

The morning riſes gay; yet gayeſt morn 

Leſs glorious after night's incumbent ſhades ; 

Leſs glorious for bright Nature, rich array'd 

With golden robes, in all the pomp of noon, 

han the firſt ſeeble dawn of Moral day? 

Sole day, (let thoſe whom ſlateſmen ſerve attend) 

Though the ſun ripens diamonds for their crowns; 

Sole day worth his regard whom heaven ordains, 

Undarken'd, .to behold noon dark, and date, 

From the fun'l death, and every planet's fall, 

His all illuſtrious and eternal year; 840 

here ſtateſmen and their monarchs, names of 
awe 

und diſtance here) ſhall rank with common men, 

Yet own their glory never dawn d before. 
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YOUNG'S POEMS: 


ON DR. YOUNG'S TRANSLATION 
OF PART OF JOB. 
BY DR. COBDEN, 


T* E Poem which, originally great, 

Had long ſuſtain d poor Job s unhappy 
fare, 

Fallon from its grandeur, clad in mean array, 

And in the duſt of proſe ingloriors lay; 


Like him now ſhines, with former greatneſs | 


bleſt, 
Aud in its native majeſty: coufeſe d. 


EPITAPH * 
ON LORD AUBREY BEAUCLERK, 
IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY, 1740. 


HILST Britain boaſts her empire o'er the 
deep, l 
This marble ſhall compel the brave to weep: 
As men, as Britons, and as ſoldiers, mourn ; 
Tis dauntleſs Icyal, virtuous Beaucierk's urn. 
Sweet were his manners, *$ his ſoul was veat, 
Ard ripe his worth though immature his tate; 
Each tender grace that joy and love inſpires, 
Living, he mingled with his martial fres.:; 
Dyin,», he bid Britannia's thunders roar ; 
And Spain ſtill fclt him, when he breath'd no 
more. 


* 


FP p TTA 
AT WELWYN, HERTFORDSITRE, 


IF fond of what is rare, attend ! 
Here lies at! bone} man, 
Of perſe ct piety, 
Of lamblike patience, 
My friend, James Barker; 
To whom | gay this mean memorial, 
For what deſcrves the greateſt. 
An example 
Which ſhone through all the clouds of fortune, 
Induſtrious in low eſtate, 
The leſſon and reproach of thoſe above him. 
To lay this Uttle ſtone 
le my ambition; 
While others rear 
The poliſh'd marbles of the great ! 
Vain pomp ! 
A turf o'er virtue charms us more. 
„ 
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THE COMPLAINT: 


0 R, 


NIGHT-THOUGHTS. 


—— — 

PREFAGHK 

AS the occaſion of this Poem was Feal, not fie» 
titious; ſo the method purſued in it, was ra- 
ther impoſed, by what ſpontaneouſly aroſe in 
the author's mind on that occaſion, than me- 
ditated or deigned. Which will appear very 
probable from the nature of it. For it differs 
from the common mode of Poetry, which is 
from long narrations to draw ſhort morals. 
Here, on the contrary," the narrative is ſhort, 
and the morality ariſing from it makes the 
bulk of the Poem, 
the fats mentioned did naturaily par theſe 
moral reflections on the thought of the writer. 


NIGHT THE FIRST. 
ON 
LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY, 
T 0 
THE RIGHT. HON. ARTHUR ONSLOW, 
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IR'D Nature's (weet reſtorer, balmy Sep, 
He, like the world, his ready viſit pays 

Where Fortune ſmiles; the wretched he forlakes; 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe, 
And lights on lids unſullied with a tear, 

From ſhort (as uſual) and diſturb'd repoſe, ' - 
I wake : How happy they who wake no more ! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infeſt the grave. 
| wake, emerging ſrom a fea of dreams 
Tumultuous; where my wreck'd delponding 

thought, | 10 

From wave to wave of fanciet miſery, 
At random drove, her heim of reaſon loſt 
Chough now reftor'd, 'tis only change of pain, 
(A bitter change!) ſeverer for ſevere. 
Fhe Day too ſhort for my diſtreſs; and Night, © 
Ev'n in the zerith of her dark domain, 
Is ſunſhine to the colour of my fate. 

Ni, e, fable godieſs ! from her ehon throne, 
In raylcfs majeſty, now ſtretches. forth 
Her leaden ſceptre o'er a Jumberiag world. 20 
Silence, how dead! and darkneis, how profound ! 
Nor eye, nor ſiſtening ear, an object finds; 
Creation ſleeps. lis as the general pu le 
Of life ſtood ſtill, and nature made a pauſe; 
an awſul pauſe ! prophetic of her end. 2 
And let her prophecy be ſoon ſulfill'd ; 

Fate | drop the curtain; I can luſe no more. 
Silence and darkneſs ! ſo!'ema fifters | twins 
From ancient Night, who nurſe the tender 

thought ! 
To Reafun, and on Reaſon build Reſolve, 
(That columu of true majeſty in man) 
Aſſi me; J will thank you in the grave : 
2 P 2 
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The grave, your kingdom: There this frame 
ſhall fall 

A victim ſacred to your dreary ſhrine. 

But what are ye ?— 35 
Thon, who didſt put to flight 

Primzval Silence, when the morning ſtars, 
Exulting, ſhouted o'er the riſing bah; 

O Thou, W oſe word from ſolid darkneſs ſtruck 


foul ; AD 
My ſoul, which flies to Thee, her truſt, her trea- 
ſure, 


As miſers to their gold, while others reſt. 
Through this opaque of Nature, and of Soul, 

1 his double night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 

To lighten, and to chear. O lead my mind, 45 

CA mind that fain would wander from its woe) 

Lead it through various ſcenes of Life and 

Death ; 5. 

nd ſrom each ſeere, the nobleſt truths inſpire. 

Nor leſs inſpire my Conduct, than my ſong ; 

Teach my beſt reaſon. rezſon , my beſt will 50 

J ach tectitude; and fix my firm reſolve 

Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 

Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 

On this devoted head, be pour d in vain. 

The bell ſir xes One. We take no note of time 

But from its loſs T'o give it then a tongue, 

Is wiſe in man. As if an angel ſpoke, 

I feel the folemn ſound. If heard aright, 

It is the knell of my departed hours : 

Where are they? With the years beyond the 
flaod 60 


It is the ſignal that demands diſpatch: 
Flow much is to be done? My hopes and fears 
Start up alarm d and o'er liſe's narrow verge 
Lock down—On what ? a fathom eſs abyſs ; 
A dread eternity | how ſurely zine / 65 
And can eternity belong to me, 
Poor pe»lioner on the bounties of an hour? 
How poor, how 1ich, how abje&, how auguſt, 
How complicate, how wonderfut, is man 
How paſſing wonder He, who made him ſuch ! 
Who centred in our make ſuch ſtrange extremes 
From different natures marvelouſly mixt, 
Connexion exquiſite of diſtant worids 
Diſtinpuiſh'd link in Being's endleſs chain! 
Midway from Nothing to the Dc ity ! 75 
A beam ethereal, ſully d, and abſorpt ! 
"Though ſnlly'd and diſhonour d. ſtill divine! 
Dim minature of greatneſs akfolute ! 
An heir of glory! a frail child of duſt ! 
Helplcſs immortal! inſe ct infinite! 80 
A worm ! a god !—l tremble at myſelf, 
And in myſeif am loſt ! at home a ſtranger, _ 
bought wanders up and down, ſurpriz'd, aghaſt, 
And wondering at her own ; H-.w reaſon reels! 
O what a miracle to man is man, 85 
Triumphantly diftreſs'd ! what joy, what dread ! 
Alternately tranſported, and alarm d! 
What can preſerve my life] cr what deſtroy ! 
An angel'sarm can't preſerve me from the grave; 
Legions of angels can't confine me there. go 
Lis paſt conjecture ; all riſe in proof: 


While o'er my limbs flecp's ſoft dominion ſpread, 
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That ſpark, the ſun; ſtrike wiſdom from my | 


What thongh my ſoul fantaſtic meaſures trod 
O'er fairy fi-1ds; or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathleſs woods: or, down the craggzy Beep 
Hurb'd headlong, ſwam with pain the mantied 
pool ; 
Or ſcal'd the cliff; or danc'd on hollow winds, 
With antic ſhapes, wild natives cf the brain? 
Her ceaſelefs flight, though devious, ſpeaks her 
nature 
Of ſubtler eſſence than the trodden clod ; 100 
Active, aerial, towering, urcorfin'd, 
Uyſerter d with her groſs companions fall. 
Fv'n ſilent night proclaims my foul immortal: 
Fv'n ſilent night proclaims eternal dy. 
For human weal. heaven huſbands ail events ; 
Dull ficep in!truRs, nor ſport vein Creams in vain, 
Why then their loſs deplore. that are nor loft ? 
Why u anders wretched thought their tombs 
around, 
In inſidel diſtreſs? Are Angels there? 
Slumbers rak'd up up in duſt, ethereal fire? 110 
They live! they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindſed. uncenceiv'd; and from an eye 
Of tenderneſs let heavenly pity fall 
On me, more juſtly number'd with the dead. 
This is the deſert, this the ſolitude ; Its 
How-popu ous, how vital. is the grave! 
This is crration's melancholy vault, 
The vale ſunereal, the ſad cypreſs gloom ; 
The land of apparitions, empty ſhades ! 
All, all on earth, is Shadow, al! beyond 120 
ls Subſtance ; the ce verſe is folly's creed : 
How lolid all, where change ſhall be no more! 
This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, the veſtibule; 


| Life's theatre as yet is ſhut, and death, 12 


Strong death, alone can heave the maſſy bar, 

This grofs impediment of clay remove, 

And make us embryo's of cxiſtence free, 

From real life, but little more remote 

Is he, not yet a candidate for light, | 130 

The future embryo flumbering in bis fire. 

Embryos we « uſt be till we burſt the ſhell, 

Yon ambient azure ſhell, and ſpring to life, 

1 he life of gods, O tranſport ! and of man. 

Yet man, ſool man! here buiics all his 

thoughts; 135 

Inters ccleſtial hopes without one ſigh. 

Priſoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 

Here pinions all his wiſhes; wing'd by heaven 

To fly at infinite z and reach it there, 

Where ſcr-phs gather immortality, + I 

On !ife's fair tree, faſt by the throne of Cod. 

What golden joys ambrofial cluſtering glow, 

in his full beam, and ripen for the jult, 

Where momentary ages are no more! 

Where time, and pain, and chance, and death 
expire ! 145 

And is it ts the flight of threeſcore years, 


Jo puſh eternity from human thought, 


\ns (mother ſouls immortal in the duſt ? 

A ſoul immortal, ſpending all her fircs, 
Waſtizg her ſtrength in ſtrenuous idiencſs, 150 
Thrown into tumult, raptur'd oc alarm'd. 

At oug!:t this ſcene can threaten or indulge, 
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Reſ-mbles ocean into tempeſt wron- ht, \ Inſ.tiove orc her ! could not one ſuffice ? 
To waft a ſezther, or ro drown a fly. Thy OE thrice ; and thrice my peace was 
n 8 8 A alit ; 
ha ner” Aid this cenſure ? It o'erwhelms 2 And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill'd ber 
WIS , horn 1 


w was my heart iucruſted by the world! | 1 | 5 
8 . L- fetter d was my eee. ſon! ! N — Cynthia! -why by pale? Dot they _— — 
How, like a worm was | wrart round and round | 3 hy droge neighbor? Grieve 8 
h Fancy fr 4 , 
In ſ'ken thought, which rept le Fancy ſpun, Of ceaſclef; change ontwhirl'd in human life? 


* 7 1 . , 's 8 it " 14 | > a 
Ty Jarken d Reaſon lay quite clouded oer 160 How wanes my borrow'd bliſs! 5 
With ſoft conceit of endleſs comfort here, 


, imle 
N . . * * * ' : , : 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ſkies ! Precarious courteſy | not virtue'sſure, 
Nizht-viſion« may befriend (as ſung above): Se!f-yiven, ſolar-ray of found delight. 220 


Our waking dreams are fatal. How ti dreamt 

Cf things impoſſible ! Could ſleep do more?) 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change! 

Of fable plcaſures on the tolling wave! 

Fr-rnal ſunſhine in the ſtor s of life ! 

How richly were my noon-tide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapeſtries of niQv-'d joys: 170 
Joy behind joy, in endleſs perſpective ' 

Til at dzath's toll,. whoſe reſtleſs iron tongue. 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal, , 
String | woke, and found myſelf undone. 

Vh-re now my phrenzy's pempous furniture? 
The cobweb'd cottage, with its ragged wall 

(F mouldering mud, is royalty to me! 

The ſpider's moſt attenuated thread 

I cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 

Ou earthly bliſs; it breaks at every breeze» 180 


in every vary'd poſture, place, and hour, 
How wi ow'd every thought of every joy! 
Thought, buſy thought ' too buſy for my p-ace ! 
Through the dark pofſtern cf time long elaps d. 
Lea foftly, by the ſtillue(s of the night, 225 
Led, like a murderer, (ard ſuch it proves!) 
Strays ' wretched rover!) ver the pleaſing paſt ; 
lu queſt of wrerchedneſs prrverlcly ſtrays; 
and finds all defart now; and meets the ghoſts 
Of my departed joys; a numerous train: 230 
A rue the riches of my former fate ; 
sweet comfort s blaſted cluſters 1 lament 
I tremble at the bleſſings once ſo dear; 
And every pleafure pains me to the heart. 


Yet why complain ? or why complain for one ? 
Hangs out the ſun his luſtre but for me, 
The fingle man? Are angels all beſide ? 
I monrn for millions: l is the common lot 
{ In: this ſhape, or in that, has fate entail'd 
| The mother's throes on all of woman horn, 240 
Not more the children, than ſure heirs, of pain. 
War, Famine, P:ft, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 
Inteſtine broils Oppreſſion, with her heart 
' Wrapt up in triple braſs, beſiege mankind. 
Gods image difiutcrited of day, 245 
Here, plung'd in mines ſorgets a ſun was made. 
] here, beings deathlef as their haughty lord, 
rs hammer'd to the galling oar for ufc; 
| Aud plough the winter's ware, and reap deſpair, 
| Sor2e, for hard maſters, broken under arms, 250 
In batdle Jopt away, with half their limbs, 
Bey bitter bread through r alms their valour fav d, 
If fo the tyrant, or his minion, doom. 
Want, and incur hte Gifecſe, (fell pair !) 
On hopeleſs mutaudes remor leleſs ſeize 255 
* ; At once; and .. ake a refuge of the grave. 
Bliſs ! ſublunary bliſs !—proud words, and Hove groanirg hofpitals tj ect their dead! 
va.o : What numbers g roan for 14d aamiſſion there 


Implicit treaſon to divine decree ! 200 Wnat numbers, once in fortune's lap high; fed, 
A bold invaſion of th: rights of heaven! Solicit the cold hand of charity! 


ye bleſt ſcenes of permanent delight! 
Full. above meaſure! laſting, beyond bound! 
A perpetuity of bliſs is bliis 
Could you, [» rich in ropture, fear an erd, 
That ghaſtly thought would dr.nkx vp all your 


60 y , 
Ard —_ unparadiſe the realms of light 
de e are you lodg'd above theſe rolling ſpheres ; 
the baleſul influence of wheſe giddy dence 
Sheds fad viciflitude on al beneath. 
Here tcems with r-volutions every hour; 190 
4nd rarely for the better; or the beſt, 
More merta! than the common births of ſate. 
Fach moment has its ſick'e cmu!ous 
Of Time's enormous ſeythe, who!: ample ſweep 
Strikes empires ſtom the reor ; each moment plays 
Ili little weapon in the narrower ſphere 
0! fect domeſtic comfort, and cuts down 
The faireſt bloom of ſub'unary bliſs. 


| claſp'd the phantoms, and | found them air, To ſhock us more, ſolicit it in vain : 
4 | weigh'd it ere my fond embrace! Ye ſiiken ſons of pleaſure ! ſince in pains 

hat darts of agony had miſs'd my heart! You Tue more modiſh viſits, viſit here, 

Death ! great proprictor of all 'tis thine And breatize from your debauch : give and re- 
To trea4 out empire, and to quench the ſtars, duce 
The ſun himſelf by thy permiſſion ſhines ; ' Surſeit's dominion o'er you: but ſo great 265 
And, one day, thou ſhalt pluck him from his Your impudence, you biuſh at what is right. 

{phere. | Hapry! did f. i h al 
; 1 py! did forrow ſeize on ſuch alone. 

Amid ſuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt Not prudence can defend, or virtue fave; 


Alg quiver on a mark ſo mean ? 210 Diſeaſe ipvades the chaſteſt temperance ; 
7 thy peculiar raucour wreak d on me ? | And puniſkment the guiltleſs; and alar od, 270 
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Through thickeſt ſhades, purſues the ford of 


peace. 
Man's caution often into danger turns ; 
And his guard, falling, crutlics him to death. 
Not happineſs itſelf makes good her name; 
Our very wiſhes give us not our wiſh. 
How diſtant oft the thing we doat on molt, 
From that for which we doat, felicity ! 
Ihe ſmaotheſt courſe of nature has its pains ; 
And trucſt friends, through error, wound our 
reſt. a 
Without misfortune, what calamities ! 280 
And what hoſtilities, without a foe ! 
Nor are foes wanting to the beſt on earth, 
But endleſs is the liſt of human ills, 
And ſighs might ſooner fail, than cauſe to ſigh. 


A part how ſmall of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted by man ! the reſt a waſte, 
| Rocks, deſarts, frozen ſeas, and burning ſands : 
Wild 2 of monſte s, poiſons, ſtings, and 

th. 

Such is earth's melancholy map! but, far 
More ſad ! this earth is a true map «f man. 290 
So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 

To woe's wide empire; where deep troubles tofs, 
Loud forrow's how], invenom'd x affions bite, 
Ravepous calamities our vitals ſeize, 
And threatening fate wide opens to devour. 295 


What then am I, who ſorrow for myſelf ! 
Irr ape, in infancy, from other's aid 
Is all our hope; to teach us to be kind. 
That, nature's firſt, laſt leſſon to mankind; 
The ſelfiſh heart deſerves the pain it feels. 300 
More generous ſorrow, while it finks, exalts; 
And conſcious virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue, more than prndence, bids me give 
Swoln thought a ſecond channel; who divide, 
1 hey weaken too, the torrent of their grief. go 
Take then, O World! thy much indebted tear: 
How fad a ſiglit is human happineſs, 
To thoſe whofe thought can 'pierce beyond an 
hour 
O thou! whate'er thou art, whoſe heart exults! 
Wouldil thou I ſhould congratulate thy fate ? 
know thou wouldſt ; thy pride demands it from 
me. 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs, 
The ſelutary cenſure of a friend. - 
Thou happy wretch | by blindne thou art bleſt; 
By dotage dandled to perpetual ſmiles. 315 
Know, ſmiler ! at thy peril art thou pleas'd ; 
Thy pleaſure is the promiſe of thy pain. 
Misfortune, like a creditor ſevere, | 
But riſes in demand for her delay; 
She makes a ſcourge of paſt proſperity, 320 
To ting thee more, and donble thy diſtreſs, 


Lorenzo, ſortune makes her court to thee, 
Thy fond heart dances, while the Syren ſings. 
Dear is thy welfare; think me not unkind ; 
would not damp, but to ſecure thy joys. 325 
1 hhink not that fear is ſacred to the ſtorm : 
Stand on thy guard againſt the ſmiles of fate. 

Is heaven tremendous in its frowns? Moſt ſure; 
And in its favours formidable too: 
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Its ſavours here are trials, not rewards ; - 

A call to duty, not diſcharge ſrom care ; 

And ſhould alarm us, full as much as woes; 

Awake us to their cauſe and conſequence; = 

And make vs tremble, weigh'd with our deſert ; 
Awe nature's tumult, and chaſtiſe her joys, 33% 

Leſt, while we claſp, we kill them; nay, invert 
Vo worſe than ſimple miſery, their charms, 

Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, 

Like boſom ſr:iendſhips to reſentment ſonr'd, 

With rage nvenom'd riſe againſt our peace. 

Beware what earth calls happineſs ; beware 

All joys. ut joys that never can expire. 

Who builds on }c{s than on immortal baſe, 

Fond as he ſeems, condemns his joys to death, 


Mine dy'd with thee, Philander! thy laſt ſigh 
Diſſolv'd the charm; the diſenchanted earth 
Loſt all her luſtre. Where her glittering towers? 
Her golden mountains, where? all darken'd 

down 
To naked waſte ; a dreary vale of tears; 
The: great magician's dead! Thou poor, pale 
piece 350 
Of out- caſt earth, in darkneſs! what a change 
From yeiterday! Thy darling hope ſo ncar, 
(Long-labour'd prize) O how ambition fluſh'd 
Thy glowing cheek ! Ambition truly great, 
Of virtuous praiſe, Death's ſubtle ſccd within 
(Sly, treacherous miner , working in the dark, 
Smil'd at thy weli-concerted ſcheme, and beck- 
on*d 
The worm to riot on that roſe ſo red, 
Unfadce ere it fell; one moment's prey 

Man's ſoreſight is conditionally wile ! 360 
Lorenzo! wifdom into folly turns 
Oft, the firſt inſtant, its idea fair 
To labouring thought is born. How dim our 

eye 
The preſent moment terminates our fiy;ht ; 
Clouds, thick as thoſe on doomſday, drown the 
next ; 365 
We penetrate, we prophecy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by particles; and each 
Ere mingled with the ſtreaming ſands of life, 
By Fate's invdlable oath is worn 
Deep ſi ence, M here eternity begins” 270 

By nature's law, what may be, may he now; 
There's no prerogative in human hours, 
in human hearts what bolder thought can riſc, 
rhan man's preſumption on to-morrow's dawn ? 
Where is to-morrow? In another wor'd. 375 
For numbers this is certain; the reverſe 
la ſure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 

This peradventure, infamous tor lics, 

As on a rock of adamant, we buiid 

Our mountain hopes; ſpin out eternal ſchemes, 
\v we the fatal filters could out-{pin, 

And, big with life's futuritics, expire. 

Not ev'n Philander had befpoke his ſhroud: 
Nor had he cauſe ; a warning was deny'd: 

How many fall as ſudden, not as fc! 385 
As ſudden, though for years admoniſh'd home. 
| Of human ills the laſt cxtreme beware, 
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Beware, Lorenzo! a flow ſudden death. | | 
How dreadful that deliberate ſurprize ! 
Be wiſe to-day ; tis madneſs to defer ; 390 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead; 
Thus on, till wiſdom. is puſh'd out of life, 
Procraſtination isthe thief of time ; 
Year after year it ſteals, till all are fled, 
Andto the mercies of a moment leaves 395 
The vaſt concerns of an eternal ſcene. 
If not ſo ſrequent, would not This be ſtrange ? 
That 'tis ſo frequent, Tis is ſtranger ſtill, 
Of man's miraculous miſtakes, this bears 
The palm, „hat all men are about to live,” 
For ever on the brink of being born. 
All pay themſelv:'s the compliment to think 
They one day ſhall not drivel: and their pride 
0a this reverſion takes up ready praiſe; 
At leaſt, their own ; their future ſelves applaud; 
How excellent that life they ne'er will lead! 406 
lime lodg'd in their own hands is /o/!y's vails : 
That lodg'd in fates, to wiſdom they conſign; 
The thing they can't but purpoſe, they poſipone; 
is not in folly, not to ſcorn a fool ; 410 
And ſcarce in human wiſdozr, tu do more. 
All promiſe is poor dilatory man, 
Aud that through every ſtage: when young, in- | 
deed, 
In full content we, ſometimes, nobly reſt, 
Unanxious for ourſelves ; and only wiſh, 
As duteous ſons, our fathers were more wiſe. 
At thiriy man fuſes himſelf a fool; 
Auf it at forty, and reforms his plan 3 
A iy chides his infamous delay, 
Pulbes his prudent purpoſe to r-ſolve ; 420 
In all the magnanimity of thought 14 
Reſolves ; and re- reſolves; then dies the ſame. 
And why ? Becauſe he thinks himſelf immortal. 
All men think all men mortal, but Vhemſelves ; 
Themfelves, when ſome glarming ſhock of fats 
Strikes through their wounded hearts the ſudden 
dread; / 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
doon cloſe; where, paſt the ſhaft, no trace is 
found. 
As from the wing, no ſcar the ſky retains; 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel; 430 
do ies in human hearts the thoughts ot death, 
Lon with the tender tear which nature ſheds 
Oer thoſe we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Cu! forget Philander ? that were [trange ! 
O my fuli heart '—But ſhould | give it vent, 435 
Ihe longeſt night, though longer far, would fail, 
And the l/arb liſten to my midnight long. 
Ide ſprighcly /ar#'s thrill mattin wakes the 


| 


morn ; 
Grief iharpeſt thorn hard preſſing on my breaſt, 
Iurwe, w th wakeful meiody, to chear 440 


The ſullen gloom, ſweet Philomel like Thee, 
Aud call the ſtars to liſten : every itar 
deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 
et be not vain; there are, who thine excel, 
nd charm through diſtant ages: Wrapt in ſhade, 
"loner of darknels ! to the ſilent hours, 446 
* often [ repeat their rage divine, 
Lehm griets, and itcal my heart from woe 


roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 


Dark, though not blind, like thee, Mmzonides ! 
Or Milton thee; ah, could 1 reach your ſtrain | 
Or Hu, who made Mzonides oor O:on. 

Man too He ſung : immortal man [ ſing ; 

Ofc butſts my ſong beyond the bounds of life ; 
What now, but immortality can pleaſe ? 455 
O had He preſs'd his theme, purſued the track, 
W hich opens out of darkaeſs into day! 

O had he mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soar'd where I ſink, and ſung immortal man! 
How had it bleſt mankind, and reſcued me! 469 


NIGHT- THE SECOND. 


ON 
TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP, 
TO THE RIGHT HON, | 

THE EARL OF WiLMINGTON. ; 

A V HEN the Cock crew, he wept''—ſmote 
by that eye ; 
Which looks on me, on all: That power, whe 
bids 

7'his midnight centinel, with clarion ſhrill, 
Emolem of that which ſhall awake the dead, 
Rouſe ſouls from {lumber, into thoughts of heaven, 


| Shall I too weep? Where then is fortitude? 


And fortitude abandon'd, where is man? 
I know the terms on which he ſees the light; 


{ He that is born, is lifted ; life is war; 


Eternal war with woe. Who bears it beſt, + 19 
Deſerves is leaſt —Qn other themes I'll dwell. _ 
Lorenzo let me turn my thoughts on thee, 


Where moſt the need. Themes, too, the genuine 
growth 
Of dear Philander's duſt. He thus, though dead, 
May {till befrieng— What themes? Time's zuon- 
drous price, | 
Death, Friendjbip, and Philander's fiaal ſcene. 
So could | touch theſe themes, as might obtain 
Thine ear, nor lcave thy heart quite diſengag'd, 
The good deed would delight me; half impreſs 
On my dark cloud an Iris; aud from grief 
Call glory—Dolt thou mourn Philander's fats? 
know thou ſay*ſt it: Says thy /ife the lame ? 
He mourns the dead, who lives as they deſire. 
Where is that thirit, that avarice of Time, 28 
(O glorious avarice!) thought of death inſpires, 
As rumour'd robberies endear our gold ? 
O Time! than gold more ſacred; more a load 
Than lead, to fools; and fools reputed wile. 
What moment granted men without account ? 
What years are ſquander d, wiſdom's debt unpaid , 
Our wealth in days, all due to that diſcharge. 
Haſte, haſte, he lies in wait, he's at the door, 
infidious Death , , ſhould his ſtrong hand arreit, 
No compolition ſets the pritoner free. 35 
/ ternity's inexorable chain | ; 
Faſt binds; and vengeance claims the full arrear. 
tow late | ſhudder'd on the brunk ! how late 
Life call'd for her laſt refuge th deſpair ! 


4 


| That Time is miue, O Mead! to thee l owe 


And ine, on themes may profit; profit,there, , 


296 


Fain would [ pay thee with eternity, 

Put ill my genius acſwers my deſite; 

My ſickly ſong is mortal, paſt thy cure. 

Accept the will hit dies not with my ſtrain, 
For what call ty diſeaſe, Lerenzo? nut 45 

For #ſculapian, but for moral aid. 

Thou think ' it it ſolly to be wiſe too ſoon, 

Youth is not rich in Time, it may be poor: 

Part with it as with money, [paring ; pay 

No moment, but in purchaſe of its worth; co 

And what its worth, aft. death-beds ; they can 

tell. ; 

Part with it as with life, reludant, big 

With holy hope of nobicr time to come ; 

Time higher aim'd, ſtill nearer the great mark 

Of men and angels; virtue more divine. $5 
Is this our du'y, wiſdom, glory, gain ? 

Vo heaven benign in vital union binds) 

And ſport welke the natives of the bough, 

When vernal ſuns inſpire ? Armyſement reigns 

Man's great demand: To trifle, is to live: 60 

An is it then a trifle, too, to die? 

I hou ſay'ſt 1 peach, Lorenzo, its confeſt, 
What if, for once, | preach thee quite aw ate ? 
Who wants amyement in the flame of battle? 

Is it not treaſon, to the ſoul immortal, 

Her foes in arms, eternity the prize? 

Will toys amule, when medicines cannot cure? 

When ſpirits ebb, when life's enchanting ſcenes 

Their luſtre loſe, and leſſen in our fight, 

A, lands, and cities with their glittering ſpires, 

To the poor ſhatter'd bark, by ſudden torm 71 

Thrown, off to ſea, and ſoon to periſh there ? 

Will toys amuſe ? No : Thrones will then be toys, 

And earth and ſkies ſeem duſt upon the ſcale. 
Redeem we time ?—its loſs we dearly buy. 75 

What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd ſports? 

He pleads Time's numerous blanks ; he loudly 

pleads 

The ſtraw- like 2rifes on life's common ſtream. 

From whom thoſe blarks and triſſes, but from thee ? 

No blank, no trifle, nature made, or meant. 80 

Virrtue, or propes'd virtuc, (till be thine; 

This cancels thy complaint at once. This leaves 
In act no trifle, and no blank in time. 

This greatens, filis, immorta/izes all; 

This. the beſt art of turning all to gold; 8 

bis the good heart's prerogative to raiſe 
A royal tribute ſrom che pooreſt hours; 

Immeuſe revenue ! every moment pays, 

If nothing more than purpoſe in thy power; 

Iny purpoſe firm, is equal to the deed : 90 

Who does the belt his circumſtance allows, 

Does well, acts nobly; angels could no more. 

Our ont act indeed admits reftraint ; 

Tis uot in things o'er thought to domincer; 

Gnard well thy thought; our thoughts are heard 

in heaven. 95 

On all important Time, through every age, 

Though much, and warm, the wile have urg'd; 

| the man 

Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 

« Ju ft a day the prince who uobly cry'd 

Had been an emperor without his crown; 100 

Ut Rome, lay, rather, lord of humaa race; 
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He ſpoke, as if deputed by mankind, 
So fhould all (peak : So reaſ ipeaks in all: 
From the ſoft whiſpers of that god in man, 
Why fly to folly, why to phrenzy fly, tog 
For retcuc from the ing we, poil-is ? 
Time the ſupreme !— lime is Eceruity ; 
Pregnant with all eternity can give; 
Pre guunt with ail, that makes archange's ſmile, 
Who murders time, he cruſhes in the birth 116 
A power «thereal, only at ador'd. 

Ah! how u-:juit to nature and himſelf, 
Is thoughtleſs. raankleis, inconfiſient man! 
Like children babhling nonſenſe in their ſports 
We cenſure nature for a ſpan roo ſhort ; 115 
{That ſpan too ſhort, we tax as tedious too; 
Torture invention, all expedients tire, 
To laſh the lingering moments into (peed, 
And whirl us (happy riddance ) from ourſelves, 
Art, Erainleſs Art / our ſurious charioteer, 120 
(Fur Nature's voice uuſtifled would recall) 


Death, moſt our dread ; death = mot e dreadful 
made: 


O what a riddle of abſurdity ! | 


| Leiſare is pain; takes off our chariot wheels; 125 


How heavily we drag the load of life! 

Bleſt leiſure is our curſe ; like that of Cain, 

It makes us wandler; wander carth around 

To fly that tyrant, thought. As Atlas groan'd 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 
We cry for mercy to the next amuſement ; 

The next amuſement mortgages our fields ; 
Slight inconvenience ! priſons hardly frown, 
From hateful Tine if priſons [ct us free. 

Yet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 135 
We call him cruel; years to moments ſhrink, 
Ages to years. The teleſcope is turn'd. 

To man's faiſe optics from his ſolly ſalſe) 

Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 
And ſeems to creep, decrepit with his age; 149 
Behold him, when paſt by; what then is (een, 
But his broad pinions ſwiſter than the winds ? 
And all mankind, in contradiction ſtrong, 
Rueful, agaſt ! cry out on his career. 

Leave to thy fues theſe errors, and theſe ills; 
To nature juſt, their Cauſe and Cure explore. 
Not ſhort hcaven's bounty, boundleſs our expence; 
No niggard, nature; men are prod:gals. 

We waſte, not «ſe our time; we breathe, not live. 
1ime 2wafeed is exiſtence, us d is life, 150 
And bare exiſlence, man, to live ordain'd, 
rings, and oppreſſes with enormous weight. 

| and why? ſince Time was given for ule, not 

wai.e, 

Injoin'd to fly ; with tempeſt, tide, and ſtars, 
lo keep his ſpeed, nor ever wait for yan; 155 
Time's uſe was doom d a pleaſure: waſte a pain; 
That man might fee! his crror, if unſeen ; 
And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure ; 

Not, blundering, ſplit on idleneſs for caſe, 

Lite's cares are comforts ; ſuch by heaven deſign'd; 
He that has none, muſt make them, or be wretched. 

Cares are employments, and without employ 
The ſoul is on a rack; the rack of ref, _ 

To ſouls mv{t adverſe ; action all their joy 


Drives headlong towards the precipice of death; 


dd, _* ns Ya aw 
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Here then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds; 


Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool, 

We rave, we wreſtle, with Great Nature's Plan; 

We thwart the Deity ; and tis decreetl, : 

Who thwart his will, ſhall contradict their own. 

Hence our unnatuget quarrels with ourſelves; 179 

Our thoughts at enmity; our boſom-broil; 

We puſh Time from us, and we with him back 

Laviſh of luſtrums, and yet fond of life 

Life we LOG long, and ſhort ; Death ſeek, and 

un 2 a 

Body and foul, like peeviſh man and wife, 173 

United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity, while here, 

How taſteleſs! and how terrible, when gone! 

Gone they ne'er go; when paſt, they haunt us 
ſtill; | 

The ſpirit walks of every day deceas'd ; 10 

And ſmiles au angel, or a fury frowns. 

Nor death, nor life delight us. If time paſt, 

And time paſi, both pain us, what can pleaſe ? 

That which the Deity to pleaſe ordain'd, © [185 

Time . Ib man who conſectates his hours 

By vigorous effort, and an honeſt aim, 

At once he draws the fling of life and death; 

Ne walt with Nature; and her paths are peace. 
Our error's cauſe and cure ate ſeen: Sce next 

Time's Nature, Origin, Importance, Speed; 190 
And thy great Gain from urging his career. — 
All- ſenſual man, becauſe uutouch'd, unſcen, 
He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elle 
Is truly man's; 'tis fortune's—Time's a god. 


Hiſt 644 ne'er heard of 7ime'somnipotence ; 195 


For, or againſt, what wonders he can do! | 

And toill ; To ſtand blauk neuter he diſdains. 

Not on be terms was Time (heaven's ſtranger !) 
ſent 

On his important embaſly to man. | 

Lorenzo! no: on the long-deſtin'd hour, 200 

From everlaſting ages growing ripe, 

That memorable hour of wondrous birth. 

When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent, 

And big with nature, rifing in his might, 

Call'd forth creation (for then Time was born,) 205 

By Godhead ſtreaming through a thouſand worlds; 

Not on thoſe terms, from the great days of heaven, 

From old eternity's myſterious orb, 

Was Time cut off, and caſt beneath the ſkies ; 

The ſkies, which watch him in has new abode, 210 

Meaſuring his motions by revolving ſpheres ; 

That horologe machinery divine. 

Hours, _ and months, and years, his children, 

4ys 

Like A- wings around him, as he flies: 

Or, rather, as uncyual plurnes, they ſhuge 213 

His ample pinions, ſwift as darted flame, 

To gain his goal, to reach his aucient reſt, 

And join anew Arernity his fire 3 

In his immutability to neſt, F . 

When worlds, that count his circles ac, unhing'd 


1 


| (Fate che loud ſignal ſounding) headlong ritfh 221 


To timel:ſ; night and chaus, whence they rote. 
Why ſpur the fpeedy ? Why with levities 

New wing thy ſuort, Mert day's tos rapid flight; 
Vox. VIII. | 


* 
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Know'ſt thou, or what thou doſt, or what is 
done ? ABS 
Man flies from Time, and Time from tnan ; toe 


foon 
la ſad divorce this double flight muſt end; | 
And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo! then 
Thy ports? thy pomps?-—1 grant thee, in a ſtate 
Not unambitious; in the rue ſhroud, 230 
Thy Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 
Hus Death his fopperies ? Then well may Zife 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow ſhine. 
Ye welkarray'd ye lilies of our land! i 


| Ye lilies male who neither toil, nor ſpin, 235 


As ſiſter lilies ag) if not ſo wiſe 
As Solomon, more ſumptuous to the fight ! 
Ye velicate / who nothing can ſupport, 
Yourſelves moſt inſupportable ! for whom . 
The winter roſe muſt blow, the ſun put on 240 
A brighter beam in Leo; ſilky· ſoft 
Favonius breathe ſtill ſofter, or be chid; 


And other worlds ſend odours, ſauce, and ſong, 


And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign loums! 
O ye Lorenzos of our age! who deem 245 
One moment unamus'd, a miſery | 


| Not made for feeble man ! who call aloud - 


For every bawble dxivel'd o'er by ſenſe ; - 

For rattles, and conceits of every caſt, 

For change of follies, and relays of joy, 250 
To drag. your patient through the tedious length 
Of a thort winter's dey—ſay, ſages! ſay, e 
Wit's oracles ! ſay, dreamers of gay dreams ! 
How will you weather an eternal night, 


Where ſuch expedients fail ? e G8 
O treacherous Conſcience / while ſhe ſeems to 
ſle 


On roſe — ART luWd with ſyren ſong ; 

While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
On headlong Appetite the ſlacken'd rein, 

And give us up to /icenee, unrecall'd, 260 
Unmark'd ;—ſee, from behind ber ſecret ſtand, 
The fly informer minutes every fault, | 
And her dread diary with horror fills. 

Not the groſs Ad alone employs her pen; 

She reconnoitres Fency's airy band, 265 
A. watchſul foe ! the formidable ſpy, 

Liſtening, o'erhears the whiſpers of our camp: 


Our dawning purpoſes of heart explores, 


And ſteals our embryos of 3niquity. 
As all rapacious uſurers conceal ' 270 
Their doomſday- book from all- conſuming heirs ; 


Thus, with indulgenge moſt ſevere, ſhe treats 


Us ſpendthrifts of ineſtimable Time; 


| Unuottd, notes each ntomgnt mifapply' d: 


In leaves more durable than leaves of brats 275 

Writes — whole hiſtory z which Death ſhall 
rea 

In every pale delinquent's private eur; 

And Frqgment publiſh ; publifh to more worlds 

Than this; and endleſs agg in groxus refound. 

Lorenzo, ſucb that Skeper in thy breaſt! 2380 

Such is her lumber ; and her vengeance fucb 

For lighted counſel; /uch thy future peace” 

And think't then fill thou cauſt be wile' *+ 
Joon ? | | 


Q4q 
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But why on Time ſo laviſh is my ſong ? 


Ou this great theme kind Nature keeps a ſchool, 285 
Jo reach ber ſons herſelf. Each night we die, 


Each morn are born anew : Each Gay, a life 
And ſhall we kill each day? If Trifling kills: 


Sure Vice mult butcher, © O what heaps of flain 
- Cry out for vengeance on us! Time deftroy'd, 290 


Is Suicide, where more than Blood is ſpilt. 

Linie flies, death urges, knells call, heaven invites, 
Hell threatens: All-exerts-; in effort, all; 

More than creation labours ! labours more ? 

And is there in creation What, amidſt 295 
his tumult univerſal, wing'd diſpatch, 

And ardent energy, ſupinely yawns ? 


Man ſleeps; and Man alone; and Man, whoſe 


es ES 
Fate irreverſible, intire, extreme, - : 

Endleſs, hair hung, breeze-ſhaken, o' er the gulph 
A moment trembles ; drops ! and Man, for whom 
All elſe is in alarm! Man, the ſole cauſe 302 

Of this ſurrounding ſtorm ! and yet he ſleeps, 
As the ſtorm rock'd to reſt.— Throw Years away ? 
Throw Empires, and be blameleſs. Moments 
ſeize ; 305 
e on their wing: A moment we may wilh, 
hen —_— want wealth to buy. Bid Day ſtand 
ill, p 
Bid him du ve back his car, and reimport 
The period paſt, re- give the given hour. 


| 


Lorenzo, re than miracles we want; 310 


Lorenzo -O for yeſterdays to come ! 
Such is the language of the man azwat: ; 
His ardour fuch, for what opprefſ-s thee. 
And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo? No; 
"That wore than miracle the gods indulge; 315 
Ti-day is Teflerday return'd; return'd . 
Full power d to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorn, 
And reinftare us on the Rock of peace. 
Let it not ſhare its predeceſſor's fate; 
Nor, like its elder ſiſters, dic a fool. 320 
Shall it evaporate in fume ? fly off ' 
Tuliginous, and ſtain us deeper {till ? 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd ? 
More wretched for the clemencies of heaven? 
Where ſhall I find Him? Angels! tell me 
| where. 1 325 
You know him : He is near you: Point him out: 
Shall I lee glories beaming from his brow ? 
Or trace his footſteps by the riſing flowers? 
Your golden wings, »ow hovering o'er him, ſhed 
Protection; now, are waving in applauſe 330 
To that bleft fon of foreſight ! lord of fate ! - 
That awful independent on To-morrow / - 
Whoſe work is done; who triumphs in the Pa; 


' Whoſe Tef-rdays look, backwards with a ſmile ; - 


Nor, like the Parthian, wound him asthey fly ;335 
That common, but opprobious lot! paſt hours, 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight, 

If folly bounds our proſpect by the grave, 

All ſeeling of fururity benumb d; 5 

All god-like paſſion for eternals quencht; g40 
All reliſh of realties expir'd ; 

Renounc'd all correſpondence with the ſkies; 


Gur freedom chain'd ; quite wingleſs our debre ; | Should not each warning give. a ſtrong alarm: 
In ſenſe dark - riſon'd all that ought to four ; - 


D#mounted every great and glorious aim 
Embruted every faculty divine ; * 
Heart-bury'd in the rubbiſh of the world. 
The world, that gulph of ſouls, immortal ſouls, 
Souls clevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 359 
To reach the diſtant ſkies, and triumph there 

On thrones, which ſhall not mourn their maſters 
| chang'dy | | 

Thoygh-we from Zarth ; Ethereal, they that fell. 
Such veneration due, O man, to man, 

| Who venerate themſelves, the world deſpiſe. 355 
For what, gay friend ! is this e/cutchbeon'd world, 
Which hangs out Death in one eternal night; 

A night, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray, 


ſhroud ?' 
Life's little ſtage is a ſmall eminence, _ 
Inch-high the grave above ; that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude : We gaze around ; 
We read their monuments ; we ſigh ; and while 
We ſigh, we fink ; and are what we deplor'd; 


Is death at diſtance ? No: He has been on thee, 
And given ſure earneſt of his final blow. 


now ? 2 


-| Pallid to thought, and ghaſtly! drown'd, all 


» drown'd 379 
In that great deep, which nothing diſetnbogues ! 


And, dying, they bequeath'd thee ſmall renown. 


The reſt are on the wing: how fleet their flight! 
Already has the fatal train took fire ; 

A moment, and the world's blown up to thee ; 
The fun is darkneſs, and the ſtars are duſt. 37g 
"Tis greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt hours; 
And aſk them, what report they bore to heaven ; 
And how they might have borne more welcome 

news. 
Their anſwers form what men Experience call ; 
If um's friend, her beſt; if not, worſt foe. 
G reconcile them ! Kind Experience cries, 381 
Ahere's nothing here, but what as nothing 
weighs; . 
Ihe more our joy, the more we know it vain; 
« And by ſucceſs are tutor d to deſpair,” 
Nor is it only thus, but u be fo. 385 
Who knows not this, though grey, is ſtill a child, 
Looſe then from earth the graſp of fond deſire, 
Weigh anchor, and ſome happier clime explore, 
Art thou ſo moor'd thou canſt not diſengage, 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future ſcenes? 390 
Since by Life's paſſing breath, blown up from carth, 
Light as the ſummer's duſt, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall again; 
Join the dull maſs, increaſe the trodden foil, 


Since ten (as emmets, thelt ſmall world o'erthrows) 
We, ſere amaz'd, from out earth's ruins crawl. - 
And rife to fate extreme of foul'or fair, 

As man's own choice (controuler of the ſkies ') 


As man's deſpotic will, perhaps one hour, 499 
(O how omnipotent is time!) decrees ; k 


Warning, far leſs than chat of boſom torn | 


Prone to the centre ; crawling in the duſt ; 345 


Aud wraps our thought, at banquets, in the 


Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! 365 


Thoſe hours that lately ſmil'd, where are they | 


And fleep, till earth herſelf ſhall be no more; 395 - 
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From boſom, bleeding oler the ſacred dead ! 


should not each al ſtrike us as we paſs, 405 


Portentous, as the veritten wall, which truck, 
Oer midnight bowls, the proud Aſſyrian pale, 
Fre-while hi» h-fluſht with infolence aad wine? 
Like that, the dial ſpeaks; and points to thce, 
Lorenzo ! loth to break thy banquet up: 410 
O man, thy kingdom is deparring from thee ; 
„And, while it laſts, is emptier than my 
ſhade.” 
Its ſilent language ſuch ; nor need'ſt thou call 
Thy Magi, todecypher what it means. 
Know, Uke the Median, fate is in thy walls: 4T* 
Poſt aſk, How ? Whence? Belſhazzar-like, amaz'd ? 
Man's make incloſes the ſute feeds of death; 
Life feeds the murderer z lagrate | he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his nurſe devours, 
But here, Lorenzo, the deluſion lies; 420 
That ſolar foadow, as it meaſures life, 
it life reſembles too: life ſpeeds away 
From point to point, though ſeeming to ſtand 
ſtill. | 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth: 
Too ſubtle is the movement to te ſeen; © - 425 
Yet ſoon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our danger; Gnomons, time: 
Asth.ſe are uſeleſs when the ſun is ſet ; 
80 thoſe, but when more glorious Reaſon ſhines. 
Reaſon ſhould judge in all; in reaſon's eye, 430 
That ſedentary ſhadow travels hard, 
But ſuch our gravitation to the wrong, 
$0 prone our hearts to whiſper what we wiſh, 
Tis later with the wiſe than he's aware: 
A Wilmington goes flower than thefun; 435 
And all mankind miſtake their time of day : 
Ev'n age itſelf, Freſh hopes are hourly ſown 
In furrow*d brows, To gentle life's deſcent 
We ſhut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 
We take fair days in winter for the ſpring; 440 
And turn our bleſſings into bane. Since oft 
Man muſt compute that age he cannot feel, 
He ſcarce believes he's older for his years. 
Thus, at life's lateſt eve, we krep in ſtore 
One diſappointment ſure, to crown the reſt; 44 
The diſappointment of a promis'd hour, 
On This, or ſimilar, Philander } thou 
Whoſe mind was moral, as the preacher's 
tongue; | 
And ftrong, to wield all ſcience worth the name; 
How often we talk'd down the ſummer's ſun, 


450 


And cool'd our paſſions by the breezy ſtream: ! 
How often thaw'd and ſhorten'd winter's eve, 
By conflict kind, that truck out latent truth, 
Beſt found, ſo ſought; to the Recluſe more coy ! |» 
Thoughts diſentangle paſſing o'er the lip; 455 
Clean runs the thread; if not, tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up nonſenſe for a ſong: 

Jong, faſhionably fruitleſs; ſuch as ſtains 

Ide Fancy, and unhallow'd Paſſion fires; 


Chiming her ſaints to Cytherea's ſane. 460 
Know'ſt —_ Lorenzo! what a friend con- 
tains 


As bees mixt Nectar draw from fragrant flowers, 
% men from friendſhip, M iſdsm and Delight ; 
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T wins ty'd by, nature, if they part, they. die. 
Haſt thou no friend to ſet thy mind abroach ? 465 
Cood ſenſe will ſtagnate, "Thoughts ſhut up waut 
air, | * 
And ſpoil, like bales unopen'd to the fun. 'Y 
Had thought been all, ſweet ſpeech had been de- 
ny'd; 
Speech, thought's canal! ſpeech, thought's che- 
rion too! + RE 
Thought in the mine, may come forth gold or. 


droſs; \ -.'+ | 490 
When coin'd in words, we know its real worth. 
If ſterling, ſtore it for thy ſuture uſe; rr 


Twill buy thee benefit ; perhaps renown. r. 
ſhought, too, deli ver'd, is the more poſſeſt; 
Feaching, we learn; and, giving we retain 473 
he births of intellect; when dumb, forgot. : 
Speech ventilates our intellectual fire; 
$perch hurniſhes our mental magazine; 
Brightens, for ornameat ; and whets, for uſe. | 
What numbers, ſheath'd in erudition, lie, 4389 
Plung'd to the hilts in venerable rames, bs 
and ruſted in; who might have borue an edge, 
And play'd a ſprizhtly beam, if barn to ſpecchk; 
if born bleft heirs of half' their muther*s tongue! 
is thought's exchange, which, like th* alternate 

puſh WR F 45 
Of waves con4liQting, breaks the learned ſcum, 
And deſecates the ſtudent's ſtanding poal. 
ao lu C ontemplation is his proud reſource? + 
'Tis poor, as prond, by Converſe unſuſtain'd. 
Rude thought runs wild in Contemplation's field; 

9 

Converſe, the menage, breaks it to the bit 7 
Of due reſtraint; and emwation's ſpur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivals awd. 
Tis converſe qualifies for ſolitude: | 
As exerciſe, for ſalutary reſt. | 4935 
By that untutor'd, Contemplation, raves z 


mY 


And Nuture's fool, by dum is undone. *' 81 


, ſlom, though richer than Peruvian mines, 
And tweeter than the ſweet ambroſtal hive, 
What is ſhe, but the means of Happineſs? 509 
That unobtain'd, than folly more a fool; 
| A melancholy fool, without her bells, 
Frien1/bip, the means of wiſdom, richly gives 
The precious end, which makes our wiſdom wife. _ 
Nature, in zeal for human amity, _ 505 
Denies, or damps, an undivided joy, 
joy is an import ; joy is an exchange: 
Joy flies monopoliſts: it calls for Tuo; 
Rich fruit! Heaven-planted! never pluckt by One _ 
Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give $50 5 
o ſocial man true reliſh'of himſ elt. 
Full on ourſelves, deſcending in a line, 
Pleaſure's bright beam is feeble in delight: 
Delight intenſe is taken by rebound; _ : 
Reverberated pleafures fire the bteaſt. 515 
Celeſtial Happineſs, whene'er ſhe ftoops | h 
To vilit earth, one ſhrine the goddeſs finds, 
And one alone, to make her ſweet amends 
For abſent heaven—the boſom of à friend; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally ſoft, $20. 
Each other's pillow to repoſe divine. 
Beware the counterfeit; in Pu ſion's flame 
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Of Friendſoip's faireſt fruits, the fruit moſt fair 


Su 


Deliberate in all things with thy friend. 
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Hearts melt, but melt like ice, ſoon harder froze. | 
True love ſtrikes root in Reaſon; paſſion's foe ; 
Virtus alone entenders us for life: 525 
I wrong her much Entenders us for ever; 


Is Firtue kindling at à rival fire, 
And, emulouſly, rapid in het race, 
© the ſoft enmity ! endearing ſtriſe 530 
This carries friendſhip to her noou-tidg point, 
And gives the rivet of eternity. 

Fron Friendſtip, which outlives my former 

themes, 4 F 

Glorious ſuryivor of old Time and Death; 
From - Ia thus, that flower of heavenly 


ES, 535 

The wiſe extracts earth's moſt Hyblean bliſs, 
or wiſdom, crown'd with ſmiling joy. 
t for whom bloſſoms this Elyſian flower ? 
Abroad They find, who cheriſh it at Home. 
Lorenzo! pardon what my love cxtorts, 540 
An honeſt love, and nat afraid to frown. g 
Though choice of follies faſten on the Great, 
None clings more obſtinate than fancy fond 
That ſacred friendſhip is their caſy prey; 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, 54S 
Or faſcination of a high- born ſraile. 
Their ſmiles, the Great, and the Coguet, throw out 
For Others hearts, tenacious of their Own ; 
And we no leſs of ours, when ſuch the bait. 
Ye fortune's cofferers| Ye powers of wealth ! 550 
Can gold gain friendſhip ? Impudence of hape! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 
Love, and Love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo! pride repreſs ; nor 0 * to find [555 
A friend, but what has found a friend ia Thee. 
All like the purchaſe ; few the price will pay; 
And this makes friends ſuch miracles below. 

What if (ſince daring on ſo nice a theme) 
1 ſhew thee friendſhip Delicate, as Dear, 
Of tender violations apt to die? 560 
Reſerve will wound it; and Difiruft, deſtroy. ' 


But fince friends grow not thick on every bough 
Nor every friend unrotten at the core; 
Firſt, op thy friend, deliberate with Thyſelf; 565 
Pauſe, ponder, fift ; not Eager in the choice, 
Nor jealous of the choſen; Fixing, Fix; 
Judge before friendſhip, then confide till death. 
Well, for thy friend; but nobler far far Thee ; 
How gallant danger for earth's higheſt prize 
A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 1 
Poor is the friendleſs maſter of a world: 

& A world in purchaſe for a friend is gain.” 

So ſung He (angels hear what angels ſing 
Angels from friendſhip gather half their joy) 575 
Soſung Philander, as his friend went round 
Ia the rich iabor, in the generous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 

A brow ſolute, and ever - laughing eye. 

He drank long health, and virtue, to his friend ;580 

His friend, who warm'd him more, who more 
inſpir'd. / 
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(Not ſuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 
O ! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth, 
And elevatirig ſpirit, of a friend, 585 
For twenty ſummers ripening by my fide ! 
All fecylence of falſchood long thrown down; 
All focial virtues riſing in his ſoul ; 
As cryſtal clear: and ſmiling as they riſe! 
Here Nectar flows ; it ſparkles in our fight ; 596 
Rich to the taſle, and genuine from the heart 
High-flavour'd bliſs for gods! on carth how rare | 
On earth how i /—-Philander is ng more. 
Think'ſt thou the theme intoxicates my ſong ? 
Am I too warm ? Too warm | cannot be. 595 
I lov'd him much; but now | love him more. 
Like birds, whoſe beauties languiſh, half-conceal'd, 
Till, mounted on the wing, their glofly plumes 
Expanded ſhine with azure, green, and gold; 
How bleſſings brighten as they take their flight ! 
His flight Philander took; his upward Aight, 601 
If ever ſoul aſcended. Had he dropt, Us 
(That eagle genius!) O had he let fall 
One feather as he flew; 1, then, had wrote, 
What friends might flatter ; prudent foes forbear ; 
Rivals ſcarce damn ; and Zoilus reprieve. 606 
Yet what I can, I muſt ; it were profane 
To quench a glory lighted at the ſkies, 
And caſt in ſhadows his illuſtrious cloſe. 


lime, 619 


And yet it ſleeps, by genius unawak 

Painim or Chi iſtian ; to the bluſh of wit 

Man's higheſt triumph ! man's profoundeſt fall! 
The Deeth-bed of the juſt l is yet undrawn 615 
By mortal hand! it merits a Divine: 

Angels ſhould paint it, angels ever There; 

There, on a poſt of honour, and of joy. 

Dare I preſume, then? but Philander bids ; 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls 620 
Yet am | ſtruck ; as ſtruck the ſoul, bencath 
Atrial Groves impenetraÞi; gloom ; T5 
Or, in ſome mighty Ruin's ſolemn ſhade ; 

Or, gazing by pale lamps on bigb-born Duff, 
In vaults ; thin courts of poor unflatter'd kings; 
Or, at the midnight Altar's hallow'd flame. 626 


Ils it religion to proceed ? 1 pauſe— 


And enter, aw'd, the temple of my theme. 

Is it his death bed? No: it is his ſhrine ; 

B-hold him, there, juſt rifing to a god. 639 

The chamber where the good man meets his 

fate, 

le privileg'd beyond the common walk 

Ot virtuaxs like, quite in the verge of heaven. 

Fly, ye profanc } If not, draw near with awe, 

Receive the bleſſing, and adore the chance, 635 

threw in this Betheſda your diſeaſe ; | 

It unreſtor d by This, deſpair your cure. 

For, H-re, reſiſtleſs demonſtration dwells ; 

A death-bed's a detector of the heart. 

Here tir d diſſimulation drops her maſque, 64 

Through life's grimace, that miſtreſs of ths 
ſcene ! 


Here Real, and Apparent, arc the fame. 


Frienifeip's the wine of liſe; but friendſhip new | 


Strange | the theme moſt affecting, moſt ſub- 
Momentous moſt to man, fhould vor unſung ! | 
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35 


46 
he 


If ſound his virtue. as Philander's ſeund. 


expreſs ? 
„Thought reach it ?) the laſt—Silence of a 


vou ſee the Man; you ſee his hold on heaven; 


Heaven waits not the laſt moment; owns her 
friends 645 

On this ſide death, and points them out to men, 

A lecture, ſilent, but of ſovereign power ! 

To vice, confuſion ; and to virtue, peace. 
Whatever farce the boaſtful hero plays, 

Firtue alone has majeſty in death 650 

And greater ſtill, the more the tyrant frowns, 

Philander | he ſeverely frown'd on thee. 

No warning given | Unceremonious fate |! 

A ſudden Sc from life's meridian joy ! 

* A wrench from all we love / from all we are / 

A reſtleſs bed of pain ! a plunge opaque 656 

« Beyond conjeQture ! feeble Nature's dread ! 

8 „ Reaſon's ſhudder at the dark unknown! 

A ſun extinguiſht | a juſt- opening grave 

And oh | the haſt, laſt, what ? (can _ 


friend l“ 
Where are thoſe horrors, that amazement, where, 
This hideous group of ills, which fingly ſhock, + 
Demand from man ?—1 thought him man till 
now, 665 


Through nature's wreck, through vanquiſht 
agonies, * 
Hake the — ſtruggling through this midnight 
8 
What gleams of joy? what more than human 


ace? 
Where, the frail mortal? the poor abje&t worm ? 
No, not in death, the Martel to be found. 
His conduct is a legacy for All. 670 
Richer than Mammon's for his ſingle heir. 
His comforters he comforts ; Great in ruin, 
With unreluctant grandeur, gives, not yields 
His ſoul ſgblime ; and cloſes with his fate. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the ſcene ;675 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits fix d to man? 
His God ſuſtains him in his final hour 
His final hour brings glory to his God! 
Man's glory heaven vouchſaſes to call her own, 
We gaze, we weep ;, mix tears of grief of joy! 
Amazement ſtrikes ! devotion burſts to flame !681 
Chriſtians Adore / and Infidels Believe. 

As ſome tall tower, or loſty mountain's brow, 
Detains the ſun, Luftrians from irs height; 
While riſing vapours, and deſcending ſhades, 635 
With camps and darkneſs, drown the ſpacious vale ; 
Undampt by doubt, undarken'd by deſpair, 
Philander, thus, auguſtly rears his head, 

At that black hour, which general horror ſheds 

On the low level of th'.inglorious throng . 690 
Sweet Peace, and heavenly Hope, and humble Foy, 
Divinely beam on his exalted ſoul; | 
Deſtruction gild, and crown him for the ſkies, 


an incommunicable luſtre, bright. | 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 301 


NIGHT THE THIRD. 
NARCISSA, 
70 KER GRACE 
THE DUCHESS OF PORTLAND, 
„ igneſeere manes.” bs 


} Derame, where thought in fancy's maze 


runs mad, 


| To Reaſon, that heaven: lighted lamp in man, 


Once more I wake ; and at the deſtin'd hour, 

Punctual as lovers to the moment ſworp, 

[ my aſſignation with my woe. 5 
578 Oe loſt to manly thought, 

Loſt to the noble ſallies of the ſou]! 

| Who think it ſolitude, to be Alone. 

Communion ſweet! communion large and hi gh! 

Our Reaſon, Guardian Angel, and our Ce“! 12 

Then neareſt Theſe, when Qthers moſt remote ; 

And All, ere loag, ſhall be remote, but Theſe. 

How dreadful, Then, to meet them all alone, 

A ſtranger! unacknowledg'd | unapprov's ) 

Now woo them; wed them; bind them to thy. 

| "breaſt; | 

To win thy wiſh, creation has no more. 

Or if we wiſh a fourth, it is a Friend— 

But friends, how mortal, dangerous the deſire! 
Take Phœbus to yourſelves, ye baſking bards! 


And reeling through the wilderneſs of joy ; 

Where Senſe runs ſavage, broke from Keaſen 8 
chain, 

And (ings-falle peace, till ſmother'd by the pall. 

My fortune is unlike; unlike my ſong ; 


| to Day's ſoft-ey'd ſiſter pay my court. 
| (Endymion's rival!) and her aid implore ; 
| Now firſt implor'd in ſuccour to the Mae. 

Thou, who didſt lately borrow “ Cynthia's 

form, 
And modeſtly forego thine Own! O Thou, 30 
Who didſt thyſelf, at midnight hours, inſpire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia patroneſs of ſong? 
As thou her creſcent, ſhe thy character 
Aſſumes; till more 2 goddeſs by the change. 

Are there demurring wits, who dare diſpute 34 
This revolution in the world inſpir'd ? 55 
Ye train Pierian ! to the Lunar ſphere, 

In filent hour, addreſs your ardent call 
For aid immortal; leſs her brother's right. 


| She, with the ſphercs harmonious, nightly leady 49 . 


The mazy dance, and hears their matchleſs train, 
A ſtrain for gods, deny'd to mortal ear, 

[ranſmit it heard, thou filver queen of heaven 
What title, or what name, endears thee moſt 
Cynthia! Cyllené! Phœbe ! or doſt hear 


* At the duke of Norfeli"s maſquerade. 


Unlike the deity my ſong invokes, 24 


Ine briate at fair fortune s fountain- head; 20 


— 


With higher guſt, fair Portland of the fkics ! 
Is that the ſoft enchantment calls thee down, 
More powerful than of old Circean charm ? 
Come; but from heavenly banquets with thee 
bring | 
The foul of ſong, and whiſper in my ear 80 
The theft divine; or in propitious dreams 
(For —_— are Thine) transluſe it through the 
reaſt | 
Of thy firſt votary—But not thy laſt ; 
If, like thy VNumgſele, thou art ever kind, 

And kind thou wilt be ; kind on ſuch a theme; 
A theme ſo like thee, a quite lunar theme, 36 
Soft, modeſt, melancholy, female, fair ! 

A theme that roſe all pale, and told my ſoul, 

Twas Night; on her fond hopes perpetual night; 

A night which ſtruck a damp, a deadlier damp,60 

Than that which ſmote me from Philander's tomb. 

Narciffa follows, ere his tomb is clos d. 

Woes cluſter : rare are /olitzary woes; 

They love a train, they tread each other's heel ; 

Her death invades bis mournful right, and claims 

The grief that ſtarted from my lids for Fm : 66 

Seizes the faithlefs, alicnated tear, 

Or ſhares it,” ere it falls. 80 frequent death, 

Sorrow he more than cauſes, he confounds ; 

For human ſighs his rival ſtrokes contend, 70 

And make diſtreſs, diſtraction. . Oh Philander ! 

What was thy fate? A double fate to me; 

Portent, and pain! a menace and a blow ! 

Like the black raven hovering o'er my peace, 

Not leſs a bird of omen than of prey. 75 

It call'd Narciſſa long before her hour; | 

It call'd her tender ſoul, by break of bliſs, 

From the fir bloſſom, from the buds of joy; 

Thoſe few our noxious fate unblaſted leaves 

In this inclement clime of human life. * 8 

Sweet harmoniſt ! and Beautiful as ſweet ! 

And Young as beautiful! and Soft as young ! 

And Gay as foft l and Innocent as gay 

And Happy (if aught Happy bere) as good! 

For fortune fond bad built her neſt on high. 85 

Like, birds quite exquiſite of note and plume, 

Transfixt by fate (who loves a lofty mark), 

How from the ſummit of the grove ſhe fell, 

And left it unharmonious ! All its charms 

Extingviſht in the wonders of her ſong ! 90 

Her ſong ſtill vibrates in my raviſht car, 

Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 

(O to forget her !) thrilling through my heart ! 
Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy ; this 


W 

Of bricht ideas, flowers of paradiſe, 95 
As yet unforfeit ! in one blaze we bind, 
Kneel and preſent it to the ſkies ; as All | 
We gueſs of heaven ; and tg were all her own, 
And ſhe was mine; and I was—was /—moſt 
Gay title of the deepeſt miſery! / oo 
As bodies grow more ponderous, robb'd of liſe, 
Good loſt weighs more in grief, than gain'd ia joy, 

Like bloſſom d trees o'er turn'd by vernal ſtorm, 
Lovely in death the'beautcous ruin lay; 
And if in death ſtill lovely, lovelier There 105 
Far lovelier ! pity ſwells the tide of love, 
And will not the ſevere excuſe a ſigh ? 
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Scorn the proud man that is aſnam'd to weep z 

Our tears indulg'd indeed deſerve our ſhame. 

Ye that e'er loſt an angel] pity me. 8: 110 
Soon as the luſtre languiſht in her eye, 

Dawniag a dimmer day on human fight : 

And on her cheek, the reſidence of ſpring, 

Pale omen fat ; and ſcatter'd fears around 

On all that ſaw (and who would ceaſe to gaze, 115 

That once had ſcen ?) with haſte, parental haſte, 

| flew, I ſnatch'd her from the rigid north, 

Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 

And bare her nearer to the fun ; the ſun 


(As if the ſun could envy) checkt his beam, 120 


Deny'd his wonted ſuccour; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies ; faireſt lilies, not fo fair! 
neen lilies! and ye painted populace! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambroſial lives; 125 
In morn and evcuing dew, your beauties bathe, 
And drink the ſun; which gives your cheeks to 
low, a | | 
And out-bluſh (mine excepted) every fair; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, 
Which often cropt your odours, incenſe meet 130 
To thought ſo pure ! ye lovely fugitives ! 
Coe val race with man] for man you ſmile; 
Why nor ſmile at him too ? You ſhare indeed 
His ſudden paſs; but not his conſtant pain. 
So man is made, nought miniſters delight, 13} 
But what his glowiag paſſious, can er ; 
And glowing paſſions, bent on aught 6 
Muſt, ſoon or late, with anguiſh turn the ſcale ; 
And anguiſh, after rapture, how ſevere! | 
Rapture? Bold man! who tempt'}, the wrath di- 
vine, 140 
By plucking fruit denied to mortal taſte, 
While bere, preſuming on the rights of. heaven, 
For tranſport doſt thou call on every hour, 


Lorenzo? At thy friend's expence, be wile ; 


Lean not on earth; *twill pierce thee to the 
heart ; 143 
A broken reed, at beſt; but, oft, a ſpear; 
On its ſharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 
Turn, hopeleſs thought! turn from her: 
Thought repell'd | 


- | Reſenting rallies, and wakes every woe. [159 


Snatch'dere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour! 
Aud when kind fortune, with thy lover, ſmil'd ! 


And when high fla vour'd thy frech opening joys ! 


And when blind man pronounc'd thy bliſs com- 
plete ! | 
And on a foreign ſhore ; where. ſtrangers wept | 


Strangers to Thee; and, more ſurpriſing ſtill, 155 


Strangers to Kindneſs, wept ; their eyes let fall 

Inhuman tears! ſtrange tears that trickled down 

Frem marble hearts! obdurate tenderneſs ! 

A tenderneſs that call'd them more ſevere ; 

In ſpite of nature's ſoft perſuaſion, ſteel'd; 160 

While nature melted, ſuperſtition rav'd; 

bat mourn'd the dead; and this denied a grave. 
Their ſighs incens'd ; ſighs foreign to the will! 

Their will the Tiger ſuck'd, outrag'd the ſtorm. 

For, oh 1 the curſt ungodlineſs of zeal! 165 

While „ful feb relented, ſpirit nurſt 

In blind infallibility's embrace, | 

The ainted ſpirit petrify'd the breaſt ; - 
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Deny'd the charity of duſt, to ſpread | | Shame to mankind! Philander had his foes ; | 
O'er duſt ! a charity their dogs enj4$. 170 | He felt the truths I ſing, and | in Him. ö 
What could I do? What ſuccour? What reſource? | But He, nor I, feel more : paſt ills, Narciſſa 
With pious facrilege, a grave I ſtole ; Are ſunk in Thee, thou recent wound of heart! 
With impious piety, that grave | wrong'd ; | Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs ; 
_ Short in my duty; coward in my grief Pangs numerous, as the numerous ills that 
More like her murderer, than friend, I crept, 175 {warm'd 236 
With ſoft-fuſpended ſtep, and muffled deep Oe'r thy diſtinguiſh'd fate, and, cluſtering There 
In midnight darkneſs, ubiſper'd my laſt ſigh. Thick as the locuſts on the land of Nile, 
I wbiſper'd what ſhould echo through their realms; | Made death more deadly, and more dark the 
Nor writ her name, whoſe tomb ſhould pierce the} * * grave. 
| ſkies. ; Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 246 
Preſumptuous fear! How durſt I dread her foes, | How was each circumſtance with aſpics arm'd ? 
While nature*s loudeſt dictates I obey'd ? 181 | An aſpic, Each! and All, an Hydra woe: . 
Pardon neceflity, bleſt ſhade ! Of grief I What ſtrong Herculean victue could fuſüce 
And indignation rival burſts I pour d; Or is it virtue to be conquer d Here ? 
Half execration mingled with my prayer; This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews; 245 
Kindled at man, while 1 his God ador'd; 125} And each tear mourns its own Hin diſtreſs ; 
Sore grudg'd the ſavage land her ſacred duſt ; And each diſtreſs, diſtinctly mourn'd, demands 
Stampt the curſt ſoil; and with humanity Of grief ſtill more, as heigkten'd by the whole. 
(Denied Narciſſa) wiſh'd them all a grave. | A grief like bi; proprietors excludes 
Glows my reſentment into guilt ? What guilt | Not friends alone ſuch obſequies deplore; 250 
Can equal violations of the dead ? 190 They make mankind the mourner ; carry ſighs 
The dead how ſacred ! Sacred is the duſt Far as the fatal Fame can wing her way; 
Of this heaven-labour'd form, ere, divine ! And turn the gayeſt thought of gayeſt age, 
This heaven-aſſum'd majeſtic robe of earth, Down their right channel, through the vale of 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe | — death. | | 
With azure bright, and cloath'd the ſun in gold. | The vale of death] that huſh'd Cimmerian 
When every paſlion fleeps that can offend; 196 vale, | 255 
When ſtrikes us every,motive that can melt ; Where Dar neſs, brooding o'er unfiniſh'd fates, 
When man can wreak his rancour wncontrol'd, With raven wing incumbent, Waits the day 
That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill-will ; (Dread day !) that interdicts all future change! 
Then, ſpleen todufſt ? the duſt of innocence ? 200 | That ſubterranean world, that land of ruin 
An angel's diſt ?—This Lucifer tranſcends ; Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought ! 
When he contended for the patriarch's bones, There let my thought expatriate, and explore 26 
"Twas not the ſtrife of malice, but of pride; Balſamic truths and healing ſentiments,” 
The ſtrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. Of all moſt wanted, and moſt welcome, bere. 


For leſs than This is ſhocking ina race 205 | For gay Lorenzo's fake, and for chy own, [265 
Moſt 2oretebed, but from ſtreams of mutual love; | My foul! “ The fruits of dying friends ſurvey ; 


And uncreated, but for love divine; « Expoſe the vain of life; weigh life and death; 
And, but for love divine, this moment 4%, Give death his eulogy ; thy fear ſubdue; 
By fate reſorb'd, and funk in endleſs night. And labour that firit palm of noble minds, 


Man hard of heart to man ! of horrid things 210 | A manly ſcorn of terror from the tomb.“ 
Moſt horrid! Mid ſtupendous, highly ſtrange ! This harveſt reap from thy Nareiſſa's grave. 276 


Yet oft his courteſies are ſmoother wrongs ; As poct's feign'd from Ajax' ſtreaming blood 4 
Pride brandiſhes the favours He confers, Aroſe, with grief in{crib'd, a mournful flower: 
And contumelious his humanity : 214 | Let wiſdom bloſſom from my mortal wound. 
What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, ye ſtars!| And fi, of dying friends; what fruit from 
And thou, pale moon |! turn paler at the ſound ; theſe ? 
Man is to man the ſoreſt, ſureſt ill, g t brings us more than triple aid ; an aid 275 
A previous blaſt foretels the riſing ſtorm ; To chaſe our thoughtleſſneſs, fear, pride and guilt, 
4 O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall; Our dying fricnds come o'er us like a cloud, 
Volcanos bellow ere they diſembogue ; 220 To damp our brainle(s ardors; and abate 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour ; Chat glare of life which often blinds the wiſe. 
And ſmoke betrays the wide-conſuming fire: Our dying friends are pioneers, to ſmooth 2% 
Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, Our rugged paſs to death; to break thoſe bars 
And ſends the dreadful tidings in the blow. Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 


Is this the flight of fancy ? Would it were! 225 |Croſs our obſtructed way; and thus to make 
Heaven's Sovereign ſaves all beings, lit himſelf, Felcome, as ſafe, our port from every ſtorm, 
That hideous ſight, a nated human heart. Each friend by fate ſnatch'd from us, is a plume 
Fir d is the Muſe? And let the Muſe be fir'd : | Pluck'd from the wing of human vanity, - 238 
Who not enflam'd, when what he ſpeaks, he feels, | Wh ch makes us ſtoop from our atrial heights, 
And in the nerve moſt tender, in his friends? 230 | And, dampt with omen of our own deceale, 
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Io tread our former footſteps? Pace the round 330 


36 


On drooping pinions of ambition lower d, | 


Juſt ſkim earth's ſurface, etre we break it up, 290 

Oer putrid earth to ſcratch # little duſt, 

Aud ſave the world a nuiſance, Smitten friends 

Are angels ſept on errands fall of love ; 

For us they languiſh, and for us they dic: 

And ſhall they Jangyiſh, ſhall they die in vain ?295 

Ungrateful, ſhall we grieve their hovering ſhades, 

Which wait the revolution in our hearts ? 

Shall we diſdain their filent, ſoft addreſs, 

Their poſthumous advice, and pious prayer ? 

Senſeleſs, as herds that graze their hallow'd graves,, 

Tread under-fout their agonics and groans; 301 

Fruſtrate their anguiſh, and deſtroy their deaths? 
Lorenzo! no; the thought of death indulge;. 

Give it its wholeſome empire] let it reign, 

That kind chafliſer of thy ſoul in joy 30g 

Its reign will ſprgzd thy. glorious conqueſts far, 

And ſtill the tumults of chy ruffled breaſt: 

Auſpicious zra ! golden days, begin | 

The thought of death ſhall, like a god, inſpire. | 

And why uot think on death? Is life the theme 310 

Of every thought? and wiſh of every hour? 

And ſong of every joy ? Surpriſing truth! | 

The beaten ſpaniel's fondneſs not ſo ſtrange, 

To wave the numerous i that ſeize on hfe . 

As their own property, their lawful prey; 315 

Ere man has mealur'd half his weary Rage, 

His luxuries have left him no reſerve, | 

No maiden reliſhes, unbroach'd delights; 

On cold ſerv'd repetitions he ſubſiſis, 

And in the taſteleſs preſent chews the paſt; 320 

Diſguſted chews, and ſcarce can ſwallow down. 

Like laviſh anceſtors, his earlier years 

Have diſinherited his future hours, 

Which ſtarve on orte, and glean their former field. 
Live ever here, Lorenzo !—ſhocking thought 

So ſhocking, they who wiſh, diſown it too; 326 

-Diſown from ſham-, what they from folly crave. 

Live ever in the womb, nor ſee the light? 

For what live ever here? With labouring ſtep 


Eternal? To climb life's worn, heavy wheel, 
Which draws up nothing new? To beat, and beat 
The beaten track ? To bid each wretched day 
The former mock ? To ſurfeit on the fame, | 
Aud yawn our joys? Or thank a miſery 335 
For change, though ſad? To fee what we have 
ſeen ? | | 
Hear, till unheard, the ſame old flabber'd tale? 
To taſte the taſted, aud at each return . 
Leſs taſteful? O'er our palates to decant | 
Another vintage ? Strain a fatter year, 340 
Through loaded veſſels, and a laxer tone 
Crazy machines to grind earth's waſted fruits! 
lll-ground, and worſe concoRted! Load, not life ! 
The rational foul kennels of exceſs! 
Still · ſtream ing thoroughtares of dull debauch ! 345 
Trembling each gulp leſt death ſhould ſnatch the 
bowl. 
Such of our eure is the wiſh refin'd ! 
So would they it; elegant deſire! 
Why not invite the bellowing ſtalls, and wilds ? 
But ſuch examples might their riot awe. 350 
Through 


| 


want of virtue, that is, want of thou *. 


'FOUNG'S POEMS, 


To what are they reduc'd? To loye, and line; 

The ſame van world; to cenſure, and eſpouſe; 
This painted ſhrew of life, who calls them fool 
Each moment of each day; to flatter bad 456 
Through dread of worſe? ta cling to this rude 


rock, 
Barren 10 them, of good, and ſharp with ills, 
And hourly blacken'd with impending ſtorms, 
And infamous for wrecks of human hope— 36g 
Scar'd at the gloomy gulph that yawns beneath. 


Such are their triumphs! ſuch their pangs of joy! 


'Tis time, high time, to ſhift this diſmal ſcene. 
This bugg'd, this bideovs ſtare, what art cat! cure ? 
One only; but that one, what all may reach; 56; 
Virtue—ſhe, wonder-working goddeſs! charms 
That rock to bloom, and tames the painted brew: 
And, what will more ſurprize, Lorenzo] gives 
To life's ſick, nauſeous iteration, ch 


Believ'ſt thou this, Lorenzo ? lend an ear, 

A patient ear, thou It bluſh to diſbelie ve. 

A languid, leaden, itcration reigns, 

And ever muſt, o'er thoſe, whoſe joys ate joys 
Ot ſight, ſmell, taſte ; the cuckow ſeaſons {ing 
The fame dull note to ſuch as nothing prize, 376 
But what thoſe ſeaſons, from the teeming 

To doating 3 But nobler minds, 
Which reli its unripen'd by the fun, 

Make their days various; various as the dyes 389 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in bi: rays, 
On minds of dove- like innocence poſſeſt, 

On lighten'd minds, that baſk in virtue's beams, 


In tbat, for which they long ; for which they live, 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heavenly hope, 
Each rifing morning ſees ſtill higher riſe ; 

Each bounteous dawn its novelty preſents 

To worth maturing, new ſtrength, luſtre, fame; 
While nature's circle, like a chariot wheel 396 
Rolling beneath their elevated aims, 
Makes their fair proſpect fairer every hour; 
Advancing virtue, in a line to %; a 
Virtue, which Chriſtian motives beſt inſpire! [39 
And ¼% , which Chriſtian ſchemes alone enſure ! 
And ſhall we then, for virtue'sfake, commence 
Apoſtates; and turn infidels for joy? 

A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truſt, 

He fins againſt bis life, who flights the next.” 
What is this life ? How few their favourite know ! 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, 401 
By paſſionately loving life, we make 


'| Lov'd life unlovely; hugging her to death. 


We give to Time Eternity's regard; 

And dreaming, take our paſſage for our port. 405 
Life has no value as an end, but means; 

— end deplorable ! a means divine! 


e l 

A neſt of pains : when held as nothing, much: 

Like ſome fair humouriſts, life is moſt enjoy'd, _ 

When courted leaſtz moſt worth, when diſ- 
eſteem'd: © 4¹¹ 

Then tis the ſeat of comfort, 3 

In prof; richer far; important ! awtul? 

Not bn when but Leith ſhouts of praiſe ! 


(Though on brigbtchedÞſe they father all their flights) 


5+: -< 


_ to be thought on, but with tides of Joy * 4¹5 


And ſtraightens nature's circle to a line, 376 | 


Nothing hangs tedious, nothing &f4 revolves (384 | 


When 'tis our all, tis nothing; ' worſe than 
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—— when —_ | 
Vain de world; but on to the vain. 420 
To compare we then this 
Whoſe worth ambiguous riſes, and NY 
— mommy pr Night 
Aſſiſts me here) Compare — 
Dark in herſelf, and ti but richt 

In borrow'd [uflve From ahi ſphere. 

When groſs guilt interpoſes, labouring earth, 
O'erſhadow'd, 1 mourns 4 deep eclipſe of joy! 
Her joys, at brighteſt, pallid, to that font + 
Of full effulgent 


425 


glory, 8 430 
Nor is that glory diſtant : Oh Lorenzo! 
A good man, and #n { theſe between 


How this the barrier ! what divides their fate? 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps F<: 

Or, if an age, it is a moment N 

A moment, or eternity s forgot. 

Then be, 2 who now 'are 


gods;. 
Be what Philander was, and claim the fries. 
Starts timid nature at the gloomy paſs ? 
The /oft tranfitionealt it; and be chear'd : 


| 440 
Suh it is often, and why not to Thee? 


To hope the bell, is pious, brave, and wife ; 'Tis our 7-day; ix our da rich 
And may itfeW procevr, what it preſumes. And — that ehough the fickle » ſometimes 
L e A fo lender 
pare the rivals, inder crown. ans cars us as We reap 
Ser roc, Lorenzo! ſtrange! It as thas thy vale, © Gilead ! heals the wound. 
30 little Lift can caſt into the ſcale. + . 50S 
Life makes the foul dependant on the duſt; Birth's feeble cry, and deats's deep diſmal groan, 


| Death gives her wings t6 mount abovs the 


pheres 
nene 
450 

Death bord, &. cloud, nd all is day 
All eye, all ear, the diſombody'd power. 
Death has feighn'd evils, ture ſhall not feel; 
Life, ills ſubſtantial, <0i/tow-carmot ſhun. 
k not the milghty mind), that ſon of heaven! 455 
By tyrant i dethron's, im d, pain'd? 
By death enlarge d, enobled, cify'd? | 
Death but entombs the body; life the foul. 

” 8 boy 82 gailtleſs ? How te marks his 


* With dreadful waſte of what deforves to fhine! 


Art, genius, fortune, elevated power! 461 
Wich various luſtres theſe light up the world, 
Which 4th puts out, and darkens human race. 


l grant, Lorenzo! this indictment jeſt : 


— e, A potentate, king, nee 1 465 
ambles thefe; more barbarous fe, the 


Lk nthatien ph of our mouldering clay ; 
Death, of the Fpirit infioite 1 ene A, 
Leath — no dread, but what frail / imparts; 
— dat — nem improves. 
to boaſt death can ve 1 
. — abs a debtor tothe — og {9 
rv, letting in eternal day. 


dluſh at 
Which mans 1 for a * 


1 


. POEMS; 
| To cater for the ſenſe; and ſerve at boards, 


| 


7 And more than an 8 


When ſhall | die ?—Whes f 


Where every ranger of the wilds, per 
Each reptile, juſtly claims our upper h: 
Luxurious feaſt ! a ſoul, a ſoul immortal, 
In all the dainties of beute bemir d! 
Lorenzo! bluſh at terror for a death, 


Which gives thee to repoſe in feſtive bowers, 
Where nectats ſparkle, angels miniſter, 


430 


And eterniſe, the birth, bloom _ of bliſs. 485 
What need I more? O "Zrath, is thine. | 
Then welcome, death ! thy traded harbingers, 
and diſeaſe; diſeaſe, thoug my gueſt; 
* my —— thoſe tender ſtriogs of 
e; 
Which, 'd a little more, will toll the bell, 
That call my few friends to my funeral ; 491 
Where ſeebie nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
82 reaſon and religion, better taught, 
= = a and crown his tomb 


Deck s is * 5 485 
lt Rn in chains 8 wit 


wo and ambition, wrath * avarice, | 
Dragg'd his chariot-wheel, applaud his pes. 
corroſive, cares importuniate,. - 
Are not immortal too, O death! is thine. Soo 
Our day of diſſolution nme it. right; 


4 


Are ſlendet tributes low-tax'd nature pay 
For mighty gain: the gain of each, a life! 
But OI the laſt the Former ſo tranſcends, 


' Life dies, e 61 Iþ Low nad the grove. 


310 
Aud ſeel I, death / no joy from of thee ? 
Dedth, the great counſellor, who man Alpes 
Wich every nobler thought, and fairer deed! © / 
Death, the deliverer, who reſcues man! , {515 
Death, the rewarder, who the reſcued crawns! 
Death, that abſolves my birth; a curſe without it ! 
Rich death, that realizes all my A 
Toils, virtues, hopes; without it a chimera! 
Death, of all pain the period, not of joy ; 
Joy's ſource and ſuby, „ ill ſubſift unhurt ; 


$20 
One, in my ſoul; and one, in her great Sire; | 
Though the four winds were warring for my duft. 
Yes, and from winds, and waves, and central night, 
Though priſon d there, my duft too I reclaim, 
(Fo duſt when proud natureꝰs proudeſt ſpheres) 
And live iatire. his the crown of life: 526 
Were death deny'd, poor man would live in van; 
Were death deny'd, to live would not be life; 
| Were death deny'd, ev'n fools would with to die. 
Death wounds to cure: we fall; we rife, we rergn! 
Spring from our ſetters; fallen in the fies; $38. 
| Where blooming Eden withers in our fight; 
Death gives us more than was in Eden loſt. 
This of terrors is the prince of — 
wen mall I die to vanity, pain, death ? 
Ubve for * ** 
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f | NIGHT THE FOURTH. 18 ; N hei come; my world. i 


989 þ . „„ 13's 
W Aa A new world riſes; and new manners rig 

8 a — I Foreign comedians, a ſpruce band l arrive, 
nn 0 1 To puſh me from the ſcene, or hiſs me there, 

| n L eee . een r | 
. 3 | ; at them; my neighbour is unknown4+ // 5 
THE CHRISTIAN woot N Nor that the worſt. Ak me the dire effect N 
| lot loitering here, of death defrauded long: 


þ 0 


|x|, - CONTAINING... ©»; | Of eld fo gracious (and ies that fue. 
VVV r 8 55 
"NS |; , th; and | Shi 1 dare ſay, pe ar is the fate 10 7 
13 ra agony pag Beg l 8 I've been fo long remember d, I'm forgot. 
| I Au object ever preſſing dims the fight, - | \ 
WS: bs £6 bangs: I And hides behind its ardour to be ſeen. 77 
'TO THR HONOURABLE MR. YORKE, | When in his covrtiers* ears I pour my plaint, 60 
| 3 i 4 : | I bey drink it as the nectar of the great ; : 
i Yes and ff hand, and beg come to- 
Muck · indebted Nele, O Yorke! inttiides. | 3 by: 3 "ir * 4 
Amid the ſmiles of fortune, and of youth, | 2,421 ! canſt thou wear à ſmoother form: 
Thine ear is paticgt of 4 ſerious ſong. I. Andulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme: 
How deep implanted in the breaſt of man | Who cheapens life, abates the Fear of Death - 65 


The dread of death 1, I ſing its fovereign cure. 5 | Twice told the iod ſpent on ſtubborn Troy, 
Why ary, at death? Where is he ? Death ar- | Court favour, „ 0 | 
DW I | 
fs paſt; not come or gone, he's never here. | 
Ere hope, ſenſation fails ; black-boding man | Embittering the poſſeſt : Why wiſh for more? 70 
Receives, not ſuffers, death's tremendous blow, Wiſting, of all employments, is the work: ; 
The knell,, the ſhroud,” the matteck, and the, Philoſophy's reverſe ; and health's-decay ! . 
W i; 10 Werel as plump asſtall'd theology, * 
The deep damp vault, the darkneſs, and the] ier would waſte me to the ſhade again. 


Alas! ambition makes my little leſs; 


* 
* 


Ambition's ill-judg'd effort to be rich, 
3 


worm; IX , Were 1 as wealthy as a South-ſea dream, 75 
Theſe are the bugbears of a winter's eve, ibn is an expedient to be poor. 
The terrors of the living, Yor the dead. ; - | #iſoing, that conſtant bedic of a fool; 
Tmagination's fool, and error's wretch, _ Caught at a court; purg'd off by purer air, 


Man makes a death, which nature never made ; 15 And ſimpler diet; gifts of rural life! 
Then on the point of his own fancy falls; * Bleſt be that hand divine, which gently laid 80 
And feels a and deaths, in fearing one. | My heart at reſt, beneath this humble ſhed. 
© But were death frightful, what has 75 to fear? ¶ he world's a ſtately bark, on dangerous ſeas, 

If prudent, age ſhould meet the friendly foe, With pleaſure ſeen; but boarded at our peril ; 


And ſhelter in his hoſpitable gloom, 20 Here on a ſingle plank, thrown ſafe aſhore, | 
I ſcarce can meet a monument, but holds | hear the tumult of the diſtant throng, 85 
My yhunger ; overy date criew— Come away.” | As that of ſeas remote, or dying ſtorms :  - + | 
And what recalls me ? Look che world around,. | Ang meditate on ſcenes, more ſilent till ; __ 
And tell me what : the wiſeſt cannot tell. Purſue my. theme, and fight the Fear of Death, - , 
Should any born of women give his thought 25 Here, like a ſhepherd gazing from his hut, | 
Full range, on juſt ies unbounded field; Touching his reed, or leaning on his ſtaff, 90 1 
Of things, the vanity ; of men, the flaws ; enger ambition's fiery chace | ce; * 
"Flaws in the 69; the many, flaw all Oer; ſee the circling hunt, of noiſy men, 
As leopards, ſpotted, or, as Ethiops, dark; Burſt law's incloſure, leap the mounds of right, 
Vivacious i; goed dying immature ; * 30 | Purſuing, and purſued, each other's prey; | 
(How immature, Narcifſa's marble tells 10 As wolves, for rapine; as the fox, for wiles , 95 p 
And at his death bequeathing endleſs pain ; - | Cill Death, that mighty hunter, earths them ' 
His heart, though bold, would ficken at the fight, } yyhy all this toil for triumphs of an hour? 
And fpend itſelf in ſighs, for future ſcenes, | What though we wade in wealth, or ſoar in 1 
But grant to life (and juſt it is to grant 5 fame? | I Sh, ek ( 
To lucky life) ſome perquiſites of joy; Earth's higheſt ſtation ends in, Here he lies, \ 
A time there is, when, like a thrice- told tale, (And « duſl to duſt” concludes her nobleſt ſong- \ 
Long-rifled life gf ſweet can yield no more. f this ſong lives, poſterity ſhall nur. 10 
But from our ct on che comedy, | one, though in Britain born, with courtieri bred, \ 
Pleaſing refleftions op parts well ſuſtain d, 40 | Wiio thought ev'n. gold might come a day to 4 
Or purpos'd emendations where we fail *. | nate; | 9 "9h AN 
Or hopes of plaudits {rom our candid judge, Nor en his ſubtle death-bed plann'd his ſcheme f 
Wheu on their exit, ſouls UTE bid unrobe, ror future vacancies in church or ſtate; 105 
Toſs fortune back her tinſel, and her plume, Some avocation deeming it to die, 
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* 


Call for my b 


enn POEMS, 


Unbir by 

Guilt's blun 
O my coevals! reninants of yourſe}yes ! 

Poor human ruins, aging, o'er the 8 110 


er! e ee of hell. 


Shall we, ſhall aged men, like aged tr 
. deeper our vile root, and cloſer 
ill more enamour r'd of this wretched foil 


| Shall ear pale, wither'd handy be Reil Aretch' 


Trembling, at once, with 

With avarice and gonvulſions, 

Graſping at air! for what has earth de 

Man wants but little; nor that little, wood 

How ſoon muſt he reGgn his very duſt, 

Which frugal nature lent him for an hour 

Years wpexperienc'd ruſh on numerous ills : 

And ſoon as man, exper from time, has found © 

The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 
When in this vale of years | backward look, 

And miſs ſuch numbers, numbers too of _ 

firmer in health, and greener in their age, 

And ſtricter on their guard, and fitter far, * / 

To play life's fubtle game, I ſcaree believe 

1 till ſurvive: and am I fond of life, 

Who ſcarce can think it poſlible, | live * 

Alive by miracle ! or what is next, 

Alive by Mead if 1 am ſtill alive, 

Who long have bury'd what gives life to live, 

Firmneſs of nerve, and energy of thought. 

Life's lee is on more fallow, than impure, 

And wapid ; Senſe and Reaſon ſhew the door, 

and point me to the duſt, ' 
O thou great arbiter of life and death ! 

Nature's immortal, immaterial ſun 

Whoſe all-prolific beam ate call'd me forth 140 

From darkneſs, teeming darkneſs, wherel lay 

The worm's igferior, and, in rank, beneath 

The duſt 1 tread on, high to bear my brow, 

To drink the ſpirit of the golden day, 

And triumph i in exiſtence ; and couldſt know 145 

No motive, but my bliſs; and haſt ordain'd 

A riſe in blefſing !! with the Patriarch's joy, 

Thy call I follow to the land a 

] truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt ; 

Or life, or death, is equal; neither weighs x 150 

All weight in this—O let me live to thee ! 
Though nature's texrors, thus, may be repreſt; 

till frowns grim Death ; guilt pointsthe ryrant”s 

ſpear, / 

And ike all human guilt? From death forgot. 

Ah me! too long I ſet at nought the (warms 155 

Of friendly warnings, which around me flew ; 

And ſmil'd, unſmitten ; ſmall my cauſe to ſmile! 

Death's admouitions; like ſhafts upwards ſhor, 

More dreadful by delay, the longer ere - [160 

They ſtrike our hearts, the deeper is- their wound: 

O think how deep, Lorenzo! here it ſtings : 

Who can appeaſe its anguiſh ? how it burns! 

What N he bard'd, invenom'd, thought c can 

raw { 

What healing hand can pour the balm of pede; 

And turn my ſight undaunted'on the tomb? 163 
With joy,—with grief, that bealing band 1 ſee 

Ab. top N ! it is fix'd on hn, 


Tam age 7115 
* ? 


120 


wy 


8 


135 


9 


eee men! 


{| Falls the foul infamy:; my heart! awake. 
14 E. 


| Chat arms, Which awe more Fanal thy com | . 


305 
on bs ?— What means my phrenzy ? I biaC- 


dem 
41 Row ie 1 hw for sad the st | 
The ſkies it form'd ; and now it bleeds for . 
But bleeds the balm 1 want—Yet ill it bleeds 5171 | 
Draw the dire ſteel—ah no ! the dreadful b | 
What heart or can ſuſtain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human hope; that nail ſu 
The falling univerſe ;- that gone, we oP 3 ; I75 
Horror receives us, and the diſmal wiſh 
Creation had been ſmother'd in her birth 
Darkneſs his curtain, and his bed the duſt; | 
When ſtars and fun are duſt beneath his throne ! 
ln heaven itſelf ean ſuch indulgence dwell? 10 
O what a groan was there ! a groan not His. 3 
He ſeiz'd or dreadful right ; the load ſuſtain? dz 
And heav'd the mountain from a guilty world. 
A rr worlds, fo bought, were bought too ö 
ear; | 
Senſations arte in angels? boſoms rides ; u * 
Suſpend their ſong; and make a pauſe in bliſs, | 
O for their ſong z to reach my lofty theme 1 1 
Inſpire me, "Night / with all thy tuneful ſpheres; 8 
Whilſt 1 with ſeraphs ſhare ſeraphic themes, 
And ſhew to men the dignity of man; 5 | 
Leſt I blaſpheme my ſubject with my fong 
Shall pages pages glow celeſtial flame, 
Aud chrifiidn languith ? on our hearts, not head 
What can awake thee, unawak'd by this, 195 
ded deity on human weal?” ; 
Feel the great truths, which burſt the tenfold | 
night 
Of A 0454 with a golden flood | | 
Of endleſs day : to feel, is to be fir d; | 
And to believe, Lorenzo] is to feel. * 
Thou moſt indulgent, moſt tremendous Power ! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wondrous love ! 


mands ; | 
And fouteranſgreſfion dips in ſevenfold night 2, 5-3 
How our hearts re at thy love immenſe 
In love immenſe, inviolably juſt ! 


4 Thou, rather than thy ie ſhould be ſtain'd, - 


| Didſt ſtain the Cre; aud work of wonders far 
The greateſt, that thy deareſt far might bleed, 
Bold n it; or re- 
preſs ? 210 
Should man more execrate, or Fn the 
Which rous'd ſuch- vengeance ? when ſuch love 


inflam'd ? q 


O'er guilt (hom movitainous i) wich out-iretch' 1 | 


arms, 


Stern juſtice and ſoſt- ſmiling love embrace, 


Supporting, in full majeſty, thy throne, * 
When ſeem'd its majeity to need 

Or that, or man, inevitably loſt; 

What, but the fathom/eſ; of thought Ane * 
Could labour ſuch expedient from deſpair, + 
And reſcue both both reſcue ! both exalt Wy 
O how are both exalted by the deed / | 

The wondro us deed !- or ſhall 1 call it more. 

A wonder in omnipotence itſelf ! | 
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eternal yoo 
NN . — 2 085 _— 


ny 4. em dr , 
Full orb'd; r nl "i ems the jy dom 
2 at adds heaven's n 
. 2 — — cruſh flog demoliſ d 


All price beyond: curious to compute, 
Archangels fail d to caſt the mighty ſum: 240 
Its value vaſt, ungraſp d by minds create, | 
Forever hides,, aud in the 
r and paid 


| Ghar can exalt the bounty more ?) for 
/ The oy ow yd re the Verdis kes 


Sun / then ty thy Maker's pain | Or 
that enormous load of. human guilt, 
ich bow'd his blefſed head; ov'erwhelim'd his | 


a i der n fake of 


win pangs, ftrange pangs ! Abe d of her ing 65 
; lly, I relent; he writes 
My. name is heaven, with that r 


25 
Hell . and heaven. that hour let fall : 
(A ſpear deep-dipt in blood!) which pierc 


| Nags that ! heaven, bled, , | 
| wept te 3 And open d there a fant for all mankind, 5 


Might —— 1 Who ſtrive, who combat erimes, to drink, 
| — r "Tis compell'd, NE This, only this, ſubdues the frar of death, 
Want heart glows at thoughts like | 
thels ? 268 | And at each ſtep, let higher wonder riſe! 
Such centem N and Gt „Pardon for infinite offence! and pardon 320 
Through means that (| its value infinite ! 


A vine of him, l endamn ut | 

© Perſiſtcd to provoke ! though woo d, and aw d, 
« Bleſt, and chaſtis'd, » rage? 325 
* « A rebel, 'midſt the thunders of his throne! 

„Nor | alone a rebel univerſe | FAG 
My g up in arms ! not one exempt !- N. 
« Yet for the fauleſt of the foul; he dies, 
MNoſt joy d. 2 
4 As if our race were held of hi rank; 331 
by And Godhead dearer, as more to man/” 

Bound, very heart tad very bal, burn ! 
O what a ſcale of miracles. is here 


Ruſh on her, in a throng, and cloſe her round, 

The priſboce of nate N- in bia bleſi life 

I ſee the path, and in his Jeath the price, 

And in his great aſcent the progf ſupreme 270 

2 —And did hetiſe ? | 
ear, O ye nations! hear it, © ye dead! 

He roſp! he roſe ! — —— — death, 

Lift yeeverlaſting gates 


And chroma gr 8 275 lis loweſt. round, planted on the ſkies; 335 


Its towering ſummit oſt beyond the thought” - 
Of man or angel! O that I could climb. 

Lifrup | | The wonderful aſcent, with equal praiſe! 
And Gre che king of. glary to come in. Praiſe New Bop aver (ene ent 


Who is the Ling: of glory? be who flew- 280 Wi give ap leave); E aiſe for ever flow 344 
t, 


The ra venous foe, art gorg'd all human race! | Praiſe ardent, cordial, con to high heaven 
The king of glory, he, whoſe glory fill'd More fragrant, 'than Arabia ſacrific'd, . 
Heaven with amAzement at his ove to man: And al her fig mountains in a fam, 


j 


And what is thi: ?— Survey ' dan ORE ; 


N ET de blood! with. blood dis | 


- 
_ - r 


ee 9 6 


.<t Df if of 


ary #7 not praiſe be thine, 


5 


= 


| dirty 
Removing filth, or — dom f 
A ſcavenger in ſcenes, where va — 83 
Like gibbets yet untenanted, expect 
Their 3 From courts and thrones, | 


Raturd, / thou vegabond! 
_—_—_—— y frft love return, - 


thy 
Ly. — acre like Meander flow, 
1 to that Parent Power, 


wi gies tho tongs 91 found, the thought to 


The foul to be. Men homage pay ty men, 
Tho bovenh het @cathul oye they bow 
In mutual awe profound of clay to clay, 366 
Of guik to guile ; and turn their back on thee, 
Greet Sts / n 
ay © angels, an 

of enero. awe for man! 4370 
— Author! End! Reſtorer ! Law ! and 
me day thine, and thine this gloom of 


| 838 with all her radiant worlds: 


Wine, olg ht eternal, but a frown from thee ?[375 
— 's meridian glory, but thy ſmile ? 

No Kamen praiſe ? | La 
While heaven's high hoſt on batlelvjob; live? 

O may | breathe no longer, than T breathe 
My foul l who gave my foul, 
And all her infinite' of 
Cut through che Modes of hell, 'preat Love by thee 
O moſt Adorable! moſt Unador'd ! 
Where —— praiſe begin, which ne'cr ſhould 


Where'er IU turn, Fes chin en al plate , 
How is gs ſable mantle labour'd o'er! 385 
Howrichly wrought with attributes divine! 
What ue fines! whas love { this midnight 
This ae avi with golden worlds inlaid | 
Built with divige wages. nought to thee; 
For others this : Thoa, apart, 390 
Above ! Beyond! © toll me, tight Mind ! 

e art thou? Shall I dive into the deep ? 
Call eo che ſra, or afle the roaring" windr, 
For their Creator ? 8 L loud 
The thwdty , if in that th' Almighty dwells? 395 
or holds he furious in ſtreighten' d reins, 
And bids fierce whirtwindr wheel his rapid car? 


do 5: theſe queſtiols?—Trembling *. 
foul adores the preſent God: 

2 ? He tunes 400 

My voice — nad ; the nerve, that I fyl- 


Wrapt in deen, I reſound N ; 


„once unrivabd theme, 366 


proſpe& ſair, 380 
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paſt off diu d. without a hre, 

— lacal is his throne (as meet), 
To gather the diſperſt (as ſtandards call © 405 
The lifted from afar): to fix # point, 
A central point, collective of his forts, 
Since faite! every nature but bis own, | 

The nameleſs Me, whoſe nod is a birth; 
And natvre's ſhield, the ſhadow of his hand; 40 
Her diffolution, his fuſpended ſmile! | 
The great Fiſ-Loft # payilion'd high 
* dar kneſs from ve ſplendor borne, 
By gods unſeen, unleſs through luſtre loſt. 
Hie glory, to created glory, bright, 475 
As that to central horrors; he looks down 
On all that ſoars; and ſpans immenlity. 

W aer unnumber d worde unfolds to 


| Boundleſs creation! what err thee? A beam, 
LA mere efyviym of his majeſty :* 430 
And ſhall an atom of this atem - worde 
Mutter, in duſt and fin, the theme of heaven ? 
Down to the centre ſhould | ſend my thought 
8 —255 glittrering ore, and glowing 


Their begga — luftre for my lay 5 425 
Goes out in darkneſs; if, on to wing 
I ſend it through the boundleſs vault of ftars! 
* though rich, what dtofs their gold to 
er, 
Great! . wiſe! wonderful! eternal King 
— . a. d 
| Praiſe ever-pouring, and imbibing bliſs . 
„ Arain; they want it, mere they 


Poor their abundance humble their ſublime, 

id their energy, their ardour cold, 
Ind ſtill, their higheſt-rapture burns: 426 
Short of its mark, deſective, though divine; 
| Still 8 theme is man's, and man's 
alone ; - 


Their va appointments reach it not : they ſe 


On earth a bounty not indulg'd en hi 


And downwerd look for heaven's ſuperior 
Firſt-born of Ether! high in fields of light! — 
View man, to ſee the glory of your God't © 


Could angels envy, they had envy'd herr; 
And ſome did envy ; and the reſt, though gods, 
Tet.ſtill gods unredrem d (there — Aron 


Tempted to weigh the — a * 
[They leſs i would fry though more or — my 


They ſung Os ects (hears ſhar'd) : 


| How roſe in melody, that child of love 1 


Creation's great ſuperior, man! is thine ; 456 


Thine is redemption 5 they juſt gave the key: 
Tis thine to raiſe, and eternize, che ſony; 


de Raiſe man o'er man, and kindle ſcraphs bert bf 


| / *twascreation more ſublime ; 45S 
' Redemption ! it was the labour of the ities 3 | 
[Far ere than ES r wan Dat bar hnwbd , 
A * fo ſtrange! twere bold, to think it 


—— 
| F Un » pundet ; 46s 


— 
146 
8 = 


2 — On earth, which truck the 
w 
Who ſtruck it? Who ?—O how is man enlarg*d 
Seen through this medium! how the pigmy 
towers ! 
How counterpois $d his origin from duſt ! 
How counterpois'd, to duſt his ſad return! 465 
How voided his vaſt diſtance from the ſkies 1' | 
How near he preſſes on the ſeraph's wing 
Which is the {eraph ? Which the born ef clay? 
How this demonſtrates, through the thickeſt cloud 
Of guilt, and clay condens'd, the fon of heaven ! 
The double ſon ; the made, and the re-made 1 471 
And ſhall heaven's double property be loſt ? 
Man's double madneſs only can deſtroy. 

To man the bleeding croſs has promis'd all;  * 
The bleedipg croſs has ſworn eternal grace; 475 
Who gave his life, what grace ſhall He deny? 
© ye ! who, from this Rock of ager, leap, 
Apoſtates, plunging headlong in the deep! |, 
What cordial joy, what conſolation ſtrong, 
Whatever winds ariſe, or billows roll, 430 
Our intereſt's in the maſter of the ſtorm | 
Cling there, and o'er wreck'd nature's ruins ſmile ; ; 
While-vile apoſtates tremble in a calm. 

Man 8 thyſelf. All wiſdom centres 


To none men ſeems ignoble, but to man; 485 
Angels that grandeur, men o'er-look, admire ; 
How Jong ſhall Lo nature be their Wee 
Degen mortal! and wnread by Thee 
The — reaſen ſheds ſnows wonders There; 
What high contents! Illuſtrious facujties! 490 
But the grand comment, which diſplays at full 
Our human height, ſcarce ſever d from divine, 
By heaven compos'd, was publiſlt'd on the C. 
Who looks on That, and ſees not in himſelf 
An awful ſtranger, a terreſtrial god ? 495 
& glorious partner with the Deity . 
In that high attribute, immortal life ? 
If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm ; 
I gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting ſoul 
Catches ſtrange fire, Eternity] at Thee; goo 
And drops the world—or rather, more enjoys; 
How ae the face of nature ! how improv d 
What ſeem d a chaos, ſhines a glorious world, 
Or, what a world, an Eden ; heighten'd all ! 
It 3s another ſcene ! another "ſelf! 505 
And ſtill another, as time rolls along; 
And that a /elf far more illuſtrious ſtill. 
Beyond long ages, yet roll'd up in ſhades 
Unpierc'd.-by bold conjecture's keeneſt ray, 
What evolutions of ſurpriſing fate! 
How nature opens, and receives my ſoul 
In 3 walks of raptur'd thought | where 


Fra and embrace me! What new births 
—_ adventure, foreign to the ſun; [515 
Where now ” charms, perþaps whate'er 


Old time, I . 
ls this extrava gant,? Of man we form 
Extravagant — n, to be juſt : 

Conception uncon 42 wants wings to reach him : 
Beyond its reach, the 
| Hi (he grfat Father ! kindled ut ans fangs 


510 
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{ Reſo * 
His throne their centre, and his ſale thets 


Sy 


The world of rationals; one ſpirit pour d 


From ſpirit's aweful fountain : pour d himſelf 20 


Through all their ſouls; but not in equal 
Profuſe, or frugal, of th' aſpiring God, 325 
As his wiſe plain demanded; and when paſt 


| Their various trials in their various py 


If they continue rational, as made, 
The them all into elf again ; 8 


crow]·m. (530 

Why doubt we, then, the. grins truth to ting, , 

Though yet unſung, as deem'd, perhaps, too oh 
Angels are men of a ſuperior kind 


| Angels are men in lighter habit clad, -- - | 
{ High o'er celeſtial mountains wing'd in flight; 535 


And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 

Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain,” 
And open ſtep, the bottom of the ſteep, 
Angels their failings, mortals have their praiſe; 
While Here, of 7 ethereal, ſuch enroll'd, $40 
And ſuramon'd to the glorious Standard ſoon, 
Which flames eternal crimſon through the lie. 
Nor are our hretbers thoughtleſs of "their kin, 
Yet abſent ; but not abſent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael ſung 545 
Our triumphs ; Gabriel on our errands flown, 
Sent by the Sovereign: and are theſe, O man!, 
Thy * thy warm allies? and Thou Nn. 


_ | Thy cheek 5 cinder !) rival to the brute? 


Religion 's All. Peſcending from the ſkies 3 
To wretched man, the goddels in her left, 
Holds out this world, and, in her right, the vert; 
Religion / the ſole voucher man is man; 


Supporter ſole of man above himſelf; 


loss 
Ev'n in this night of frailty, change, and drach, 


She gives the ſoul a foul that acts a god, 


Religion! Providence | an After-ſtate | 

Here is firm footing; here is ſolid rock! oy, 

This can ſupport us; all js ſea beſides; ; 

Sinks under us; beſtorms, and then devours. 56a, 

His hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, f 

And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 
As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 


Darkneſs, and ſtench, and ſuffocating damps, [56s 


And dungeop-horrors, by kind fate, diſcharg'd, 
Climbs ſome fair eminence, where ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elyſian proſpects riſe, 
His heart exults, his ſpirits caſt their load; 


| As if new- born, he triumphs in the change : ; 


So joys the ſoul, when, from inglorious aims, 370 


And forded fweets, from feculence and froth 


Of ties terreſtial, ſee at large, ſhe maunts 

To Kegſon's region, her own element, 

Breathes hopes immortal, and affects the ſkies. 
Religion / thou the ſoul of happineſs ; 575 

And, groating Calvary, of thee | There ſhine 

The nobleſt truths ; there ſtrongeſt motives "_ 

There ſacred violence aſfaults the ſou; 

There, nothing but compulſion is forborn. 

Can love allure us; or can terror awe}, . $80 


f 


Godhead only, more. . $30 If in his love ſo terrible, what then 


He weeps M che falling drop puts gut the ſun; ; 
He. liche the ſigh earth's deep foundation 
kes. 


His wrath inflam'd.? his tenderneſs on fre? 


— 


r 


Like ſoft, ſmooth oil, outblazing other fires ? 585 
Can Prager can praiſe, avert  it-?—Thou, my 
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My theme ! my inſpiration ! and my crown! 9 


My ftrength in age! my riſe in low eſtate! 

My ſoul's ambition, pleaſure, wealth !—-my world 

My light in darkneſs ! and my life in death ! 590 

My boaſt through time ! bliſs through eternity 

Eternity, too ſhort. to ſpeak thy praife ! _- 

Or fathom thy profound of. love to man! 

To man of men the meaneſt, ev'n to me; - {595 

My facrifice l my God. —hat things are theſe ! 
| _ * Thou ? by what name ſhall I call 


Knew 1 the name devout archangels uſe, 
Devout archangels ſhould the name enjoy, 
By me unrival'd.z. thouſands more ublime, | 
None half ſo dear, as that, which, though. un- 
67> on OES in. | 7751 6 
Still glows at heart: O how omnipotence 
Is loſt in love 1, Thou great Philanthropilt ! 
Father of angels! but the friend of man! 
Like Jacob, fondeſt of the younger born! 
Thou, who, didſt ſave him, ſnatch the ſmoking 
brand : | | 


| 605 

From out the flames, and 

blood Þ 3.14 fre pines] 9 
How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to diſtreſs ! 
To make us groan beneath our gratitude, 
Too big for birth ! to favour, and confound ;- | 
To challenge, and to diſtance all return! 610 
Of laviſh love ſtupendous heights'to ſoar, 
And leave praiſe panting in the diſtant vale ! 
Thy right, too great, 3 — thee of thy due; 
And ſacrilegious our ſublimed ſong. 


| 


1 
4 


quench it in thy 


But ſince the naked tui obtains thy ſmile, 615 


Beneath this monument of praiſe unpaid, 
And future life ſymphonious to my ſtrain, 
(That nobleſt hymn to heaven I) for ever lie 
Intomb'd my fear: of death and every fear, 
The dread of every evil, but Thy frown. 
' ; Whom ſee I yonder, fo demurely ſmile ? 
Laughter a labour, and might break their reſt. 
Ye quietiſts, in homage to the ſkies ! 
Serene! of ſoft addreſs! who mildly make 
An unobtruſive tender of your hearts, * - 
Abhorring violence! who ba/t indeed; 
But for the.bleſſing, relle not with heaven! 
Think you my ſong, too turbulent? too warm? 
Are poſſions, then, the pagans af the ſoul 1 
Reaſon alone baptiz'd ? alone ordain'd | 630 
To touch things ſacred ? Oh for warmer ftill ! 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my 


620 


625 


powers; ; 
Oh for an humbler heart ! and prouder ſong ! 
Thou, my much injur d theme! with that ſoft 


eye (635 
Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 
Compaſſion to the coldneſs of my hreaſt; - 
And pardon to the winter in my ſtrain. 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, formaliſts ! -_ 
On ſuch a theme, tis impious to be calm; 
Paſſion is reaſon, tranſport temper, bere. 64e 
Shall 2 which gave us ardour, and has 


ewn WES 
Het own for man ſo ſtrongly, not diſdain 


5 


I Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne; 


8 


What ſmooth emollients in theology; 
Recumbent virtue's downy doctors, preach; 
That proſe of piety, a lukewarm praiſe? 64 
Riſe odours ſweet from incenſe wninflam'd ? 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout;z ' 
But when it glows, its heat is truck to heaven ' 
To hunian hearts her golden harps are ſtrung; 
High heaven's orcheflra chaunts amen 1 650 
Hear I, or dream I hear, their di ſtrain, 
Sweet to the foul, and taſting ſtrong of heaven, 
Soft- waſted on celeſtial pity's plume, = 
Through the vaſt ſpaces of the univerſe, ] 
To chear me in this melancholy gloom ? 655 
Oh when will death (now ſtingleſs), like a friend, 
Admit me of their choir ? O when wilk death 
This mouldering, old, partition-wall throw down 


ive beings, one in nature, one abode ? L 
Oh death divine l that giv'ſt us to the ſkies! ' 660 


Great future { glorious patron of the 225 * 
And preſent / when ſhall I thy ſhrine adore? 
From nature's continent, immenſely wide, 
Immenſely bleſt, this little 3 of life, | 
This dark, incarcerated colony, _ 665 
Divides us. Happy day! that breaks our chain; 
That manumits ; that calls from exile homo; 
That leads to nature's great metropolis, + 

And re-admits us, through the guardian hand 


Who hears our Advocate, and, through 
wounds 

Beholding man, allows that tender name. 

'Tis this makes Chriſtian triumph a command ; 

'Tis this makes joy a duty to the wiſe * 

Tis impious in a good man to be ſad. 675 
See thou, Lorenzo! where hangs all our hope? 

. by the Croſs, we live; or, more than 


his 


8 co 


Than that which touch d confuſion into form, 
And darkneſs into glory; partial touch / 630 
Ineffably pre-eminent regard ! = 

Sacred to man, and ſovereign though the whole + 
Long golden chain of miracles, wirich hangs 


From heaven through all duration, and ſupports 


In one illuſtrious and amazing plan, 685 
Thy welfare, nature / and thy God's renown ; 
That touch, with charm celeſtial, heals the ſaul  - 
roy va pain from guilt, lights light life in 
1 


I Turns earth to heaven, io heavenly thrones trans 


forms * 
The ghaſtly ruins of the mouldering tomb. 
Doſt aſk me when? When he whody'd returns; 


woe? 625 + 2220 

In glory's terrors all the Godhead burns; + 
And all his courts,” exhauſted by the tide _ - © 
Of deities triumphant in his train, 695 
Leave a ſtupendous ſolitude in heavenz ' 
Repleniſh'd ſoon, repleniſh'd with inereaſe 
| Of, pomp, aud multitude ; a radiant bang 
Of angels new; of angels from the tomb. 

Is this by fancy thrown remote; and riſe 
Dark doubts between the promiſe and event ? 
| ſend thee not to volumes for thy cure; 


„ 
n 
. 


700 


Read Nature; Nature is a friend do truth; 


670 


That touch which touch'd not angels; more divine 


Returns, how chang'd | Where then the man of - 


— NNdN—— õy !!. — —— 


—— 
— 9 * — — — — — 
=» * . 5 

7 


— —— - 
-% 
"21's 


= 


% 


313 


7 


1 0ouν 


L e ] 
R 22 : 
C1 the eee eg Wight 7 
iNuftrious ſtranger paſſing, terror ſheds 
| On gazing antions; from his fiery train 
2 takes his ample round 
depths of ether; | coaſts unnumber'd 


Nature is 


710 
o glory; doubles wide ; 
2 and then reviſits cart, 
Frem the long travel of « thouſand/years:, | 


Thus, at the deſtin'd period, ſhall return (71s 
He, once on earth, who bids the comer blaze: 
And, with Him, ali our triumph o er che tomb. 
Nature is dumb on this important point; 
Or hope in low whiſper breathes ; 
Faith Ipeaks aloud, diſlinct; evn adder; hear ; 
But turn, and dart into the dark 720 
"Faith builds a bridge acroſs the gnlph of death, 
To break the ſhock blind aature cannot ſhun, 
And lands thought ſmoothly on the farther ſhore. 
- Death'sterror is the mountain ui removes; | 


Why eiſbelieve ? Lorenao « by bids, 
„ All-facred reaſon.” Hold her ſacred Rt: 
Nor ſhalt theu want à rival in thy flame: 730 


All-facred regſen / ſource, and foul, of all 
Demanding praiſe, on earth, or earth above 1 
My heart is thine : deep in its inmoſt folds, 
Live thou with life ; live dearer of the two. 
Wear Ithe bleſſed Croſs, by forcune red 935 
nature, before thought was born? 
— blind bigot ! fir d with local zeal! 
No; reaſon re-baptiz'd me when adult; 
Weiph'd true, and falſe, in her cron ogra 
My heart became the convert of my head 40, 
Rr that choice, which once was buy any 
8 , eee | 
22 purſu d is faith ; and, unpurſued | 
Where proof invites, tis reaſon, then, no more: 
Aud ſuch our proof, That, or our faith is right, 
Or reaſon lies, and heaven deſigu d it wrong ; 746 
Abſolve we This? What, then, is blaſphemy ? 
Fond as we are, and juſtly fond, of faith, 
ne we grant, demands our firſt r $ 
mother honour'd as the daughter dear, 
Reaſon the root, fair faith is but the flower ; 
The fading flower ſhall die; but reaſon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the ſes. | 
| When fene is virtue, TF-oſon makes it ſo. 
Wrong not the Chriſtian; think not reaſon 


youre 2 785 
"Tis reaſon our great Maſter holds ſo dear; 
Tis veafon's injur d rights His wrath reſents ; 
"Tis regſon s yoice obey d His crown z 
To give loſt reſon life, He pour'd his on: 


7 


Believe, and ſhew the reafon of a man; 
Believe, and tafte the pleafure of a God; 
Believe, and look with My the tomb : 


* * wounds alone 


thy ſoit 


Fro thoſe, who: 


| And 7 of reafon dead, 


That hour, ſo 


| By ſtrides as ſwift ; Eternity is Al 


| Bathing for ever in the font of 
9 For ever lie 


8 POE M 8. 
Which dying, tenfold terer givesto death, | 


yos N 
Learn hence what honours, what Hee, 


duc 
our entidete aſide ; + 
'Thoſe boaſted friends to reaſon and to man, 
Whoſe fatal love ſtabs every joy, and leaves 
Death's terror heighten d, gnawing on his heart 
Theſe pompous ſons of reg/on idoli d 771 


Then deify d. as monarchs were of old ; 
. 
ou 77 
They draw * curtain MY the — 
Spike up their inch of reaſon, on the point 


Of philoſophic wit, 8 | 

Aud then, exulting in their taper, 

„ Behold the ſun: and, lodta- Ihe, er 
Talk chey of moral: ? 0 chou . 

Thou maker of zew morals to 

Wee 

As wiſe as Socrates, if ſuch 


(Nor will they bate of tg 705 8 


the guiltleſs } Ar wiſe as Socrates, might juſtly ſtand 


The definition of a modern fool. 

A Chriſtian is the hi 2 
And is there, who the bleſſed Croſs wipes off, 
As à foul blot, from his diſhonour'd brow ? 799 
if angels tremble, tis at fuch a ſight 


The wretch they quit, deſponding of thes 


More ſtruck with grief or wonder who can tell? 
Ye ſold to fetiſe! Ye citizens of earth | 
(For ſuch alone the Chriſtian banner fly) 995 
Know ye how wiſe your choice, how great your 


gain? 
Bchold the piQure of earth's happieſt man : 
« He calls his wiſh, it comes; he ſends it back, 
« And ſays, he call d another; that arrives, 
Meets the fame welcome ; yet he ſtill ealla on; 
* Till one calls him, who varies not his call, vox 
« But holde hien faſt, in chains of darkneſs bound, 
« Till nature dies, and judgment ſets him free; 
& 2 


; him ha 
Add 2 rage ker) lateſt hour; ws 


, is nimble in * 

That, like a poſt, 8 on in full career: ' 

| How ſwift the ſhuttle flies, that VRIES 
Where is the fable of thy former years 

far from 


Thrown down the guiph of time; 8s 
Thee 


As they had ne'er been thine; the day in hand, 


Like a bird tru oof afar, is going; 
Scarce now poſſeſeꝰd, ſo ſuddenly "tis gone; 
And each ſwiſt moment fled, is death advanc'd 91. 


nb? 


And whoſe Eternity ? Who trin 


in the Deity! ! * 
—Thy conſcience ſhall reply. 96 


Lorenzo l who 


N O give it leave to ſpeak ; 'twill ſpeak ere long, 


leave unaſk d: Lorenzo! hear it now, 


b Thy 


While uſcful its advice, EE 


By the great edic, the divine decree, 

Truth is depoſited with man's laft hour 

An honeſt hour, and faithful to her run 
_ Truth, eldeſt daughter of the Dei 


Truth, of his council, when a 3 the 
worlds; 
Nor leſs, when he hall judge the worlds he 
made 3 


Though ſilent long, and Neeping ne'er fo ſound, 
Smother'd with errors, aud oppreſt with 


831. 


toys, 
That heaven=cormiſſion'd hour no ſooner calls, 
But, from her cavern in the ſoul's abyfs, 
Like him they fable under tua whelm'd, 
The goddeſs, burſtsin thunder, andin flame; 835 
Loudly convinces, and ſeverely pains, 
Dirk demons I diſcharge, and Hydra ſtings ; 
The keen vibration of bright truth—is Hell: 
ſult definition ! though by ſchools untaught. 


e deaf. to truth! peruſe this Parſon'd page, 840 


And truſt, for once, a prophet, and a prieſt; 
„Men may lioe fools, but fools 2 5 cannot 
die. 


NIGHT THE FIFTH. 


THE RELAPSE. 


To THE RIGHT HONz 


THE EARL OF LITCHFIELD. 


L. rng ! to recriminate is juſt, 
. Fondneſs for fame is avarice of air. 

I grant the man is vain who writes for praiſe. ' 
Praiſe no man cer deſerv'd, who ſought no 

more. 

As juſt thy ſecond charge. 
Has often bluſht at her degenerate ſons, 
Retain'd by /-»fe to plead her filthy cauſe ; 
To raiſe the low, to magnify the mean, 

And ſubtilize the groſs into refig'd + 

As if to magie numbers* powerful charm 
was given, to make a civet of their ſong 
Obſcene, and ſweeten ordure to perfunie. 
it, a true pagan, deifies the brute, 

Aud lifts our ſwine=enjoyments from the mire. * 

The fact notorious, nor obſcure the cauſe. 15 
We wear the chains of pleaſure, and of pride. © 
Theſe ſhare the man; and theſe di 

too; 
Draw different ways, and claſh in their com- 
mands. 
P 2 like an eagle, builds among the ſtars; 
But pleaſure, lark-like, neſts upon the a 20 
Vor, VIII. 


i 


2 


I grant the Muſe 5 


10 


aQ' mim 
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Joys ſhar'd by brute-creation, 


243 


Pride reſents; 

| Pleaſure embraces : Man would both enjoy, 

And both at onge, : a point how hard to 

But, what can't wit, when ſtung by ST de 
fire ?. 


| Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 


Since joys of fenſe can t riſe to reaſon's taſte; 

In ſubtle ſophitry's laborious forge, . ! 

Fit hanamers out a reaſon new, that 

To ſordid ſeenes, and meets them with applauſe. 

Wit calls the graces the chaſte zone to looſe; 30 

Nor lefs than a pump god to fill the bowl + % 

A thouſand phangoms, and a thouſand ſpeils, 7 

A thouſand opiates ſcatters, to delude, | 

To faſcinate, 'inchriate, lay aſleep, - 

And the fool'd mind delightfully confound. '-25 

Thus that which ſtock'd'the judyment, —_—_ no 
more: 

That which gave prid- offence, no more okiends. 

Pleaſure and pride, by nature mortal foes, 

At war eternal, which in man ſhall reigu, 

By wit's addreſs, pate up a fatal peace, 

And hand in hand lead on the rank Pr 

From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 

Abt, cnrſed-art I wipes off th” indebted' bh 


944 


From nature's cheek, and bronzes every ſhame. 


Mau ſmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt; <5 

And infamy lands candidate for pranfesd: + ol” 7 
All writ by man infavorr of the: bind 

Thele ſenſual ethics far; in bulk, tranſcenda. 


The flowers'of eloquente, profuſely)pour 1 


oer ſpotted vice, fill half the letter d warld. 0 


Can powers of genius exorciſe their page; 
And conſecrate enormities with ſong? 
But let not theſe inexpiable ſtrains! - + | 


] Condemn the Muſe that knows her 8 J 
- © {| Nor meanly ſtops at tie, but holds the world 55 


As tis, in nature's ample eld, a point, 


| A point in her eſteem; from. whente' to ſtart, 


And run the round of univerſal: ſpace, 2 

To viſit Being univerſal there, ' 

And Being's Source, that utmoſt flight of mind!! 

Yet, ſpite of this ſo vaſt circumference, ,'* - 6x 

Well knows; but what is morae/, noug ht is great. 

Sing ſyrens only ? Do not angels ung? 

There is in pcefy a decent pride, | | 

Which well becomes ber when the pena proſe, 

H r younger ſiſter ; haply, not more wiſe- 66 
Think'ſt thou, Lorènse ! to find paſtime here. 

No guilty paſſion blown into a flame, 

No foible flatter'd,” dignity diſgrac d. 


| 


# © 


No fairy field of gion, all on flower, 7 
No rainbow colours, here; or ſilken tale: 7 


But ſolemn counſels, images of awe, 


Truths, which eternity lets ſall on man 1 

With double weight, through theſe mee 
ſpheres, 

This aal ſilenee, and denden ſhades 75 

Thoughts, ſuch as ſhull reviſit your laſt . 

Viſit -uncalf'd; and live when life expires; / 

And thy dark pencil, »iduight / darker a 

In melancholy dipty embrowns the whole. 4 

Yot this) even fl, y eee 

vs 


es 


* - ' 
1 * 131 
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- { Nor touches on the world, without a ſtain ; 
The world's infectious; few bring back at eve, 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn. ' 
| Something we thought, is blotted; we reſolv'd, 
is ſhaken ; we renounc'd, returns again. 
Each Falutation may flide in a fin 
Unthought before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it ſtrange: light, motion, concourſe, noiſe, 
All, ſcatter us abroad; thought outward-bound, 
ectſul of our home affairs, flies off 
me and diſſipation, quits her charge, 
And. Icaves the breaſt unguarded to the foe. 

Preſent example gets within our. guard, 
And acts with double force, by ſew repell d. 
Ambition fires ambition ; love of gain 
5 | Strikes, like a peſtilence, from breaſt to breaſt * 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe; 
And inbumanity is caught from man, 
From ſmiling man. A light, a ſingle glance, 
And ſhot at random, often has brought home 160 
A ſudden fever to the throbbing heart, 
Of envy, rancour, or impure deſire. 
a wy ſee, we hear, with peril; fafety dwells 

ote from multitude ; the world's a ſchool - 

- wrong, and what proficients ſwarm around! 
We mult, or imitate, or diſapprove; 
Mult liſt as their accomplices, or foes ; 
4 That ſtains our. innocence ; 


5 From nature's birth, hence, .wwiſdom has been 


With ſweet receſs, and languiſht for the ſhade, 70 
This ſacred ſhade, and ſolitude, what is it? 
"Tis the felt preſence of the Deity. 
1 Few are the faults we flatter when alone, 
Vice ſinks in her allurements, is ungilt, 
And looks, like other objects, black by night. 175 
By night an Atheiſt half-believes a God. 
Night is fair virtue's immemorial friend; 
4 The conſcious moon, through every diſtant \age, 
Has held a lamp to wiſdom, and let fall, 
On contemplation's eye, her purging ray, 
The cs Athenian, he who woo'd from hea- 


Lorenzo! and thy brothers of the ſmile ! 7 
If, what imports you moft, can moſt engage, 
hall ſteal your car, and chain vou to my ſong. 
if you fail me, know, the wiſe ſhall taſte 
The truths l ſing; the truths 1 ſing ſhall feel; 8 
And, feeling, give aſſent: and their aſſent 
Is ample recompence is more than praiſe. _ 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield! nor miſtake ; 
Think not unintroduc'd I force my way; 


Narcifſa, not unknown, not unally d. 90 


By virtue, or by blood, illuſtrious youth! 

To thee, from blooming amaranthine howers, 
Where all the language harmony, deſcends 
Uncall'd, and aſks admittance for the Muſe ; 

A Muſe, that will not- Pain thee with thy 
* praiſe; 

Thy praiſe me Urope, by nobley lun inſpir d. 

O Thou !- Bleſt Spirit ! ⁊obether the ſupreme, 
Greut ante-mundane Father ! in whoſe breaſt 
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt, 

And all-its various revolutions roll'd oo 
Preſent, though future ;; prior to themſelves; 
Whaſe breath can blow it into nought again; 
or, from his throne ſome delegated power, 


— 


Who, ſtudious of our e doſt turn the 


thought 
From viin and vile, to ſolid and ſublime ! 105 
Unſeen thou lead ſt me to delicious draughts 
Of inſpiration, from a purer ſtream, 
And fuller of the god, than that which burſt 
From fam'd-Caſtalia ; nor is yet allay'd | 
My ſacred thirſt; though long my ſoul hes! 


d 110 


rang 

Through pleaſing paths of eral, and divine, 
By thee ſuſtain'd, and lighted by the Stars. 

By them beſt lighted 8 are the paths of thought e 
Wights-are their days, their moſt illumin'd hours. 
By d, the ſoul, o'erborne by life's career, 115 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy, with the glare, 
Reels far from reaſon, joſtled by the throng. 
By day the ſoul is paſſive, all her thoughts 
Impos d, precarious, broken ere mature. | 

aight, from objects free, from paſſion coo], 120 

Mate uncontrobd, and. unimpreſs'd, the 


of pure election, arbitrary range,. | 
Not to the limits of «ne world confin'd ; 
But from etheree! travels light on b | 
As* voyagers drop anchor, ſor repoſe. 125 
Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
or ſeather d fopperies, the ſun adore: 
Darkneſs has more divinity ſor me; 
It ſrikes thought en: it drives back the 
f ſoul 
To ſettle on Herſelf, our aint ſupreme! 130 
Thervlies our theatre I there ſits our judge. 
Darkneſs the curtain drops o'er life's dull ſcene ; 
Tuche kind hand of Providence ſtretcht out 
Twirt man and vanity ; tis regſen's reign, 
And wirtue's too; theſe tutelary ſhades + 135 
Are man's afplum' from the tainted throng. 
Right is the good man's friend, and 3 too; 
It =o leſs, t virtue, than inſpires. 

"Virtue, fot ever frail, as fair, below, 
Her tendea nature ſuſfers i in the croud, 140 


Of murder'd time ! Auſpicious mi 
The world excluded, every paſſion hu 
And open'd a calm intercourſe 
Here the ſoul fits in conncil ; 
Predeſtines future action; ſees, not feels, 


-Tumultuous life, and reaſons with the form, 200 ; 


Pius the fair, to dwell with men, 
1 And, form. their manners, not inflame their 


While o'er his head, 
| His labouring mind, the ſtars in ſilence flide, 18s 
And ſeem all gazing on their future gueſt, 

See him ſoliciting his ardent ſuit | 
In private audience: all the live- long night, . 
Rigid in thought, and motionleſs, he ſtands, 
Nor quits his theme, or 
Rude drunkard riſing roſy 
Diſturbs his nobler intellectual beam, 
| And gives him to the tumult of the world. 

Hail, precious moments! ſtol'n from the black 

ſt 


1dnight / hail! 


as fearful to moleſt 


ſture, till the ſun 190 
from the main!) 


ponders 


this wounds our 


ith heaven, 


Oh 2 


And now we ſink : to be the ſame, tranſcends 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 
\Dung'd, bus not dreſs'd ; and rich to beggary. 


All her lyes anſwers, and think; down her charms. 
What awful joy! what mental liberty! 
] am not pent in darkneſs ; rather fay, _ 
(If not too bold) in darkneſs I'm embower'd. . 
Delightful gloom ! the cluſtering thoughts around 
Spontaneous riſe, and bloſſom in the ſhade; 206 
But droop by day, and ficken in the, ſur. 
Thought borrows light elſewhere ; from that fr # 
re, 3 f | 
Fountain of animation ! whence deſcends . 
Urania, my celeſtial gueſt! who deigns 210 
Nightly to viſit me, ſo mean; and new, 
Conſcious how needful diſcipline to man, 
From pleaſing dalliance with the (charms of 
night l | 
My nd thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other beat of heart! Narcifſa's tomb | 215 
Or is it feeble nature calls me back, a 
And breaks my ſpirit into grief again? ö 
[s it a Stygian vapour in my blood? 
Acold, flow puddle, creeping chrough my veins? 
Or is it thus with all men ?—Thus with all. 220 
What are we? How unequal ! Now we ſoar, 


Our preſent proweſs, ' Dearly pays the /ou? 
For lodging ill; too dearly rents her clay. 
Reaſon, a baffled counſellor ! but adds 225 
The bluſh of weakneſs to the bane of woe. 
The nobleſt ſpirit, fighting her hard fate, 
In this damp, duſty region, charg'd with ſtorms 
But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly; [230 
Or, flying, ſhort her flight, and ſure her fall. 
Our utmoſt ſtrength, when down, to riſe again; 
And not to yield, though beaten, all our praiſe. 
"Tis vain to ſeek in men for more than man. 
Though proud in promiſe, big in previous 
thought, . 
Experience damps our triumph. 1 who late, 235 
Emerging from the ſhadows of the grave, 
Where grief detain'd me priſoner, mounting high, 
Threw wide the gates of everlaſting day, 
And call'd mankind to glory, ſnook off pain, 
Mortality ſhook off, in ether pure, 240 
And ſtruck the ſtars ; now feel my ſpirits fail; 
They drop me from the zenith; down I ruſh, 
Like him whom fable fledg'd with waxen wings, 
In ſorrow drown'd—but not in ſorrow loſt. | 
How wretched is the man who never mourn'd ! 
| dive for precious pearl in forrow's ſtream : 246 
Not ſo the thoughtleſs man that only grieves: 
Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain, 
(lneſtimable gain !) and gives heaven leave _ 
To make him but more wretched, not more 
_ wiſe. / 250 
If wiſdom is our leſſon (and what elſe 
Ennobles man ? what elſe have angels learnt ?) 
Crief ! more proficients in thy ſchool are made, 
genius, or proud learning, e'er could boaſt. 
Voracious learning, often over-fed, 255 
Digeſts not into ſenſe her motley meal. 
This boek-caſe, with dark booty almoſt burſt, 
This forager on others' wiſdom, leaves - 
er native farm, her reaſon, quite untill'd. 


mixt manure ſhe ſurfeits the rank ſoil, 260 


* 


* 


A pomp untameablte of weeds prevatjs, | 
Her ſervant's wealth, incumber'd tvi{/om mourns. 
And what fays genius ? © Let the dull be wiſe.” 


Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong ; 265 
And loves to boaſt, where bluſh, men leſs inſpit d. 


Conſiders reaſon as a leveller; 


It pleads exempt on from the laws of /enſe ; 
And fcornsto ſhare a blefling with the Shs. | 


That wiſe it dend be, thinks an ample claim 270 


To glory, and to pleaſure gives the reſt, 
Craſſus but ſleeps, Ardelio is undone. + 
Wiſdom leſs ſhudders at a fool, than wit. 
But 20% ſmiles, when humbled mortals 
weep. | | 


ep A 
When /orrow wounds the breaſt, as ploughs the 


Ke glebe, | 276 
And hearts obdurate feck her foftening ſhower ;. 
Her ſeed celeftial, then, glad wid lows; 

Her golden harveſt triumphs in the foil | - 

If ſo, Narciſſa! welcome my &clay/e ; 45 

I'll raiſe a tax on my calamity, 280 
And reap rich compenſation from my pain. - 


un range the plenteous intellectual field; 
And gather every thought of ſovereign power 


To chafe the moral maladies of man; DP 


Thoughts, which may bear tranſplanting to "RW 


ſkies, ; 285 

Though natives of this coarſe penurious ſail : 
Nor wholly wither there, where ſeraphs ſing, 
Refin'd, exalted, not annull'd, in heaven. 
Reaſon, the ſun that gives them birth, the ſame 
in either clime, though more illuſtrious there. 
Theſe choicely cull'd, and elegantly rang'd, ». 
Shall form a garland for Narciſſa's tomb; 
And, peradventure, of no fading flowers, | 

Say on what themes ſhall puzzled choicedeſcend ? 


* Th" importance of contemplating the tomb; 
« Why men decline it; ſuicrde's foul birth z  - 296 


The various tind of grief; the faults of age ; 
«© And death's dread character invite my ſong.” 
And, firſt th' importance of our end furvey'd, 


Friends counſel quick diſmiſſion of our grief: 300 


Miſtakea kindneſs | our hearts heal toe /con. 


x 315. 


* 


Are th-y more kind than le, who ſtruck the blow 2 


Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, 
And baniſh peace, till nobler guefts arrive, 


And bring it back, a true and endleſs peace? 305 : 


Calamities are friends > as glaring day 
Of theſe unnumber d luſtres robs our ſight; 
Proſperity puts out unnumber'd thoughts. 
Of import high, and light divine, to man, 
The man how | bleſt, .who, ſick of gaudy 
ſcenes, BR 310 


(Scenes apt to thruſt between Us and Ourſelves!) / 


Is led by choice to take his favourite walk, 
Beneath death's gloomy, ſilent, cypreſs ſhades, 
Unpierc'd by vanity's fantaſtic rayy » 


To read his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 316 | 


Viſit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs 
Lorenzo ] read with me Narcifſa's ſtone; 
( Narcifſa was thy favourite) let us read 

Her moral ſtone ] fow doors preach iv well 
Few orators ſo tenderly can touch 
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And ill foreboded is our ſtrongeſt guard. 
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"The feeling heart. What p2thou in the date ! | 


Apt words cen ſtrike ; and yet in them we ſce _ 
Faint images of what we, bere, enjoy. 


What cauſe have we to build on leugth of life ? | 


Temptations ſeize, when fear is laid aſleep; 324 
See from her tomb, as from an humbler ſhrine, 
Truth, radiant goddeſs ! ſallies on my ſoul, x 
And puts delufron's duſky train to flight: 
Diſpels the miſts our ſultry. paſſioas raiſe, 
From objects low, terreſtrial, and obſcene : 
And thews the real eſtimate of things; 
Which no man, unafflicted, ever ſaw ; 8 
Bulls off the veil from vii tue's rifivg charms; 
PeteRs temptation in a thouſand lyes. 335 


330 


Trauth bids me look on men, as eutum: leaves, 


And all they bleed for, as the ſummer's duſt, 
Driven by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 
I widen my horizon, gain new powers, 
See things inviſible, feel things remore, 340 
Am preſent with ſuturities; think nought- 
To man fo foreign, as the joys poſſe/t ; 
Nought ſo much his, as thoſe beyond the grave. 
No folly keeps its colour in her ſighy; 
Pale worldly wiſdom loſes all her charmsz 345 
In pampous promiſe, from her ſchemes profound, 
If — fate ſhe plans, tis all in leaves, 
Liks Sibyl, unſubſtantial, fleeting bliſs? 
At the firſt blaſt it vaniſhes in air. 
Not ſo, cel:flial : wouldſt thou know, Lorenzo! 
How differ eworldly xviſdom, and divine ? 351: 
uſt as the waning, and the waxing moon. 
ore empty worldly wiſdom every day; 
And every day more fair her rival ſhines. 
When later, there's leſs time to play the fool. 355 
Soon our old term for om is expir'd 


(Thou know'ſt ſhe calls nq council in the grave): 


Andeverlaſting fool is writ in fire, 
Or al wiſdom wafts us to the ſkies, 

As worldly ſchemes reſembles Sibyls' leaves, 360 
The good man's days to Sibyls* books compare, 
In antient ſtory read, thou know'ſt the tale) 

In price ſtill rifing, as in number leſs, - 
- neftimable quite his final hour. + 
For That who nes can offer, offer thranes ; 
Inſolvent worlds the purchaſe cannot pay. 366 
„ Oh let me die his death!“ all nature cries. 
« Then live his life.” All nature ſaulters there. 
Our great phyſician daily to conſult, 


To commune with the grave, our only cure, 370 


What grave preſcribes the beſt ?—A friend's ; 
And yet, | 
From a friend's grave how ſoon we diſengage ! 
Even to the deareſt, as his marble, cold. 


Why are friends raviſht from us # 'Tis to bind, 


By ſoft af:&#isa's tyes, on human hearts, 375 
he thought of death, which rea/on, too ſupine, 
Or miſemploy d, ſo rarely faſtens there, 

Not rraſon, nor affeRtion, no, nor both ; 
Combin's, can break the witchcrafts of. the 


| 0" On 
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Behold, th' inexorable hour forgot! 

And to forget it, the chief aim of fife, 
Though well to ponder it, is life's chief l. 
Is death, that ever threatening, ne'er remote, 
That all-important, and that 5 0 ſure, 385 

(Come when he will) an unexpected gueſt ? 

Nay, though invited by the loudeſt calls 

Of blind imprudence, unexpected ſlill? 

Though numerous meſſengers are ſent before, 

To warn his great arrival. What the cauſe, 390 


| The wondrous cauſe, of this myſterious ill? 


All heaven looks down aſtoniſh'd at the fight, 

Is it, that life has ſown her y fo thick, 

We can't thruſt in a ſingle ral, cha ? , 
Is it, that life has ſuch a {warm of cares, 393 
The thought of death can'Fenter for the throng ? 
Is it, that time ſteals on with downy feet, : 
Nor wakes indu{pence from her golden dream? 
To-day is ſo like yeſterday, it cheats; | 
We take the lying filter for the ſame. | 
Life glides away, Lorenzo! like a brook ; 
For ever changing, unpereciv'd the change. 
in the ſamg brook nane ever bath'd him twice: 
To'the ſame life none ever twice awoke, 

We call the brook the ſame; the ſame we think 
Our life, though Nil more rapid in its low; 406 


4⁰⁰ 


Nor mark the eh, irre vocably laps'd, 


And mingled with the ſea. Or ſhall we ſay 
(Retaining ſtill the brook to bear us on) 
That life is like a veſſel on the ſtream ? 
In life embark'd, we ſmoothly down thetide 
Of time deſcend, but not on time intent ; 
Amus'd, unconicious of the gliding wave; 
Till on a ſudden we perceive adhock ; - 
We ſtarr, awake, look out; what ſee we there? 
Our brittle bark is burſt on Charon's ſhore. 416 
Is this the cauſe death flies all human thought? 
Or is it Zudpment, by the will ſtruck blind, 
That domiueering miftreſs of the ſoul ! 
Like bim ſo ſtrong, by Dalilah the fair! 
Or is it fear turns ſtartled reoſon back, 
From/looking down a precipice(ſo ſteep ? 
'Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wiſely plac'd, 
By nature, conſcious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 
A flaming ſword to guard the tree of life. 


410 


420 


y that unaw d, in life's moſt ſmiling hour, 


The * would repine ; would /uffer joys, 

And burn impatient for his promis'd ſkies - 

The bed, on each punctilious pique of pride, 439 

Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein; 

Bound o'er the barrier, ruſh into the dark, 

And mar the ſchemes of Providence below. . 
What groan was that, Lorenzo Furies 

riſe ; | 
And drown in your leſs execrable yell 435 
Britannia's ſhame. There took her gloomy flight, 


On wing impetuous, a black ſullen ſoul, ; 


Blaſted from hell, with horrid luſt & death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 


world. 2 | 
Febald, thᷣ iexorable hour at hand! 5 


80 call'd, fo thought—And then he fled che 
Feld. oh ? 449. 


Of //f-afſault, expoſe the monſtex's birth, 


High-bornu, and free, her freedom 


leſs baſe the fear of death, than fea of liſe. | 
© Britain, infamous Tor ſuicide ! * 
An iſland in thy manners, far disjoin d 
From the whole world of ratiqnats beſide! 


| In ambient waves plunge thy polluzed head, 445 


Waſh the dire ſtain, nor ſhock the continent. 
But be thou ſhock'd, while I detect the cauſe 


And bid «bborrence hiſs it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diſtant ſun ; 
The ſun is innocent, thy clime abſolv'd ; 451 
Jamoral climes kind nature never made. . 
The cauſe I fing, in Eden might prevail, 
And proves, It is thy folly, not thy fate! 

The ſoul of man (let man in homage bow, 455 
Who names his foul }, a native of the ſkies! 

ſhould main- 
_ 


Unſold, unmortgag d for earth's little bribes. 

Th' Uluſtrious ſtranger, in this foreign land, 

Like ſtrangers, jealous of her dignity, 460 

Studious of home, and ardent to return, 

Of earth ſuſpicious, earth's inchanted cup 

With cool reſerve light touching, ſhould indulge, 

On immortality, her godlike taſte, 

There take large draughts; make her chief ban- 

quet there, 465 

But ſome reje& this ſuſtenance divine; 

To beggarly vile appetites deſcend ; | 

Aſk alms of earth for gueſts that came from ba» 


ven 

Sink into fla ves; and ſell, for preſent hire, [470 

Their rich reverſion, and (what ſhares its fate) 

heir native freedom, to the prince who ſways . 

This 2 world. And when his payments 
ail, y 

When his foul baſket garges them no more, 

Or their pall'd palates loath the baſket full; 


* 


Are inſtantly, with wild demoniac rage, 4751 


For breaking all the chains of Providence, 
And . their conſinement; though faſt 
arr'd 


Zy laws divine and human; guarded ſtrong 


With berrors doubled to defend the paſs, -—R 

The blackeſt, nature, or dire guilt can raiſe; 480 

And moated round with fathomleſs deſtru&jon, 

Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 
Such, Britons! is the cauſe; to you unknown, 

Or worſe, o'erlook'd ; o'erlook'd by magiſtrates, 

Tlus criminals themſelves. I grant the deed 435 

Is madneſs : but the madneſs of the heart. | 

And what is that? Our utmoſt bound of guilt. ' 

A ſenſual, unreflecting life, is big 

With monſtrous births, and Suicide to crown _ 

The black infernal brood, The bold to break 490 

Heaven's law ſuprente, and deſperately ruſh 

Through ſacred nature's murder, on their own, 

Becauſe they never think of death, they die: 

"Tis equally man's duty, glory, gain, 

At once to ſhun, and meditate, his epd. 495 

When by tke bed of languiſhment we fit, 

(The ſeat of idem / if our choice, not fate) 

Or, o'er our dying friends, in anguiſh hang, 
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: 


Of her's not prouder 1 0 wanthn queen, 545 


2 


| Becauſe a decent yeil conceals their joy. 559 


: 


— 


Number their moments, and, in every clock, 509 
Start at the voice of an Eternity; : 
os che dim lamp of life juſt feebly life * 

An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 

Then fink again, and quiver into death, 

That moſt pathetic herald of our own; F 


Ho read we ſuch ſad ſcenes? As ſent to man 


In perfect vengeance ?*No; in pity ſent, | 
To melt him down, like wax, and then impreſy, 

| Indelible, death's image on his heart; 
Bleeding for others, trembling for himſelf. 510 
We bleed, we tremble; we forget, we ſmile. 
The mind turus fool, before the echek is dix. 


Our quick-returning Folly cancels all; = 


As the tide ruſhing raſes what is writ -- * \ 

In yielding ſands, and ſmooths the letter'd more. \ 
Lorenzo] haſt thou ever weigh'da figb ? 516 * 

Or ſtudy'd the philoſophy. of tears ? = 

A ſcience, yet unlectur'd in our ſchools !) 

Haſt thowdeſcended deep into the breaſt, 

And ſeen their ſource ? If not, deſcend with 


q me . | f 143120 

5 trace theſe briny rivulets to their ſprin 

Our faneral tears from different cauſes riſe, 

As if from ſeparate ciſterns in the ſoul, _ | 
Df various kinds, they low. From tender hearts, 
By ſoft contagion call'd, e burſt at once, 524 
And ſtream obſequious to the leading eye. 


| Some aſk more time, by curious art diſtil d. 


Some hearts, in ſecret hard, _ tomelt, 
Struck by the magic of the public eye, 

Like Moſes' ſmitten rock, guſh outamain. $30 . 
Some weep to ſhare the fate of the deceas'd, ; | 
So high in merit, and to them ſo dear, 
They dwell on praiſes, which they think they 


ſhare ; : 
And thus, without a blufh, commend themſelves. 
Some mourn, in proof, that ſomething they could 
RS | WRITER 335 
They weep not to relieve their grief, but ew. 
Same weep in perfect juſtice to the dead, 
As conſcious all their love is in arrear, | 
Some miſchievouſly weep, not unappriz'd, 
Tears, ſometimes, aid the conqueſt of an eye, 
Wich what addreſs the ſoft Epheſians draw 5341 
Their ſable net work o'er entangled hearts! „ 
As ſeen through cryſtal, how their roſes glow, 
While quid pearl runs trickling down their 
cheek? | 


Carouling gems, herſelf diſſolv'd in love. 

Some weep at death, abſtracted from the dead, 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own deceaſe, 
By kind conſtruction, ſome are deem d to weep, 


Some weep in earneſt, and yet weep in vam; 
As deep in indiſcretion, as in woe. | 
Paſſion, blind paſſion ! impotently pours 
Tears, that deſerve more tears; while reaſon © 


, Peeps; 
Or gazes like an idiot, unconcern'd ; © 48S 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the ſtorm ; 
Knows not it ſpeaks to ber, and her alaze. 
{rrationals all ſorrow are beneath, 


Wipe dhe cold dew, or ſtay the ſinking head, | 
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The ſtranger weds; and bloſſomi, as before, 


Stept in, with his receipt for making miles, 


I'll make an altar of thy ſacred tomb, 


uu dwell on each, to ſhun thought more ſevere; 


A foul without reflection, like pile 596 


Father of all, forgetfulneſs of death: 


Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave. 


* 
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That noble gift chat ptivilege of man! 
From forrow's pang, the birth of endleſs joy. 560 
But theſe are barren of that birth divine: 3 
They weep, impetuous, as the ſummer ſtorm, 
And full as ſhort ! The cruel grief ſoon tam 'd, 
They make a paſtime of the ſtingleſs tale; 

Far as the deep reſounding knell, they ſpread 565 

The dreadful news, and ar feel it more. 

No grain of wi/dom pays them for their woe, 
ei the 2 the tears pump'd up by 
deat 

Are ſpent in watering vanities of life; 

In making folly flouriſh ſtill more fair, 570 

When the lick ſoul, her wonted ſtay withdrawn, 

Reclines on earth, and ſorrows in the duſt ; 

Inſtead of learning, there, her true Support, | 

TR there thrown down her true ſupport to 

earn 

Without heaven's aid, impatient to be bleſt, 575: 

She crawls to the next ſhrub, or bramble vile, 

Though from the ſtately cedar's arms ſhe fell; 

With ſtale, forſworn embraces, clings anew, 


In all the fruitleſs fopperies of life: 580 
Preſents her weed, well fancy'd, at the ball, 
And raffles for the death*s bead on the ring. 

So wept Aurelia, till the deſlin'd youth | 


And blanching fables into bridal bloom. © 585 

Soo Lorenzo fair Clariſſa's fate; 15 
bows cv that angel boy, on whom he doats ; 

And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his birth! 

Not tuch, Nartiſſa, my diſtreſs for Thee. 


To ſacrifice to wiſdom. What waſt Thou? 
« Young, gay, and fortunate“ Each yields a 
theme, 


(Heaven knows 1 labour with ſeverer ſtill!) 
FH dwell on each, and quite exhauſt thy death. 


Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, — thy youth. What ſays it to grey 
Narcifla, n m . thy pupil now— | 
Early, bright, tranſient, chaſte, as morning 4 
She ſparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heaven. 
Time on this head has ſnow d; yet till *tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Cover id with ſhame I ſpeak it, age ſevere | 
Old worn-out vice ſets-down for virtue fair; 605 
With graceleſs gravity, chaſtiſing youth, 

That youth chaltis'd ſurpaſſing in a fault, 


As if, like objects pre ſſing on the ſight, 

Death had advanc'd too near us to be ſeen : 610 
Or, that life's loan time ripen'd into right; | 
And men might plead ade. from the grave ; 
Deathleſs, from repetition of reprieve. 

Deathleſs ? far from it! ſuch are dead already; [615 


Tell me, ſome god ! my guardian angel! tell, 
What thus infatuates } what enchantment plants 


And ſoon ; we may, within an 
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And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 620 
Our untouch'd hearts ? What miracle turns off 


Is daily Stall, and is daily ſhunn'd? TOES. 
We ſtand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs . 
Around us falling; wounded oft ourſelves; 62 Y 
Though bleeding with our wounds, immortal ſtill! 
We fee time's furrows on another's brow, 
And death entrench'd, preparing his aflault; 
How few themſelves in that juſt mirror ſec 
Or, ſeeing, draw their inference as ſtrong! 639 
There death is certain; doubtful bere : he muſt, 

ez expire. 
Though grey our heads, our hes and aims 

are green ; 

Like damag d clocks, whoſe hand and bell diſſent; 35 
Folly ſings Six, while Nature points at Twelve. * 
Abſurd longevity ! More, more, it cries : - 
More life, more wealth, more traſh of every kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when reliſh fails? 

Oi and 2 muſt club for joy ; 


Baubles, 1 mean, that ſtrike us from without, 
While zature is relaxing every ſtring ? 
Aſk thought for joy; grow rich, and hoard within. 


| Think you the ſoul, when this life's rattles ceaſe, 
Has nothing of more manly to ſucceed ? 645 


Contract the taſte immortal; learn ev'n now 
To reliſh what alone ſubſiſts hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 
Of age the glory is, to iſ to die. 


Paft life, and promiſes our future bliſs, 


What weakneſs ſee not children in their fires? | 


41 Grand-climaQterical abſurdities ! 


Grey-hair'd authority, to faults of youth, ** 


| How ſhocking : it makes folly thrice a fool; 635 


And. our firſt childhood might our laſt deſpiſe. 
Peace and efteem is all that age can hope. 


Nothing but wiſdom gives the fit; the aft, 
Nothing, but the repute of being wiſe, 


What ſolly can be ranker ? Like our ſhadows, 
Our wiſhes lengthen, as our ſun declines. 
No wiſh ſhould [oi oiter, then, this {ide the grave. 
Our a, 93" leave. the world, before "he 
knel 


Enough to live in tempeſt, die in pott; 

Age ſhould fly concourſe, cover in retreat 

Defects of judgment; and the will's ſubdue; 

Walk « Wake hefut on the ſilent, ſolemn ſhore 

Of that vaſt ocean it muſt ſail ſo ſoon; 670. 


© wind 


That ſhortly blows us into worlds unknown, 
If wncon/ider'd too, a dreadful ſcene |! 


This art would waſte the bitterneſs of death. 


The phantom of an age ear us and un 


[The thought of death alone, the fear deſtroys. 
A diſaffection to that precious thought 


C 


Shall folly labour hard to mend the bow, | 649 | 


that wiſh is praiſe, and promiſe ; it applauds 650 f 


Calls for our cat caſes to mend the ſoil. 665 


All ſhould be prophets to themſelves; foreſee 
Their future fate: their future fate foretaſte; 675 


7 


The ry thought, which from a thouſand qui | 


Fully bars both; our age is quite undone. 660. 


And put . good-works on board; and wait the 
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1s more than 

Which fleeps beneath it, on a precipice, 

Puff'd off by the firſt blaſt, and loſt for ever. 
Doſt aſk, Lorenzo, why ſo warmly preſt, 

By repetition hammer'd on thine ear, 

The thought of death? That thought is the ma- 


chine, | ; 54 
The grand machine! that heaves us from the 

ms. A 6385 
And rears us into men. That, thought, ply d 

home, ' 


Will ſoon reduce the ghaſtly . precipice 
O'er-hanging hell, will ſoften the deſcent, , 
And gently flope,our paſſage to the grave; [690 
How warmly to be wiſh'd ! What heart of fleſh 
Would trifle with tremendous ?. dare extremes? 
Yawn o'er the fate of infinite? What hand, 
Beyond the blackeſt brand of cenſure bold, 
(To ſpeak a lahguage too, will known to Thee) 
Would at a moment give its A to chance, 695 
And flamp the die for an eternity ? _ | 

Aid me, Narcifla! aid me to keep pace 
With d:/tiny ; and ere her ſciſſars cut 
My thread, of life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 700 
Sting thou my flumbering reaſen to ſend forth 
A thought of obſervation on the foe; 
To ſally ; and ſurvey the rapid march 
Of his ten thouſand meſſengers to man; 
Who, Jehu-like, behind him turns them 
All accident apart, by dature ſign d,. 
My warrant is gane out, though dormant yet; 
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 

Muſt I then forzvard only look for death? 
Backward | turn mine eye, and find him there, 210 


all, 705 


Man is u ſelf-ſurvivor every year. 

Man, like a ſtream, is in perpetual flow, 

Death 's a deſtroyer of quotidian prey, 

My youth, my noon-tide, His; my yeſterday ; 
The bold invader ſhares the preſent hour. 

Each moment on the former ſhuts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in deazeaſe ; 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 

Our birth is nothing but our death begun: 

As tapers waſte, that inſtant they take fire, 

Shall we then fear, lelt 
- paſs, EE . | 

Which comes to paſs each moment of our lives? 
If fear we muſt, let that death turn us pale, | 
Which murders frength, and ardour ; what re- 

mains 9; 725 

Should rather call on death, than dread his call. 

Ye partners of my fault, and my decline! 

Tang of death, but when your neighbour's 

ne | 

(Rude viſitant !) knocks hard at your dull ſenſe; 

And with its thunder ſcarce oþtains your car! 730 

Be death your theme, in every place and hour; 

Nor longer want, ye monumental Sire! 

A brother tomb to tell you ye ſhall die. ; 
That death you dread (ſo great is nature's ſkill) 
Know, you ſhall court before you ſhall enjoy. 

But you are learn'd; in volumes, deep you ſit ; 
In wiſdom ſhallow : pompous ignorance 
Would you be {till more learned than the learn d? 
Leara well to know how much need not be known, 


715 


720 
_ that, ſhould come to 


- 


mbbighe $rokneſoan the foul... , 1 And what that Anozoledge, which  impaisy your 


[Of nature, and experience, moral truth ; 


736 


N T3 


P 0 E. M 8. 5 319 


fenſe. 8 
Our ncedful knowledge, like our needful food, 7 40 
Unhedg'd, lies open in life's common field; 
And bids all welcome to the vital feaſt. 

You ſcorn what lies before you in the page 
45 


Of indiſpenſable, eternal fruit ; 
Fruit, on which mortals feedin 
Aud dive in ſcience for diſtingu 
Diſhoneſt fomentation of your pt ide 
Sinking in virtue, as you riſe in fame. 
Your lcarning, like the lunar beam, xſſords 750 
Light, but not heat; it leaves you. undevout, 
Frozen at heart, while ſpeculation ſhines. 
Awake, ye curious indigators! fond 

Of knowing all, but what avails you known. 
If you would learn death's character, attend. 
All caſts of conduct, all degrees of health, 
All dies of fortune, and all dates of age, 
Together ſſibok in his impartial urn, | 
Come forth at random ; or, if choice is made, 
The choice is quite /aaſfſaſtic, and inſults 

All bold conjecture, and fond hopes of man. 
What countleſs multitudes not only la, 
But deeply diſappoint, us, by their.deaths! 
Though great our ſorrow, greater our ſurprize. | 
Like other tyrants, death delights to ſmite, Y 


7 
turn to gods: 
ed names, 


755 


760 


What, ſmitten, moſt, proclaims, the pride 

| wer, 365. = 
And arbitrary nod. His joy ſupreme, 
To bid the wretch ſurvive the fortunate ; 
The feeble wrap th' athletic in his ſhroud ! [770 
And weeping fathers build their children's tomb : 
Me Thine, ; Narciſſa— What though ſhort thy 

date: 1 

Virtus, nat rolling ſuns, the mind matures. 
That life is long, which anſwers life's great end. 
The time that bears no fruit, deſerves no name; 
The man of wiſdom is the man of years. 7735 
In hoary youth Methuſalems may die; | 
O how miſdated on their flattering tombs ! 
| Narcilſa's youth has lectur'd me thus far, 


And can her gaiety give counſel too? 


That, like the Jews fam'd oracle of gems, 780 
Sparkles ioftrution ; ſuch as throws new light, 

And opens more the character of death ; 

lil-known to thee, Lorenzo! This thy vaunt: 

« Give death his due, the wretched, and the 
| old; E 1785 
% Ev'n let him ſweep his rubbiſh to the grave; 
Let him not violate kind nature's laws, . 

© Kut own man born to live as well as die.” | 
Wretched and od thou giv'ſt him, y % and 


gay ü | 
He takes; and plunder is a tyrant's joy. [790 
What if I prove, © The farcheſt from the fear, 


Are often neareſt to the froke of Fate?“ 


All, more than common, menaces an end. 

A blaze betokens brevity of life; N 

As if bright embers ſhould emit a flame, 

Glad ſpirits ſparkled from Narciſſa's eye, 795 

And made youth younger, and taught life to 
hve. | | 

As nature's oppoſites wage endleſs war, 

For this offsnte, as treaſon to the deep 


ry 


% 


Inviolable ſtupot of bis reign, 


Where uf, and turbulent ambition 


FS 


More life is ſtill more odious; and, reduc'd 
By conqueſt, ag grandizes more his power. 


To plant the fout on her eternal guard, 
lu awful expectation of out end. 
Tur runs death's 
buy Jo es 
As moſt alarms the living by the dead.“ 
Hence Ffratagem delights him, agd: furprize, 
And cruel ſport with mati's ſecurities. 
Not fimple conqueſt, triumph is his aim ; 
And, where lealt f 
moſt. 


N ar d, there conqueſt 

* proves my bold aſſertion not too bold. 
What are bis arts to lay our fears aſlcep ? 

Tiberian arts his purpoſès wrap up 

In deep difſtmulation's darkeſt night. 

Like princes unconfeſt in foreign courts, 

Who travel under cover, g aſſumes 

The name and lock of , and dwells amo 


—— — — — —— — g 


n 
He takes all ſhapes.that ſerve his black deſigns: 
Though maſter of à wider empire far 
Than that g'er which the Riman eagle flew. 
ike Nero, he's a fidler, charioteer, \ 
drives his ph2-t0n, in female yuiſe; | 
Quite unſuſpected, till, the wheel beneath, 
His difarray'd oblation he devours, 
He molt affects the forms leaſt like himſelf, 
His flender fe}f.” Hence burly corpulence 
Is his familiar wear, and ſleek diſguiſe. 
Behind the-rofy bloom he loves to lurk; 
Or aml-uſh in a ſmile ; or wanton dive 
In dimples deep ; love's eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and fink them in deſpair. 
Such, on Narciſſa's couch he loiter'd long 
Unknown; and, when detected, ſtill was ſeen 8 
To ſmile ; ſuch peace has innocenee in death! 
Moſt happy they! whom leaſt his arts 
ceive. 
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Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 


I've ſeen, or dream't 1 ſaw, the tyrant 49; 
Lay by his horrors, and put on his ſmiles. 
Say, Muſe, for thou remember'ſt, call it back, 
And ſhew Lorenzo the ſurpriſing ſcene ; 
If *twas a dream his genius can explain. 


Twas in a circle of the gay I ſtood. 

Deatb would have enter 
back; 

Supported by a doctor of renown, 

His point he gain'd Then artfully diſmi/ 


He gave an old vivacious uſurer . 

His meagre aſpect, and his naked bones; 
In gratitude for plumping up his prey, 
A pamper'd /pendthrift ; whoſe fantaſtic air, 
Well-faſhion'd figure, and cockaded brow, 
He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of coſtly linen, tuck d his filthy ſhroud. 
His crooked bow he ſtraiten'sd to a cane; 


\ 


7. , ſleep, ; do 
Death took ſwift vengeance. As he life deteſts, 


But wwherefore aggrandiz'd ? By heaven's decre-, 
[ 805 


dread commiſſion : Strike, 


810 
triumpkis 


815 Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 


830 


One eye on death, and one full fix'd on beaven, 
Long on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous ſpy, 840 


845 
'd; Nature puſh'd him 
The ſage ; for death defign'd to be conceal'd. 850 


85 


- 
* 


YOUNG'S POEMS 


And hid his deadly ſhafts in Myra's eye. 
| The dreadful maſquerader, thus equipt, 86 
{| Outsſallies on adventures. Aſk you where? 
Where. is he not ? For his peculiar haunts, 
Let this ſuffice ; ſure as vight follows day, 

Death y in pleaſurc's footſteps round the 
- Wworig; Ly e yo 
When er the paths which ' reaſon 

When, againſt red/on, riot (huts the door, 

And. gaiety ſupplies the place of ſenſe, | 

Then, foremoſt at the banquet and the ball, 

| Death leads the dance; or ſtamps the deadly die; 

Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown, 879 

Gally carouſing to his gay compeers, | 

Inly he laughs, to ſce them laugh at him, 

As abſent far: and when the revel burns, 

When Fear is baniſh'd, and triumphant N 

74 

Againſt them turns the key; and bids them ſup 

With thein progenitors He drops his mac; 

Frowns out at full; they ſtart, deſpair, expire ! 
Scarce with more ſudden terror atid fur 


| 


ng 


ze, 


820 From his black maſque of nitre, touch'd by fire, 880 


He burſts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant treachery, ; 
And more than ſample congueſ, in the fiend? 


And now, Lorenzo, doſt thou wrap thy ſoul 
25] In ſoft ſecurity, becauſe unknown 88. 
Which moment is commiſſion'd to deſtroy ? 
In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 
Is death uncertain ? Therefore Thou be fit 3 
Fixt as a centinel, all eye, all ear, 
All expeRation of the coming foe. - 890 
Rouſe, ſtand in arms, nor lean againſt thy ſpear; 
| Left lumber ſteal one moment o'er thy ſoul, 
And 4 ſurprize thee - nodding. Watch, be 
5 ag ; 
35 Thus give each day the merit, and renown, 
[of dying. well; though doom'd but once to 
die. : 3 
Nor let life's period hidden (as from moſt) 
Hide too from, Thee the precious uſe of life. 
Early, not ſudden, was Narciſſa's fate. 
Soon, not ſurpriſing, death his viſit paid. 
Her thought went forth tomeet him on his way, 900 
Nor gaiety forgot it was to die: 
Though fortune too (our third and final theme), 
As an accomplice, play'd her gaudy plumes, 
And every glittering gewgaw, on her ſight, 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. 
Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man; 
And every thought that miſſes it, is blind. 
Fortune, with youth and gaiety, conſpir d 
To weave a triple wreath of happineſs | 
(1f happineſs on earth) to crown her brow. 919 
And 3 charge through ſuch a ſhining 
ſhie 
That ſhining ſhield invite; the tyrant's ſpear, 
As if to damp our elevated aims, 
And ſtrongly preach humility to man. 
O how portentous is proſperity ! 8 9¹5 
How, comet-like, it threatens, while it ſhines * 
Few years but yield us proof of death's ambition, 
To cull his victims from the faireſt fold, 


* 
1 
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And ſheath his hats in all the pride of life, deer juſt, o'er ſacred, ground, [930 WM 


10 When flooded with abundance, ropes o'er 920 Drunk with the burning ſeetitaf place or power, 
| With recent honours, bloom'd with every bliſs, | Staunch to the foot of lugre, till they di. 
Set up in oſtentation, made the gare, [ Or, if for men you take them, as I mark” '# 
The gaudy centre, of the public eye, Their manners, thou their various fates fyrvey, 
he When fortune thus has toſs'd her child in air, With aim miſ-meaſur'd, and impetyous ſpeed, 
Snatcht from the covert of an humble ſtate, 925 Some darting, ſtrike their ardent wiſh far off, 938 
n How often have I ſeen him dropt at once, Through fury to poſſeſs it: Some ſucce d. 
* Our morning's envy! and our evening's ſigh! ] But ſtumble, and let fall the taken prize. s == 
3 As if her bounties were the ſignal given, From ſome, by ſudden blaſts, tis whir'd away, | 
The flowery wreath to mark the ſacrifice, -. And lodg'd in boſoms that ne'er dreamt un. 
And call death's arrows on the deſtin'd prey. 930 To ſome it ſticks ſo cloſe, that, when torn off 990 
<7 High fortune ſeems in cruel league with fate, © Torn is the man, and mortal is the w 
79 Aſt you for what? To give his war on man Some, o'er-enamour'd of their bags, run mad, 
The deeper dread, and more illuſtrious ſpoil; * | Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread, | 
Thus to daring mortals more in awe, * | Together ſome (unhappy rivals I) ſeize, | © © SY 
And burns Lorenzo ſtill for the ſublime 935 And rend abundance into poverty; 990 
Of life? To his airy neſt on high, Loud croaks the raven of the law, and ſmiles; 
1 On the flight timber of the topmoſt bough, Smiles too the eſs ; but ſmiles moſt at thoſe, 
1 Rockt at each breeze, and menacing a fall I (Juſt victims of exorbitant deſire!) A en 
1. Granting grim death at equal diſtance there; I Who periſh at their own requeſt) and wWhelm' d 
Yet peace begins juſt where ambition ends. 940 | Beneath her load of laviſh grants, expire. 100 
| What makes man wretched ? Happineſs deny's? | Fortune is famous for her numbers ſlain, m__ 
80 Lorenzo no: Tis happineſs diſdair'd. Ine number ſmall, which happineſs can bear, 
« Sbe comes too meanly dreſt to win our ſmile; Though various for a while their fates; at laſt _ 
And calls herſelf Content, a homely name! J One curſe involves them all: at death's approach, 
Our flame is tranſport, and content our ſcorn. 945 All read their riches backward into loſs,” 100 
Ambition turns, and ſhuts the door againſt her, And mourn, in juſt proportion to their ſtore. _ 
| And weds a toil, a tempeſt, in her ſtcad ; ; And death's a ch (if orthodox my ſong) 
$4 A tempeſt to warm tranſport near of kin. Ils haſten'd by the lure of fortune's ſmiles. - 
Uaknowing what our mortal ſtate admits, - And art thou ſtill a glutton of bright gold? - 
Life's modeſt joys we ruin, while we raiſe; 950 And art thou ſtill rapacious of thy ruin? 010 
p And all our ecſtaſies are wounds to peace; Death loves a ſhining mark, a ſignal blow; 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. A blow, which, while it executes, alarms; - 
90 And ſince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth! ¶ And ſtartles thouſands with a ſingle fal. 
34 Of fortune fond! as thoughtleſs of thy fate! | As when ſome ſtately growth of oak, or pine, 
As late I drew death's picture, to ſtir up 955 | Which nods aloft, and proudly ſpreads her ſhade, 
be Thy wholſome fears; now, drawn in contraſt, | The ſun's defiance, and the flock"s defence; 1016 
fas. --+ 1-1 | | By the ſtrong ſtrokes of labouring binds fu « 
Gay fortunes, thy vain hopes to reprimand. Loud groans her laſt, and, ruſhing from her 
to See, high in air, the ſportive goddeſs hangs, | height. 22 
95 Unloc ks her caſket, ſpreads her glitteriug ware, | In cumbrous ruin, thunders to the ground: 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 960 | The conſcious foreſt trembles at the ſhock, 1020 
Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. And hill, and ſtream, and diſtant dale, reſound. 
All ruſh rapacieus; friends o'er trodden friends; | - Theſe high- aim d darts of death, and theſe 
Sons oer their fathers,” ſubjects o'er their kings, alone, 2 
00 Prieſts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, Should I collect, my quiver would be full, - 
| (Still ore ador'd) to ſnatch the golden ſhower. 965 | A quiver, which, ſuſpended in mid air, mg 
Gold glitters moſt, where virtue | ſhines no Or near heaven's archer, in the zodiack, hung, 
more: | | (So could it be) fbould draw. the public eye, 
As (tars fi om abſent ſuns have leave to ſhine. , The gaze and contemplation of mankind!  _ 
os O what a precious pack of votaries A conſtellation awful, yet benign, | | 
Unkennel'd from the priſons, and the ſtews, To guide the gay through life's tempeſtuous wave ; 
Pour in, all opening in their idol's praiſe; 970 Nor ſuffer them to ſtrike the common rock, 1030 
All, ardent, eye each-waſture of her hand, From greater danger, to grow more ſecure, 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws, ' “ And, wrapt in happineſs, forget their fate.” 
to Mor ſel on morſel ſwallow down uncher d, Lyſander, happy paſt the common lot, 
ing Ontaſted, through mad appetite for more; [97g Was warn'd of danger, but tog gay to fear. | 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and ravenous {till. | He woo'd the ſair Aſpaſia : ſhe was kind: 1035. 
Sagacious All, to trace the ſmalleſt game, In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were 
And bold to ſeize the greateſt. If (bleſt chance!) bleſt; | . 
| 8 ſweetly breathe, they launch, they All who knew, envy'd; yet in envy lov'd 


Ys Can fancy form more finiſht happinels ? 
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Float in the wave, and break againſt the Bas 
So break thoſe glittering 8 human joys. 
The faithleſs morning ſmil'd : he cakes his leave, 
1 in ecſtaſies, at ve. 

riſing ſtorm forbids, The new+ arrives : 1045 
Untold, ſhe ſaw it in her ſervant's eye. 
| She felt it ſeen (her heart was apt to feel); 
And, drown'd, without the ſurious oceans aid, 
In ſuffocating forrows, ſhares his tomb. 
Now, round the ſumptuous, bridal monymept, 

- L050 

The guilty ills innocently roar p 
And the rough ſailor paſſing, drops a tear. 
A tear Can tears ſuffice But not for me. 
How'wain our efforts! and our arts how vain! 
The Suat train of thought 1 took to ſhun, 1055 
as thrown me on my fate Th died together; 
ppy in ruin undivore'd by death 
Or ne” a meet, or ne'er to part, is peace 
N ! Pity bleeds at thought of thee. 
Yet Tos only aear me; not myſelf. 1060 
Survive myſelf ?—— That cures all other woe. 
Narciſſa lives; Philander is forgot. 
O the ſoſt commerce! O the tender tyes, 
Cloſe-twiſted with the fibres of the heart 
Which, _—_ break them; and drain off the 
ſou 
Of human joy, and make it to live— 
And is it then to live ? Wiz fuch friends part, 
"Ta the re * heart, no more. 
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"NIGHT THE SIXTH. 


| ml win nc 
i Two PARTS, | 
b the Nature, Proof, and r 
of IMMORTALITY. 
25553 ˙ * — 
pr THE FIRST. 
Where, among other Things, Glory and Riches 


arc particularly conlidered, 
10 


* RIGHT HON. HENRY PEL HAM; 
FIRST LORD COMMISSIONER OF THE TREASURY, 
aun CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCUEQUER, 
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s' bave been deeper in diſpute a 
an this, The diſpute about e ond 


Her ſtately dome 
The glittering ie 
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| can be well conceived by thoſe that have not an 


27 


1065 for arguments ſake, and to keep themſclver in counte= 


(1 


only, viz. becauſe, where the. leaſt pretenc 


— nn e 


* 


I think it 
A e 
40 not? If beis not, all o diſputes are mere amuſements, 
or trials of till. Fn this caſe, truth, reaſon, reli- 


gion, cobicb give our diſcourſes ſuch 9 
are OY ary” mere empty without any 

But if e it ill 
1 
or, in other xvords, to be truly religious. And this great 
pager truth, ungſtabliſbed, or unawakened in the 
minds of men, in, I conceive, the real ſource and ſupport 


of alt our infidelity ; bow remote ſocver the Particular 


objeAtions advanced may ſeem to be from it. 

Senſible appearances af6t mo! men much more than | 
abſtract reaſonings; and we daily ſce bodies drop 
around us, but the ſoul u inviſible. The power which 
incligation bes over the judgment, is greater than 


rience of it; and of what numbers is it the ſad intereſs_ 
that fouls fbould not ſurvive { » The heathen chor id c 
Faſſed, that they rather beped, then jirmly believed 
immortality / And bow many beathens bave we fill 
among ſt us / "The ſacred page aſſures us, that life a 
immortality is brought te light by the Goſpel: but by 
bow many is the Goſpel rejected, or overlooked ! From 
rations, and from my being, A 
to the ſentiments of ſome particular perſons, I 
r thot . all, aur in- 
als (whatever name they tale, and whatever 5 


nance, they patronize } are ſupported in their deplor- 
ableverror, by ſome doubt of their immortality, at the 
bottom. And I am ſatisfied," that men once thoroughly 
convinced of their immortality, are not far from being 
\ Chriſtians. For it is bard te conceive, that a mon 
folly conſcious eternal pain or happineſs will certainly , 
be bis lot, ſhould not ear neſily, and impartially, enquire 
after the foreſt means of eſcaping one, and ſecuring the 


aber. And of ſuch an Ig ee inquiry, I 


oY 


| well know the conſequence 

- Here, therefore, in proof of this moſt fundamental 
truth, ome plain arguments are ; arguments 
4 from principles which admit in common - 


with Believers ; arguments, which appear lo me alto- 
gether irreſiſtible ; and ſuch as, I am ſatisfied, will bove 
great weight with all, who give themfelves the ee 
trouble of leaking ſeriouſly into their own boſoms, and 

of obſerving, with any tolerable degree of attention, 
nobat daily paſſes ruund about them in the world. if 
j fome arguments ſbaH, here, occur, which others ba vt 
declined, they ave ſubmitied, acts all deference, to 
better judgments in this, | of all the molt in- 
portant, For, as to the Being of a God, that is no 
longer diſputed ; but it is undiſputed for this reaſon 
e to 7 
is admitted ; it . 4 
D into a diſpute of that 
nature, but by 
and animating our wen 
e 


; 


vanity ; which bas a principal fare in 
n other article: of” 
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NIGHT VI. 


HE“ - I know not r 
Not early, like Nareiſſa, left the 3 
Nor ſudden, like Philander. What avail? 

This ſeeming mitigation but inflames ; 
This fancy'd medicine heightens the diſeaſe. 
The longer known, .the cloſer {till ſhe grew; 
And gradual parting is a ual death. | 
'Tis the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts, 
By tardy e s ſtill enerea weight, : 
From hardeſt hearts, conſeiſion of diſtreſs. o 
O the rag dark approach through years of 


Deaths gallery 1 (might I dare call it ſo} 

With diſmal doubt, and ſable * hung: 

Sick bope's pale lamp its only glimmering ray; 

There fate my melancholy cal. ordain'd; © Ig 

Forbid /elf-love itſelf to flatter, there, 

How oh I gaz'd, prophetically ſad 1 | 

How oft I fam her dead, while yet in ſmiles! 

la ſmiles ſhe ſunk ber grief to leſſen mine. 

Se ſpoke me comfort, and increas'd my pain. 20 

Like powerful armies trenching at a town, 

By flow and ſilent, but reſiſtleſs ſap, 

In his pale progreſs gently gaining ground, 

| Death urg d his deadly ſiege ; in Ipite of art, 

Of all the balmy bleſſings pw! N 234 

To ſuccour frail humanit 

(Not now fo made ee FR to 2 he) 

And thou, O moon! bear wit many 2 

night 

Be tore he pillow from beneath my head, 

Ty'd down by fore attention to the 9 

By ceaſcleſs depredations on a life 

Dearer than that he leſt me. Dreadful paſt 

Of obſervation ! darker every hour! 

Leſs dread the day that drove me to the brink, 

And pointed at eternity below ; 35 

When my ſoul ſhudder'd at futurity ; 

When, on a mament's point, th" important dye, 

Of life and death ſpun doubtful, ere it fell, 

And turn'd up life; my title to more wo. 
But 3 more woe? More comfort let it 


* 


4 


8 


30 


And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 


And yet whe knows it not? It is but life 


3 


* 


ber faintreſendblance ; never ace alike; 5 
Fear ſhakes.the pencil ; Fancy loves exceſs :  - 
Dark Jgnorance is laviſh of her ſhades ; % 
And theſe the formidable picture draw. 50 


But grant the work ; tis paſt; new proſpeds 
| riſe; ©, | 
Far other views our contemplation claim, 
Views that o'erpay the tigouss of — i „ 
Views that ſuſpend our agoniesin death, - 6x 
Wrapt in the thought of immortality, 
of. a in the . jou triumphant 2 

life might lapſe, age iv'd come on; 
ou fiad the ſoul 32 with her theme. 4 
Its "ature, proof, importance, fire my ſong. "i - 
O that my ſong could emulate my ſoul + 
Like her, immortal. No!—the ſoul diſdaing” 
A mark ſo mean; far nobler hope inflames; 
If endleſs ages can outweigh an hour, 
Let not the laurel, but the palm, inſpire. he 
Thy nature, immortality ! who knows? © 


In ſtronger thread of brighter colour ſpun, 

And ſpun for ever ; dipt by cruel fate 

In Stygian dye, bow black, "dow brittle bere / -% 
How fhort our correſpendence with the ſun! 
And while it laſts, inglorious ] Our beſt deeds,” - 
How wanting in their weight! Qur higheſt joys 


Small cordials to ſupport us in our A 
And give us ſtrength to ſuffer. But great 7 


To mingle intereſts, converſe amities, - 


With all the ſons of reaſon, ſcatter d wide 
Through habitable ſpace, wherever born. 


Howe er endow'd! To live free citizens 


Of univerſal nature! To lay hold y 
By move than feeble faith on the Supreme / 
To call heaven's rich unfathomable mines 


(Mines, which ſupportarchangels in their ſtate} 
Our own | to riſe in ſcience as in bliſs; 


A af 


[nitiate in the ſecrets of the ſkies | 

To read creation ; read its mighty plan 
in the bare boſom of the Deity! ' 
The plan and execution to collate | —- 
To fee, before each glance 1 Jong thought, | 
All cloud, all ſhadow, lown remote; and 


40 lea ve 10 


Nothing is dead, hut that which wiſh'd to die; 
Nothing is dead, but wretchedneſs and pain; 
Nothing is dead, but what incumber'd, gall d, 
Block'd up the paſs, and barr'd from real life. 
Where * that wiſh tnoſt ardent of the 
wiſe 

Too dark the ſun to ſee it ; hi beſt ſtars. : 
Too low to reach it; death, eat death alone, 
O'er ſtars and ſun, eeiumphant, lands us there. 


Nor dreadful our tranſition; though the ming, | 
An artiſt at creating ſ 4 
Rich in expedient 4 inquietuda, 50 


Iz prone to paint it dreadful, Who can n takes 
Death's portrait true? The tyrant never /of. 

Our ſketch all random firokes, conjecture all 
Cloſe pag the grave, nor tells. one ſiogle 


Tab, ad is image ala in the brain y 


* Love's element ! ' true joy 's illuſtrious home! 


No des that of hs Divine, 
Which lifts us on the ſeraph's flaming 


From earth's ace/dema, this field of blood, | 


Of inward anguiſh, aud of outward ill, 
From darkneſs and from duſt to fucb* a ſcene! 


103 


From _ s ſad contraſt (now ä more 
ir} 
What exquiſite viciſſitude of fate! 
Blek abſolution of our blackeſt hour 1 
Lorenzo, theſe are thoughts that make man 


TS + Man 110 


The wiſe illumine, aggrandize the great. 

How great (while yet we tread the kindred clod, 
And every moment fear to ſink beneath | 
The clod vue tread ; ſoon trodden by our ſons) 
How great, in the wild whirl of Time's purſuits,” 
To ſtop, and pauſe, involv'd in high preiage, 
Through che viſto of a thoutand years; 


. Referring to Night V. 


C7 2 
——— 
5 


— 


314. 
To nn our diſtant ſelvess, 


As in a magnifying mirror ſeep, | 
Enlarg'd, Ennobled, Elevate, Divine! 120 
To propheſy our own ſuturities : 
. To,, gaze N. on pong all thought 
| Fractal | 

To talk, with — «; joys 4M 
As far beyond as deſert, 


conception 
Ourſelves th aſtoniſh'd talkers, and the tale! 125 
Lorenzo, ſwells thy boſom at the thought? 
The well becomes thee ; Tis an honeſt pride. 
Revere thyſelf ;—and yet thyſelf deſpiſe, - 


: MF eee and none 


Nor there be modeſt, where thou n be 
praud ; 

They aol univerſal error hun. 

our pride, when we behold theſe heights! 
Not Nets ambition paints in air, but thoſe 
Reaſon points out, and ardent virtue gains; 135 
And angels emulate; our pride how juſt ! 
When mount we? When theſe ſhackles caſt? 
When 
DAT i? This fuel wel; 12 
Stuck in a corner of the — 7 i 
Wra in fleecy cloud, and fine-ſpun air 140 

ate ſenſe ; but groſs and feculent : 

To ſonls celeſtial; ſouls ordain'd = 1 
Ambroſial gales, and drink a pur * 
Sreatiy triumphant on Time's de re, 
| Where virtue reigns enrich'd with full arrears; 
a 145 


While gem imperial ial begs an alms of peace. 
In empire U or in pruud ſcience deep, 
Ve born 25 | on what can you Siler | 


With half the-dignity, with half the 

The guſt, the glow of rational delight, 150 
As on this theme, which angels praiſe ; * ſhare ? 
Man's fates and favours are a theme in heaven. 
What wretched Tepetition cloys us bere / 
What periode potions for the ſick ! 

- - Diſtemper'd bodies! and diſtem 'd minds! 135 
In an Eternity, what ſcenes ſhall ſtrike 
Adventures thicken ! novelties furprize ! 
What webs of wonder ſhall unravel, there / 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven, 


Ana Tight th' Almighty's footſteps in the deep | 
1 


How ſhall the bleſſed day of our diſcharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate, 
And Rttaiten its inextricable maze ! 

If inextinguiſhable thirſt in man 

'To know; bow rich, how full, our banquet My 


165 

There, not the moral world alone unfolds ; 
The world material, lately ſeen in ſhades, 
And, in thoſe ſhades, by fragments only ſeen, 
And ſeen thoſe fragments by the labouring eye, 
Unbroken, chen, illuſtrious and entire, 170 
Its ample ſphere its univerſal frame, » 
In full dimenſions, ſwells to the ſurvey ; 
And enters, at one glance, the raviſht ſight. 
From ſome ſuperior point (where, who can tell 

gyſſice it, tis a point where gods reſide) 175 
wa ſhall the ſtranger man's illumin'd eye, 
tn the vaſt ocean of unbounded [paces 


\ 


+ 


| 


under - rate his merit. Take good hegd, 130 


: 


* 
” 
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Behold an infinite of floating worlds fe 2 
Divide the cryſtal waves of zther pure, 


In endleſs voyage, without port? The leſt 180 | 


Of theſe diſſeminated orbs, how g | 
Great as they are, what numbers T * ſurpaſs, 
Huge, as Leviathan, to that ſmall race, | 
Thoſe twinkling multitudes of little life, 

He ſwallows unperceiv'd ? S/upendous Theſe! 18; 
Yet what are theſe ſtupendous to the whole / 
As particles, as atoms ill perceiv'd; 

As circulating globules in our veins ; 

So vaſt e Fecundity divine 


It ie is a ſource of joy, * 


What tranſport hence! yet this the leaſt in | Besten | 


What #4is to that illuſtrious robe He wears, 
Who toſt this maſs of wonders from his 


A ſpecimen, an earneſt of his power ? 194 


Tis to that glory, whence all glory flows, 
As the mead's meaneſt floweret to the ſun, 
Which gave it birth. But what, this ſun of 
heaven? 

This bliſs ſupreme of the ſupremely bleſt ? 
Death, only death, the queſtion can reſolve. 200 
By death, cheap- bought thꝰ ideas of our joy; 
The dare ideas! ſolid happineſs 
So diſtant from its ſhadow chas'd below. 

- And 2 we ſtill the phantom through the 

re, 

O'er 
And to we ſtill for ſublunary pay? 
Defy the dangers of the field and flood, 


- | Or, ſpider-like, ſpin or our precious All, 
Our #rore than ru ſpin (if no regard 
To great futurity) in curious webs 210 


Of ſubtle thought, and exquiſite deſign ; 
(Fine net work of the brain 1) to catch a fly! 
The momentary bug of vain renown } 
A name; à mortal immortality | 4 

Or (meaner till!) inſtead of graſping air, 215 
For ſordid {ucre, plunge we in the mire? 


Drudge, ſweat, through every ſhame, for "ry 


gain, 
For vile contaminating traſh; throw up 
Our hope in heaven, our dignity with man ? 


And deify the dirt, matur'd to gold? 220 
60 | Ambition, avarice : the two demens theſe, 


Which goad through every ſlough gur human herd, 


Hard travel'd from the cradle to the grave. 
; How low the wreeches floop! How fleep they 


climb! 
Theſe de / burn mankind ; but moſt poſſeſs 225 
Lorenzo's boſom, and turn out the ſkies. 
ls it in time to hide eternity ? 
And why not in an atom on the ſhore 
To cover ocean? or a mote, the ſun? 


Glory and wealth ! have they able binding power? 


What if to them 1 prove Lorenzo blind? 

Would it ſurprize thee ? Be thou then ſurpria d; 

Thou neither know'ſt : their nature learn from: me. 
Mark well, as foreign as 4% fubjes ſeem, 


What cloſe connexion ties them to my theme. 235 


Firſt, what is true ambition? The purſuit 


or glory, __O 


Exuberant Source! perhaps, I wrong thee ſtill. 


, and brake, and precipice, till death? 205 


— 


But not celeſtial, 


Were they as vain as gaudy-minded man, 77 
As flatulent with fumes of ſelf-applauſe, 

Their arts and conqueſts animal might boaſt, 240 
And claim their laure} crowns, as well as We; 
ere we ſtand alone ; 

As in our form, diſtin&, pre-eminent ; | 

If prone in thought, our ſtature is our ſhame : 


And man d bluſh, his forchead meets the 
| ſkies. n 445 
The vi{f6ble and preſent are for brutes, 


A lender portion! and a narrow bound! 


In falſe am 


Theſe reaſon, with an energy divine, 
O'erleaps; and claims the fatureand unſecy ;. 
The vaſt unſeen ! the future fathomleſs! - 250 
When the great ſoul buoys up to this high point, 
Leaving groſs aature's ſediments below,, 
Then, and then only, Adam's offspring quits 
The ſage and hero of the fields and woods, 
Aﬀerts his rank, and riſes into man. 6 
This is ambition ; this is humen fire. | 

Can parte or place (two Rs !) make 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng ? 
| Genius and art, ambition's boaſted wings, 
Our boaſt but ill deſer ve. A feeble aid 260 
Dedalian enginery ! If Theſe alone 
Aſſiſt our fight, fame's flight is glory's fall, 


| Heart merit wanting, mount we ne er ſo high, 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 


A celebrated wretch, when | behold; 265 

When L behold a genius bright, and baſe, 

Of toweriug talents, and terreſtrial aims; 

Methinks 4 ſee, as thrown from her high ſphere, 

The glorious fragments of a ſoul immortal, 

With rubbiſh mix d, and glittering in the duſt. 

Struck at the ſplendid, melancholy fight, 271 

At once compaſſion ſoft, and envy, rile— 

But wherefore envy ? Talents angel-bright, 

If wanting worth, are ſhining inſtruments 
Dition's hand, to finiſh faults 275 

Illuſtrious, and give infamy renown. 

| Great ill is an achievement of great porters. 

Plain ſenſe but rarely leads us far aſtray, 

Reaſon the means, action: chuſe our end; 

Means have no merit, if our end amiſs. 280 

if wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain ; 

What is a Pellam's head, to Pelham's heart ? 

Hearts are proprietors of all applaufe. 3 

Right ends, and means, make wiſdom : worldly- 

wiſe 
Is but balf-witted, at its higheſt praiſe. 285 
Let genius then deſpair to make thee great; 
Nor flatter fation What is ſtation high? 


Tis a proud mendicant; it boaſts, and begs ; 


It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 

And oft the throng denies its charity. 290 
Monarchs and miniſters are awful names ; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 
Religion, public order, both exact 

External homage, and a ſupple knee, 

To beings pompouſly ſet up, to ſerve 295 
The meaneſt, ſlave; all more is merit's due, 

Her ſacred and inviolable right; 

Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 

Our hearts ne'er bow but to ſuperior worth ; 
Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 300 


— 
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325 
Fools, indeed, drop the wan in their account, 
And vote the mantle into majeſty, +; 
Let the ſmall / boaſt his ſilver fur; 

His royal robe un w'd, and un | 
His own, deſcending fairly from his fires, 305 
Shall man be proud to wear hit liver, 

And ſouls In ermiz ſcorn a foul without? 

Can place or leſſen us; or aygrandize ? | 
= pygmies ſtill, though perch'd on 


— 


1 „ | | 
And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 310 
| Each _ makes his own ſtature, builds him - 
ſelf : & of 7 
Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramid: : 


Her monuments ſhall laſt, when Egypt's fall. 
Of theſe ſurc truths doſt thou demand the cauſe ? 
{ The cauſe is lodg'd in immortality. 315 
Hear, and afſear, Thy boſom burns for power; 
What mo charms thee? I'll inſtall thee 
. .CNEFC 3 : 
'Tis thine, And art thou than before ? 
Then thou before 2 — * than 
inan. | 
Has thy new poſt betray d thee into pride? 320 
That treachetous pride betrays thy dignity ; 
That pride defames humanity, and 
The being can which fas or fringe can 
raiſe, 
That pride, like hooded hawks; in darkneſs 
| - ſoars, ' , [325 
From blindneſs bold, and towering to the ſkies. 
Tis born of ignorance, which knows not man; 
An angel's ſecond ; nor his ſecond, long. 
A Nero quittiag his imperial throne, 
And courting glory from the tiokling ſtring, 
But faintly ſhadows an immortal ſoul, 330 
With empire's ſelf, to pride, or rapture fir d. 
If nobler motives miniſter no cure, 
Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 
High worth is elevated place: "Tis more; 
It makes the poſt ſtand candidate for Thee; 335 
Makes more than monarchs, makes an honeſt 
man | | 
Though no excheguer it commands, tis wealth; 
And though it wears no-ribband, tis renown ; 
Renown _ would not quit thee, though diſ- 


ca, 
Nor ire thes pendent on a maſter's ſmile, 340 
Other ambition nature interdicts; . 
Nature proclaims it moſt abſurd in man, 
By pointing at his origin, and end; 
Milk, and a ſwathe, at firfl, his whole demand; 
His whole domain, at loft, a turf, or ſtone; 345 
To whom, between, a world may ſeem too ſmall. 
\ Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 
of j ambition, to the grand reſult, 
The curtain's fall; there, ſee the buſkin'd chief 
Unſhod behind this momentary ſcene ; 355 
Reduc'd to his own ſtature, low or high, | 
As vice or virtue, finks him, or ſublimes ; 
And laugh at this fantaſtic mummery, 
This antic prelude of groteſque events, 
Where dwarfs arc often ſtilted, and betray 355 
A littleneſs of foul by worlds oer-run, 
And nations laid in blood, Dread ſacrifice 


* 


% 


36 | 
| | 1 
To Chrifian pride! which had with horror 
bock d : | | 
offer d to their gods. 
O thou mf Chrifian enemy to peace; 360 
2 in arms? Again provoking fate? 

t prince, and That alone, is truly great, 
Who draws the ſword reluctant, gladly ſheathes; 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs, 
And makes his throne a ſcaffold to the ſkies. 365 
Why this ſo rare? Becauſe forgot of all 
The day of death; that venerable day, 
Which fits as judge; that day, which ſhall pro- 

nounce 
On all our days, abſolve them, or condemn. + 
Lorenzo, never ſhut thy thoughts againſt itz 370. 
Be leveer-ne'er ſo full, afford it room, 
And give it audſence in the cabinet. 
That friend conſulted, flatteries apart, 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean, 
To doat on aught may leave us, or be left, 375 
Is That ambition Ihen let flames deſcend, 
Point to the centre their inverted ſpires, | | 
And learn humiliation from a ſoul, bn #0 
Which boaſts her lineage from celeſtial fire. 
Yet theſe are they the world pronounces wiſe; 380 
The world which cancels nature's right and wrong, 


His ſolemn face, to countenance the coin, 
Wiſdom ſor parts is madneſs for the whole. 
'This ſtamps the paradox, and gives us leave 385 
To call the wiſeſt weak, the richeſt poor, 
The moſt ambitions, uhambitious, mean; 
In triumph, mean; and abject, on a throne. 
Nothing can make it leſs than mad in man, 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art. 390 
And give his foul her full unbounded flight, 
But reaching Him, who gave her wir gs to fly. 
When blind ambition quite miſtakes her road, 
And downward pores, for that which ſhines 
above, Ea # LM _= 4 
$ybſtanzial happineſs, and true renown; 
Then, like an idiot, gazing on the brook, 
We leap at ſtars, and faften in the mud; 
Ambition / powerful ſource of good and ill 
Thy ſtrength in man, like length of wing in 
birds, | 5 400 
When diſengag'd from earth, with greater caſe, 
And ſwifter flight tranſports us to the ſkies ; 
By toys entangled, or in guilt bemir d, 
Wal a curſe: it is our chain, and ſcourge, 
In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lic. 
Claſe-grated by the fordid bars of /enſe ; 
All proſpect of eternity ſhut out; 
And, but for execution, ne er ſet ſree. 
With error in ambition juſtly charg dl, 
Find we Lorenzo wiſcr in his wealth ? 410 
What if thy rental I reform? and draw | 
An inventory new to ſer thee right? 
Where thy true treaſure ? Gold ſays, Not in 
me ** | ; , 


| And, „ Not in me,” the diamond, Gold is 


Poor; 2 | 
Iridia's inſolvent ; ſeek it in thyſelf, 
Ceek in thy naked ſelf, and find it there; 


395 


- 
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And half create 
Our ſenſes, as our reaſon, are divine 


Earth were a rude, uncolour d chaos, ſtill. 


And caſts ne Wiſdom : ev'n the grave man lends. 


And in duration (how thy riches riſe!) 
- | Duration bliſs 


POEMS. 


ſky-guided, ſæy-returning race] 


Erect, immortal, rational, divine . 
In ſenſes, which inherit earth; and heavens; 40 
Enjoy the various riches nature yield; | 
Far-nobler ! give the riches they enjoy; 

Give taſte-to fruits; and harmony to groves; — 
Their radiant. beams to gold, and gold's bright 


fire; 


Take in, at once, the landſcape of the world, | 425 


At a ſmall inlet, which a grain might cloſe, 
the wondrous world they ſee. 


But for the magic.organ's powerful charm, = 
04hj44: are but th? occaſion; ours th ke 
Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 


Which nature's admirable picture draw; 


And beautiſies creatien's ample dome. 

Like Milton's Eve, when gazing on the lake 435 
Man makes the matchleſs image, man admires. - 

Say, _—_ Shall man, his thoughts all ſent a- 


Superior wonders-in himſelf ſorgot, 


His «dmiration waſte on * round, 


When heaven makes him the ſoul of all he ſees? 


Abſurd! nat rare ſo great, ſo mean, is man, 


in fancy, fir'd to form a fairer ſcene © 


| Than ſenſe ſurveys ] In memory's firm record, 


Which, ſhould it periſh, could this world recall 


] From the dark ſhadows of o'crwhelming yur” | 


In colours freſh, originally bright, 

Preſerve its portrait, and report its fate! 
What wealth in iatellact, that ſovereign power 
Which /ex/e and fancy ſummons to the bar; 450 


Interrogates, approves, or reprehends; 


And from the maſs thoſe underlings import, 
From their materials fiſted, and refin'd, 
And in truth's balance accurately weigh'd, - 
Forms art, and ſcience, government, and law; A453 
The ſolid baſis, and the beauteous frame, 7 
The vitals, and the grace of ei life! 
Aud manners (ſad exception 4 ſet aſide, 
Strikes out, with maſter hand, a copy hair 4 5 
Of His idea, whoſe indulgent thought 460 
Long, long, ere chags teemtd, plans d buman 
bliſs, dy gl 


| What wealth in ſouls that ſoap, dive, range 
around, FN 2 = 
Diſdaining limit, or from place, or time; 

And hear at once, in thought extenſive, hear 

Th Almighty Fiat, and the Trumpet's ſound { 464 


| Bold, on creation's outſide walk, and view 


What ws, and is, and wore than e'er ſhall be; 
Commanding, with omnipotence of thought, 
Creations new in fancy's field to riſe! "—£ 
Souls, that can graſp whate'er ch“ Almighty 
made, oy ERR 470 

And wander wild through things impoſſible ! 
What wealth, in faculties of e s growth, 
In quenchleſs paſſions violent to crave, 
In liberty to chuſe, in oer to reach, l 
44 
to per, | 


fr beirg fo deſcended, form'd; endow'd ; 


I 
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499 - | 
What wealth in eaſes ſuch as'theſe | What wealth 
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Man's unprecarious, natural eſtate, 480 

Improveable at will, in virtue lies ; 1 

Its tenure ſure; its income is divine. 2 
min heap. on heap! for 


To breed new wants, and beggar us the more; 


(How juſtly !). far dependance on their ſtay. 
Wide ſcatter, firſt, our play-things; then our 


peace ? 
Learn, and lament thy ſfelf-defeated ſcheme ; ' 495 


duſt. 
Doſt court abundance for the ſake of 


Riches enable to be richer till z 


And, richer fill, what mortal can reſiſt ?-. - 


Thus wealth (a cruel taſk-maſter!) cnjoins 


New toils, ſucceeding toila, an endleſs train! 
And murders peace, which taught it firſt to ſhine. 


The poor are balf as wretched as the rich; 
Whole proud and painful privilege it is, 
At once, to bear a double load of woe; 
To feel the ſtings of envy, and of want, 


Outrageous want | both Indies cannot cure. 505% 


A competence is vital to content. 

Much wealth is corpulence, if not diſeaſe; 
vick, or incumber'd, is our happineſs, 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 

O de content, where heaven can give no 


More, like a flaſh of wöter from a lock, 


Quickens our ſpirits' movement for an hour; 
But ſoon its force is ſpent, nor riſe our joys 
Above our native temper's common ſtream. - 


Hence diſappointment lurks in every prize, 
As bees in fo 


wers; and ſtings us with ſucceſs. + 
The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns ; 
Nor knows the wiſe are privy to the lye. 
Much learning ſhews how little mortals now ; 
Much wealth, how little wordlings can enjoy ; 320 


At beſt, it babies us with endleſs toys, - - 
And keeps us children tilt we drop to duſt, 
As monkeys at a mirror ſtand amaz'd, 
They fail to find what they ſo plainly ſee ; 
Thus men, in ſhining riches, ſee the face 
Of happineſs, nor know it is a ſhade; 


But gaze, and touch, and peep; and peep again, 


And wiſh, and wonder it is abſent ſtill, 


How few can reſcue opulence from want ! 
IO 


lives to nature, rarely can be poor; 
Who lives to fancy, never can be rich, 
Poor is the man in debt; the man of gold, 
In debt to fortune, trembles at her power, 


man of reaſon ſmiles at her, and death, 


O what a patrigavuy this) A bring 
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Aſk you, what reſides in feeble man 
That bliſs to gain? Is virtwe's, then, unknown? 
Virtue, our preſent peace, our future prize. 
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Of ſuch inherent ſtrength and E: | 
Not worlds poſleſt can raiſe'it; w deſtroy'd 
Can't — which holds on its glorious 
 * -eourſe;* -. 7 4 : 
When thine, O Nature ends; too bleſt to 
; - mourn. © 

Creation's obſequies What treaſure, this}? 546 
The Monarch is a beggar to the Mann 
Immortal ! Ages paſt, yet nothing gone! © 
Morn without eve! a race without a goal! 
Unſhorten'd by progreſſion infinite F 


| Futurity for ever future] Life 54S 


Beginning ſtill where computation ends . 

'Tis the deſcription of a Deity / 

Tis the deſcription of the meaneft fave : 
The meaneſt ſla ve dares«then Lorenzo ſcorn ? 


The meaneſt flave thy ſovereign glory ſhares, 55% 


Proud youth! faſtidious of the lower world |! 
Man's lawful pride includes humility ; 

Stoops to the loweſt; is too great to find 
loferiors; all immortal] brothers all! 

Proprictors *ternal of thy love. 555 
Immortal]! What can ftrike the ſenſe ſo ſtrong 
As this the foul ?. It thunders to the thought; 


| Reaſon amazes; gratitude o'erwhelms; 


No more we ſlumber on the brink of fate; 
Rous'd at the ſound, th' exulting ſoul pn 
£7 p 
And breathes her native air; an air that feeds | 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires; Ne 


Quick kindles all that is divine within us; 


Nor yy Ons thought beneath tha 
| Has not Lorenzo's boſom caught the fame? 
8 


Immortal / Were but one immortal, how - 
Would others envy !. How would thrones adore ! 
Becauſe tis common, is the bleſſing loſt ? 

How thi: ties up the bounteous hand of heaven ! 
O vain, vain, vain, all cle! Eternity 570 
A glorious, and a needful refuge, that, | 
From r in abject views. 

Tis immortality, tis that alone, ; 

Amid life's pains, abaſement, emptinlſe, 


2 


The foul can comfort, elevate, and f/l. | 574 


That only, and that amply, this performs; 

Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above: 
Their terror thoſe, and. theſe their luſtre loſe; 
Rternity depending covers all 
Eternity depending all achieves; 380 
Sets earth at diſtance; caſts her into ſhades ; 
Blends her diſtinctions; abrogates her powers; 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and ſevere, 
Fortune's dread frowns, and faſcinating ſmiles, 
Make one promiſcuous and neglected heap, ' 585 
The man beneath; if I may call him man, 
Whom 7mmortality's full force inſpires. 

Nothing terreſtrial touches his high thought; 


r ſhine unſeen, and thunders roll unheard, 
By minds quite conſcious of their high deſcent, 


590 
Their preſent province, and their future prize; 
Divinely darting upward every wiſh, 


© $354 Warm on the wing, wi glorious abfengg loft “ 
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If earth s whole orb by ſome due diſtanc'd eye 5 
Were ſeen at once, „ x gp fink. 
And level'd Atlas leave an even ſp . 
'Thus earth, and all that earthly min lads, 
Is fwallow'd in Eternity's vaſt round. es 
To that ft view, when ſouls awake, 600 
So large of late, ſo mountainous to man, 
Time's to * and eque/ all below. 
wy — — Then all are weak, 
enthuſiaſts. To this godlike height 
Be foul have ſoar d; or ni, nc er had 
. { bled. 605 
| And all may do, e eee | 
Who, beaten by theſe ſublunary ſtorms, 
Boundleſs, interminable joys can weigh, 
Unraptur'd, unexalted, uninflam'd ? 
What flave wnble/t, who from to-morrow's dawn 


610 
Expecte an empire? He forgets his chain, 1 
And, thron'd in thonght, his 40% ſceptre waves. 
And what a ſceptre waits us ! what a throne ! 
Her own immenſe appointments to compute, - 
Or comprehend boy high prerogatives, _ "ay 
In this her dark minority, how 'toils, 
How vainly pants, the human ſoul divine! 
Too great the bounty ſeems ſor earthly joy: 
What heart but trees at ſs ſtrange a blifs ? 
e 
20 
Nieder to be pria d enough ! enough revolv'd | 
Are there who wrap the world ſo cloſe about 


them, 
They foo rio fartherchan;-the clouds; and dance 
On heedleſs vanity's fantaſtic toe, n 
Till tumbling at a ſtraw, in their career, 625 
9 plunge, r 


Are there, pr Is it poſfible ? 5 5 

Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 

Who lodge a foul immortal in their breaks ; 
nconſcious as the mountain An: 630 

Or rock, of its ineſtimable gem? 

When rocks ſhall melt, and mountains vaniſh, theſe 

Shall know their treaſure ; treaſure, then, no more. 
Are there (ſtill more amazing l) who "reſiſt - 

The riſing thought ? who ſmother, in its birth, 635 

The glorious truth? who ſtruggle to be brutes ? 

Who through this boſom-bart1er burſt their way, 

And, with revers'd ambition, ſtrive to ſink ? 

Who labour N through th' oppoſing 


powers 
Of inſtin&, reaſon, and the world againſt them, 640 


To diſmal hopes, and ſhelter in the, ſhock 


Of endleſs night 4 {till darker than -_ grave's? 

Who fight the proofs of immortality 

With berrid xy and execrable arts, 

Work all their engines, level their black fires, 645 

To blot from man this attribute divine, 

(Than vital blood far dearer to the wiſe) 
Blaſphemers, and rank atheiſts to themſelve: ? 

IJ To contradict them, ſee all nature riſe ! 

What obje&, what event, the moon beneath, 650: 

But argues, or endears, an after-ſcene ? 

To / reaſon proves, or weds it to defere ? 


— 


# By nature, as her common habit, vorn : 


_ | Whoſe Hand directs, whoſe 


ro uns. 


| Doube/ you this tub ? Why labours your be. All things proclaim it wajfl; hve adpattac! 


One precious ſtep beyond, and prove it ſure.- x 


So proffing Providence a truth bo teach, ibaa 
Which truth unta 
| Thou! whoſe all-providential Eye ſurveys; 
fills rs 
Creation, and holds empire 

Eternity's Inhabitant auguſt ! 


Of two Eternities amazing Lord! 


One paſt, rr 65 


Aid I while I reſcue from the foc's aſlault 


Thy glorious Immortality in man: 


IA theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 


Of moment infinite] but reliſh'd moſt + 5 
By thoſc who love Thee moſt, who moſt adore, 


Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing bind 13 


Speaks wiſdom; is his oracle 
And he who moſt conſults her, bs en wits 


tis revolution all; 


night 
The dying day; ars riſe, and ſet, and riſe; - 
plarth taken th" example. See, the Summer gay, 
680 


Wich her yreem chaplety; and ambrofial Gomes 
b into pallid Autumn: Winter grey, 
Horrid with froſt, and turbulent with ſtorm, 
Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits, away: 
Then melts into the Spring: 'Soft Spring, with 
dereath ä 3 
Favonian, from warm i the ſouth, 


| Recalls the ff. All to re-flouriſh, fades; 


As in a wheel, all ſinks, d. 
Emblems of man, who paſſes, not expires. | 
With this minute diſtinction, emblems juſt, 


Nature revolves, but man advances ; both 1 75 
Eternal, that a circle, ibis a line. * 
That gravitates, br ſoars, Th' aſpiring ſoul, 
Ardent, and tremulous, like flame, aſcends, 

Zeal and bumility her wings, to heaven. 695 
The world of matter, with its various forms, 
All dies into new life. Life born from death 
Rolls the vaſt maſs, and ſhall for ever coll. 
No ſingle atom, once in being, loſt; 

With change of counſel charges the Moſt ry 


What hence infers Lorenzo? Can it be! 
Matter immortal? And ſhall Spirit die? 
Above the nobler, ſhall leſs noble riſe ? 
Shall Man alone, for whom all elſe revives, 
No reſurrection know? Shall Man alone, 795 
Imperial Man be ſown jn barren ground, 

\ | Lebs privileg'd than grain, on which he feeds? 
Is Man, in whom alone is power to prize _ 
The bliſs of being, or r | 
Deplore its period, by the ſpleen of Mw, 110 


; Wai doom'd death's fing unredeem” 


arguments ſwarm round my pen, 633 
man. | 


ught, all other cal mer vy | 


Of Thee the Great /mmutable, n A ig; 955 


Lorenzo, to this heavenly Delphos haſte; | 
And come back all-immortal; all-divine : $3} 00 
All change; no death. Day follows night; and 
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Look nature through, tis noat gradatios all. 
By what minute degrees ber ſcale aſcends! 
Each middle nature join'd at each extreme, 
To that above it join d, to that beneath. 

Parts, into parts reciprocally ſhot, 


775 


Abhor pi vorce : what love of union reign ' Ws; 
ie; 7260 


Here, dormant matter waits a call to 
Halſ- 8 join there; here, life and 
+, EY , . * — . 
There, ſenſe from reaſon ſteaks a glimmering ray; 
Reaſon ſhines. out in man. But how-preſerv'd 
The chain unbroken d, to the realme 
Ol incorporeal life ? thoſe realms of bliſs, 725 
Where death hath no domi nion? Grant a make 
Hall: mortal, halſ- immortal; earthy, part, 
And part ethereal ; grant the foul of man 
Eternal; or in man the ſeries end, 1 
Wide yawps the gap; connection is no more; 230 
Check d reaſon halts; her next ſtep wants: ſup- 
Striving to climb, ſhe tumbles from her ſcheme 
A ſcheme, analogy ue ſo true ; 
An „man's ſuxeſt guide below, ... _ 
| Morte, all nature calls on thy belief. 
And will Lorenzo, careleſs of the call, 
Falſe atteſtatĩon on all nature charge. 
Rather than violate his league with death? 
Renounce his reaſon, rather than renoun sg 
The duſt belov'd, and run the riſque of heaven? 


0 whut indignity to deathleſs ſouls! 

What treaſon to the majeſty of man 

Of man immortal / Here the lofty ſtyles _ 
If ſo decreed, th? Almighty Will be done. 
Let earth diſſolve, yon ponderous orbs deſcend, 


« And grind us | The foul is ſafe; 
The — emerges pak above the wreck, 
As towering flame from aature's funeral pyre; 

« O'er devaſtation, as a gainer, finiles; © + , 
« His charter, his inviolable rights, 130 
® Well 


3 


733 


pointleſs darts, and hell's 
PPP ² rs 
But theſe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo! 
| The glories of the world thy ſeyenfold id. 
Ciber ambition than of crowns/in air, 
And ſuperlunary felicities, 8 
Thy boſom warm. I'II cool it, if I can; 
And turn thoſe glories that inchant, againſt thee. 
What ties thee to 45% life, proclaims the nenn. 
If wiſe, the cauſe that wounds thee is thy cure. 760 
Come, my ambitious / let us mount together 
10 mount, Lorenzo never can refuſe);  _. 
from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell, 
Look down on earth. What ſeeſt thou? Wond- 


755 


; rous things! * > * 
705 Terreſtrial wonders, that eclipſe the fies. 763 
Vor. VII. 7 f 4 
s? n | 8 
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| 


The narrow'd deep with indignation foams, 


| Shews us heaven beneath its ample hend \ 

+ | High through mid air, lere, fireams are taught to 
N now; 1 . 
Whole rivers, there, laid by in baſons, fleep.,, 725 


| Here, plains turn 


| | Bri 
Ho yon enormous mole projecting breaks 


Earth diſembowel'd !. meflür dare the iel! 
| Stars are detected in their derp receſ ! 


« 


} Whoſe footſteps theſe ?: Ius 


pleas'd to learn from thunder's impotence, 
5 defeated 


ö 


4 9 "TH "© gy "% . — 333 "To 
All our ambitions death defeats, but one; 


| Whoſe glories render heaven ſuperfluous! fay, - 


: 


| 1 329 
What lengths of labour d lande]. what loaded ſeas ! 
Loaded by man 8 ure, wealth, or war! 
Seas, winds, and-planets, into ſervice brought, 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
Nor can th' eternal rocks Eis will withſtand; 7 
What level'd mountains! and what lifted vales | 
O'er vales and mountains ſumptuous cities ſwell, 
And gild our landſcape with their glittering ſpires._ 
Some mid the wondering waves majeſtic. riſe 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 

Far greater {till ! (what cannot mortal might 7) 
See, wide dominions raviſh'd from the deep! 


— 3 


| 


The finer at ts there ripen in the ſup, nt. 78⁰ 
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Aſcend the ſkies |: the proud triumphal arch 


oceans; there, vaſt oceans join .. 

Through kingdoms channel'd deep from ſhöre to 
W Me EE, 
chang'd creation takes its face. from; man, : 

Beats thy brave breaſt for formidable ſcencs, 


Where fame and empire wait upon the ſward?, 290 


See fields in blood; hear naval thunders riſe ; 


* 


annia's voice! that awes the world to peace. 


| 


The mid ſea, furious waves l. Their raar amidſt, 
Out-ſpeaks the Deity, and ſays, . O main | 295 
Thus far, nor farther; new reſtraints obey,” 


| Creation, widens! vanquiſt'd aature yields!!! 

Her ſecrets are extorted }. art prevails ! "Om 

What monument of genius, ſpirit, pawer! 800 
And now, Lorenzo! raptur d at this ſcene, 


elt have bern here. 
Could leſs than ſouls immortal this have done? 805 
Earth's cover' d o'er , with proofs of fouls im- 


TX P44 | "8-4 s £ 
And proofs of immortality forgot... 

To flatter thy grand. foible, 1 confeſs, .... 
Theſe are ambition's works; and thele are great: 
But this, the leaſt immortal ſauls can da:; 810 
Tranſcend them al. But hat can thefetranſcend ? 
Doſt aſk me what ?—One ſigh for the diftreft. 
What then for infidels A deeper figh@ © 
Tis moral grandeur. makes the mighty man: 
How /ittle they, who think ought great 
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[ 
315 


* 


And that it crowns. Here ceaſe we: but, ere 


More powerful proof ſhall take che feld again: 
ws 23-4; than death, and ſmiling at the tomb. | 
, * has 8. * - "1 - ; g : | 
* 
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IH THE SEVENTH. © | 
+ N Y x. 5 nine THE SECOND PART or 1 i 
Irn INFIDEL RECLAIMED: 

a Containing the Nature, Proof, and Importance, 


* 


of ImworTALITY. * 
© PREFACE. „ 


— 


* 


S we ere dt war with the porter, it were woell 
if we were at war with the manners, of France. 
A land of levity i: a land of guilt, A ſerious 
mind ii the native foil of every virtue; and the fingle 
. (harifer "that  dors true honour to mankind. The 
 Joul's immortality” bas been the favourite theme 
with the ſerious of all ages.” Nor is it frrange ; it i. 
a fu ject by far the moft intereſting, and important, 
_ that can enter the mind of man. | Of bigbe moment 
this ſulject always was and alwways will be. Yet this 
its bi moment ſeems to admit "of increaſe, at this 
day; a: ſort of occaſional importance is ſuperad led to 
ibe natural weight of it ; i that opinion nobich is ad. 
worced in the preface to the preceding Night, be juſt. 
It is there ſuppoſed, that all our infidels, whatever 
ſcheme,” for argument's ſake, and to htep themſelves in, 
countenance, they patronize, are betrayed into their de- 
pPlorable errur, by ſome doubls of their immortality, at 
the bottom. And the more I conſider this point, the 
more 1 am perſuaded of the truth of that opinion. 
Thaugh the dirt of a fuiturity is aH ange error; yet 


* - 


it is an error into which bad men may naturally 6 
diſtreſſed.” Fur it is "impoſſible to bid defiance to final 
ruin, without. ſame refuge in imagination, ſume pre- 
ſumption of eſcape. * And hot preſumplion is there ? 
There \ are bil two in nature; but two, within the 
compaſs of  buman thought, And theſe are— That ei- 
tber God will not, or can not-puniſh, Cos ſidering the 
divine attributes, the firſt ts too groſs to be digeſted by 
our Arongeſt wiſhes, And ſince omnipotence is as 
wich a divine attribute as holineſs, that. God cannot 
puniſſ is a, abſurd a ſuppofition as the former. God 
certainly can puniſe as long ar wicked men exiſt.” * 
non=exiflence, therefore, 'is their only refuge; and, con- 
fſequently, non-exiftence il their flrongefl wiſh. And 
Prong aviſoes have a firange influence on our opinions ; 
they bias the judgment in a manner, almoſt, incredible. 
And fince on this member of their alternative, there 
are ſome very ſmall appearances i their favour, 
end none at all on the other, they catch at this reed, 
they lay bold on this chimera, to ſaue themſelves from 
the fbock and borror 'of an immediate and abſolute 


On reviewing my ſubjch, by. the light which this 
ergument, and others & like tendency, threw upon it, 
ar more inclined than ever to purſue it, as it ap- 
frared ts me to firite directiy at the main root of all 
eur infidelity,” In the following" pages. it it, "ac:ord- 
ingly, purſued jat large; and ſume arguments for im- 
thy, new af leaft to me, are vintured on in them. 
There alſo the writer bas made an attempt to ſet the 
groſs abſurditier and borrors of annihilation in a fuller 
and more affefting view, than ir I think) to be met 
with elſerubere. 8 | ö N 
The gentlemen, for whoſe ' ſabe this attempt was 
chiefly made, pre great gdmirdtion for the wiſdom 
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of heathen antiquity ; h pity it ir they, are not 
cere If they wore fincere, "3 8 
to conſider, with vnhut coutempt and abbarrence their 
b would baut been received by thoſe 20 

much admire / What degree of contempt aud abborrence = 
would fall to their ſbure, may be conjetturid by the 
following matter of fa (in my opinion } extremely 
memorable. OF all their brathen wwortbies, Soc rater 
(it is will hnown) was the moſt guarded, diſpaſſionate,” = 
and comprſed;. yet this greut maſter of temper nas 
angry; and angry at bis laſt bour ; and angry is 
bis friend; and angry for u06at deſerned acknowledge. 
ment; angry far a right, and tender inſtance of true 
Friendſbip toxwards bim. I not this ſurpriſing ? What 
could be the cauſe ? The cauſe was for bis bonour ; it 
was @ truly noble, though perbaps, a tos punttilivus, 
regard for immottality: for bis friend aſking bim, 
with ſuch an affetionate concern as became @ friend, 
M bere be ſbould depoſite his remains & it was re- 
fented by Socrates, as implying @ diſbenourable ſuppoſi- 
tion, that he could be fo mean, as to have a" regard for | 
any thing, even in bimſelf, that was not immortal. 

This fads well confulered would make our infidels 
withdraw their admiration from Socrates ; or make them = 
endeavour, by their intimation-of this illuſtrious example, 
to are his glory + and, conſequently, is would, incline 
them to peruſe the following pages with candour and im- 
partiality : which it all I defere;, and that, for their 
ales; for I am perſuaded, that an unpreudiced infidet 
muſt, neciſ[avily, receive ſome udvantageous impreſſions, 

rom them. 70 ö hs 


CONTENTS OP THE SEVENTH NIGHT. 


IN the fixth Night arguments were drawn from 
Nature, in proof of immortality: here, bers are 


drawon from Man: from his Diſcontent, Ver. 29 


from bis Paſſions and Powers, 64; from the gradual 
growth of Reaſon, $1 ; from biz fear of Death, 86; 
from the nature of Hope, 104, and of Virtue, 139; 6c, 
from Knowledge and Love, as being the miſt gſential 
properties of the ſoul, 257; from the Order of Crea- 
tion, 290, &c: from the nature of Ambition, 337, &c. 
Avarice, 460; Pleaſure, 477: 4 digreſſion bn the 
grandeur of the Paſſions; 527. Immortality alen, 
renders our preſent late intelligible, 545." An objecs 
tion from the Steics diſbeliaf of immortality anſwer- 
et, 585. Endleſe queſtions unrefolvable, but on ſuppo- 
ſition of our immortality, 606: The natural, moſt 
mel.ncholy, and pathetic complaint of a worthy ma, 
under the perſuefron of no futurity; 653, &c. The 
groſs abſurditics and horrors 0 annihilation wrged bome 
on Lorenzo, $43, &. The ſoul's vaſt importance, 
990, &e. from whence it ariſet, 1078. The Dif- 
licul:y of being an infidel; 1131, the Infamy, 1148, 
the: Cauſe, 1183, and the Character, 1203, of an _, 
infidel Rate. What true free-thinking is; 1217. 7 
neceflary puniſement of the falſe, 1271, "Man's ruin 

is from himfelt, 1303. An infidel accuſer bimſelf of 
guilt, and hypocriſy ; and that of the worſt ſort, 1319. 
His obligation to Chriſtians, 1337.; What danger bo 
incurs by Virtue, 1345. Vice recommentled to him, I 464 
His high pretences jo Virtue and Benevolence, ex- 
ploded, 1373. The concluſion, on the nature of Faith. 


1427. Reaſon, 1439; and Hope, 14433 with aa 
; apology for this attempt, 147 B! 3 
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e g „ % . | Shall ſons of ther, ſhall the blood of heaven 
| . Set up their hopes on earth, and ſtable here 355 
NIGHT THE SEVENTH. Iich brutal acquieſcepce in the mite? 
\6;7 4 I | Lorenzo! no! they ſhall be nobly pain'd ; 
n the needful, but negleQted, | The glorious „orafrerv, Eiſtreſs'd, mall Ggh 
* | | | On thrones; and thou congratulate the ſigh : | 
What 2 I Foe - hour, but knocks at human Mau's miſery declares him born for bliſs; 60 
To wake the ſout — ſenſe of future ſcenes ? — re, RE ho. | 
Deatts ſtand, like Mercurys, in every way = C7; 1 P4 
And kindly point us to our Journey's end. | Que m— our K * Paten, and _ 
"7% we couldſt make immert- Is! art thqu Spex he ſame language; call us to the fk; 
ea ö ds 5 5 . ” . v3 - ys 
dead? WA. N f . | Unripen'd 4% in this inclement chmee, 6 
give thee me ; Hey — take my moe 1 2 Scarce riſe above conjectute and miſlake; 4 
80 ſoon to follow. "Mat but dives in death; And for this land of trifles thoſe too ſtrong 
Dives from che ſun, in fairer day to riſe ; I umultudusrile and tempeſt human liſe-; 
The grave, bisſubterrauean road to bliſs, 10 What prize on earth can pay us for the ttorm ? 
Yes, inficite iudulgence planu'd it ſo; WT objeRs for, our p.ſivns, heaven os daiu d,. 70 
Through various parts our glorious tory runs; Objects that challenge all their fire, and leave 4 
Time gives the preface, endleſs age unrolls | No fault, bat in defect: Bleſt Heaven! ade 
The volume -nc'er unroft 4 of human fare, \ } ounded ardour for unbounded bliſs }- g 
Tlis, earth and flies * already have proclaim'd 15 J c for a bliſs anden“ far beneath Ty 
The world's a prophecy of worlds to come ; ' | Afout immortal d d mortal 6 Hd ox a 
* A , . ' . Cot 75 
And my bs God foretels (who ſpeaks it Nor are our 4 to periſh immature,; 
gil louder than in ea) ſhall dare deny? © er mn effort Beres Ramen" gh 


If nature's arguments appear too weak, 

Torn a new leaf, and ftronger read in mar. 20 
If man fleeps on untaught by what he ſees, 

Can he prove infidel to what he feels? 

He, whole blind thoughttuturity denies, 
Unconſcious bears, Beller ophon ! like thee, © 

His own indictment ; he condemns himſelf; 25 
Who reads his buſom, reads immortal lite; 

Or, nature, there, impoſing on her fons, - 

Has written fables ; man was made a lye, 

Why diſconteni for ever harbour'd there? 
incurable conſumption of our peace! 30 
Reſolve me, why the cottager and ling, N 
He whom ſea- ſever d realms obey, and he 
Who ſteals his whole dominion from the waſte, 
Repelling winter blalls with mud and ſtra w, 


Diſquieted alike, draw ſigh for ſiguß, 35 


ln fate ſo diſtant, in complaint ſo near? 
le it, that things ferrefrial can't_content ? 

Deep in rich paſture, will thy flocks complaia ? 

Not ſo; but to their maſter is deny'd | 

To ſhare - their ſweet” ſerene, Man, ill at 
eaſe, ' *: | * 40 

lu this, not bi o place, this foreign field, 

Where nature fodders him with other food _ 

Than was ordain'd his cravings to ſuffice, © 

Poor in abundance, famiſh'd at a feaſt, - ; 

vighs on for ſomething more, when e enjoy'd. 45 

ls heaven then kinder to thy flocks than thee ?. 

Not ſo; thy paſture richer, but remote; 

lu part, remote; for that remoter part 

Man N from inline, though perhaps, de- 

auch d * | 

By ſenſe, his reaſon fleeps, nor dreams the 
cauſe, | e 

The caute how obvious, when his reaſon wakes! 

His grief is but his grandeur in diſguiſe ; 

And diſcontent is immortality. 7 


* Night the Sixth. 
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YOUNG'S POEMS. 


| Why lefs pre- eminent in rank, than pain? 


4 


«| 


Hope, eager hope, th" aſſaſſin of our joy, 


Is ſcarce a milder tyrant than deſpair. 3 
Wich no paſt toils content, {hill planning 


F 


* 


ff 


- 


A brighter ſun, and in a nobler foil; 
[ranſplanted from this ſublunary bed. 
Shall flouriſh fair, aud put forth all their 
bloom. * 
Reofun progreſſive, irflin is complete: 
Swift inflia& leaps; flow reaſon feebly climbs. _ 
Brutes ſoon their zenith reach; their little all 
Flows in at once; in ages they no more 


4 Could know, or do, or-covet, or enjoy. _ 85 


Were mas to live cot val with the ſun, 


Vet, dying, leave his leſſon half unlearnt. 
Men periſh in advance, as if the ſun 


if fit. with dim, i/luftrious to compate, 

The ſun's meridian With the foul of, man. 

ro man, why, ſlep-dame nature ſo ſevere? 

Why thrown aſide thy maſter piece hall-wrought, 

While meaner efforts thy laſt hand emjoy? © 95 

Or, if abortively poor man mult die, 

Nor reach, what reach he might, 
- dread? | 


Why of his proud prerogative the prey: 

His /z-ortality alone can tell; = 

Aud turn the ſcale in favour of the juſt} + | 
His immortality.alone can folve © 

Ihe darkeſt of enigmas, human bepe ; 

Of all the darkeſt, if at death we die. 

it preſent bleiſings treading under foot, 


Hope turns us o'er to death alone for caſe. 
Poſſeſſion, why more taſteleſs. than purſuit 7 


Why is a wiſh far dearcr than à crown I 
That with. accompliſh'd, why, the Fräve of 
722 bliſs:? . 55 115 


F 


80 


3hould ſet ere noon, in eoffern oceans drowu'd / 90 


he patriarch- pupil would be learning ſlill; 3 % 


* 


why die in | 
why. cart with fene Wilkes e 
10 
bub ample fund to balance all ami, * 
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And He who made him, r 


Eiſtence is the baſis, bliſs the prize; 
I virtue colts eriſtence, tis a crime; 


a * i 


vate in the great future bury d — 
Ri 1 
Lies all that man with ö "FR 


Man's heart th“ Alm to * * 
By ſecret and — 1-4, =o nk FIND 
Map nous his hope his ſu 
s heart eats all things, and is on. ill 8 
More. mote 1“ the zar eres e 5 
thing new 
80 rages-appetite; if man can't mount, 
He will deſcend; He ſtarves on the 7157 125 
the wogld's maſter; from ambition 's ſpire;* 
In Caprea plung dg and div d beneath the brwe. 
that rank ty why wallow'd empire's ſon 
preme ? Becauſe he could 8 * 
is ri6t was ambition in deſpair. 130 
Old Rome confulted birds; Latenes! 3 


| With nnare fuvceſs, the flight of bepsTurvey ; 


Of reſtleſs hope, for'ever on the 
High-petch'd o'er every thou that ſalon ſts 
To fly at all that riſes i her . 
And, never — bathe 
Nexe moment, he betray her ns 1 
owns her q d beyond the grave. 
e eee Tam be, 


It being fails) more mournfu} Ko 4 ip 140 


And virtve vies with bope-i 
Why vivtze Where id 
V. tue is true ſell · inter 
What true ſelf-imereft of 


, To Tſe wich all habe — bere. 145 N 


If vice (as ſometimes) is our friend on earth, 
Then vice is virtue ; is our ſovereign good. 
In e is virtue's golden priae ; 

No ſeli-a ppl uſe attends ir'on thy ſcheme; | 
M hence applauſe? From conſcienee of the 


And was iv righte but means of happineſs? 
No means of happineſs when-virtue yields; 
That baſs failing, fill the building too, 
And lays in ruin every virtxous joy. 


The rigid guardian of a blameleſs heart, 155 
And dawn the Deity, ſhould ſnatch the draught, 


So long re ver d, ſo long reputed wiſe, 
Is weak 3 with rank t-errantries o er- run. 
Why beats thy boſom with illuſtrious e 


ſelf-expoſurgylandable, and great? 


gallant enterprize, and glorious death? 160 


Die for thy county? Thou romantic fool! 
Scize, ſeize the plank thyſcIf, and let her fink ; 
Thy country 


If, with thy blood, thy final 125 ji, 
Nor can Omnipotence reward 
Be deaf; preſerve thy being; diſobey. 

Nor is it diſobedience : know, Lorenzo 1 
Whate er th Almighty's ſubſequent command, 
2 command is this —. Man, love thyſelf.” 

8 
a this alone, free-agents are no! free. 


Bold violation of our law. ſupreme, 
Black ſuicide ; though * which conſult 17s 
* 


"ILY 


150 


hat to Thee ?—The Gedbead, what? 
„ though He ſhould bid thee 


, 


q 


4 


YT O.UNG!S. rogue, „ 


[Their gain, at thy expence, reſoundl » thats.” 


Since wirtwe's re ence is dou ; bere, 


1 If man dies who wen may we demand, 
Why is man ſufer'd to be good in in?? 5 
Why to be goöd in vain, is man 1e 18 


Why to be good In vain, is man betray'd ? n 
Betray'd by traitors lodg'd'in his own breaſt, 

By ſweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 

deine: Why whiſpem nature lyes on virtue's part? 


Of facred conſcience) plays the fool in man, 
Why reaſon made accomplice iv the cheat! 
Why are the iet Toudeff in her praiſe? - 


Can man by s beam be led aſtray ? | 
Or, at his peril,” imitate bis G e the 5 
Since virtue ſometimes ruins us on earth, | 


Or Jab ar8 tus or mas furvine the grove, 
Or 5 DW the grave z or ome Ie 


5 75 boaſt 3 a wild abſurdity. 


Dauntleſs thy ſpirit 3 cowards are thy . 95 
Grant man immoral, and thy ſcorn is juſt. 7 


The man immortal, rationally brave, 


Dares ruſh on death—becauſs he cannet die. 
But if man loſes All, when life is loſt, 


A daring infidel (and, ſuch there are, . 
From pride, example; lucre, rage, 

Or pure beroical-defeR of thought), 

| Of all earth's madmen, moſt deſerves a chain. 


For valour, virtue, ſcience, all we love, 


beam, 
Enabling us to think in higher . wo g 
Mends our ideas of ethereal powers | 


| Goes out in ſtench, and rottenneſs the cloſe ? 
Why was he wiſe to kiow, and warm to praiſe, 
And ſtrenuous to trasferibe, in human life, © 
The Mind Almighty? Could it be, that fate, 
Juſt when the lineaments began to ſhine, 215 


'With night eternal blot it out, and give 


The ſkies-alarm, leſt, angels too might die? 


If human ſouls, why not angelic too 


' 


Shall we this moment gaze on God in man? 
The next, loſe man for ever in the duſt ? 
From duſt we diſengage, or man wiſlaler; ö 
$270 there, whers leaſt his judgment fears a flaw, 
225 


Me and a how boldly he commends! 
Wiſdom and worth are ſacred names; rever d, 


| Where not embrac'd; applauded! deify d! 


Why not compa on'd too? If ſpirits die, 


Acute, for what ? To ſpy more miſeries ; 


And worth, fo recompens'd, new-points their 


ſtin 
Or man C 
PP e PRYOR 335 


\ 


Or if blind z (which aſſumes the name 183 


He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 208 


When to the grave we follow the revwwn'd, 
205 


* all we praiſe ; for worth, whoſe, noop-tide 


Dream we, that luſtre of the moral A © 210. 


Extinguiſh'd ? and a ſolitary God, 220 
10” er ghaſtly x ruip, frowning from his throne! 


Both are calamuties, i»flifed both, 230 
To make us but more wretched : Wiſdom's eye 


4 —_— - 


cc 


Aud bow to chy ſuperiors of the ſtall; 


* 


Cut not patronize Lg orange that 
— and vice, the refuge of mankind 


boug bt. 
Talk ne'er 110 long, in this imperſet Kate, £ 


Virtue and vice are at eternal war, 


Or for precarious, or for ſmall reward? 
Who virtue's ſelf-reward ſo loud reſouni 
Would take = angelic here below, 
And virtue, whi 


By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. 


wy 6. pliment, betray, . 


The crown,” the” wnfading crown, her foul in- 


ſpires;_. 


'Tis That, and That alone, can counter val 


The body's vane and the s * 


34 


ſaults: 


On earth's poor pay our famiſh d virtue dies. 250 | 


Truth inconteſtable ! In'ſpite of all 

A Bayle has preach d, or 4 Voltaire belie v d. | 
In man the more we dive, the more we ſee 

Heaven's 'fignet ſtampin an immortal make. 

Dive to the bottom of his ſoul; the baſe 255. 

Suſtaining all; what find we? Knowledge, Love.” 

As light and heat, effential to the ſun,” * | 

Theſe to the ſoul.” And why, if ſouls expire? 

How little Iovely here? How little Known? 


Small knowledge we dig up with endleſs toil; 260 


And love unfeign'd 4 purchaſe perfect hate. hs 
Why ſtarv'd, on earth, our angel appeti 

While brutal are indulg'd ſulſome fi ? 

Were then capacities divine conferr'd,” 

As a mock- diadem, in ſavage ſport, 24565 
Rank inſult of our pompous poverty, | 


n from ſceming claims ſo 
la future age lies no redrefs ? And ſhuts 


ternity the door on our complaint? as 


If ſo, for what ſtrange” ends were | mortals made 


$4 
270 


The worſt to walle ro, and the beſt to tore 
The man 'who merits moſt, muſt 'moſt complain: 
Can we conceive a diſregard i in heaven, 
What the worſt perpetrate, or beſt endure ? 
Thi cannot be, To love, and ino, in man 275 
lo boundleſs appetite, and boundleſs power; 
: " | theſe demonſtrate boundleſs objes s too. 
C cs, powers, appetites, heaven ſuits in All; 
nature through, e er violates this ſweet, ' 
Eternal concord, on her tuneful ſtring. 280 
ls men the ſole exception from her laws? 
Eternity ſtruek off from human hope, 
(1 ſpeak with truth, but veneration too) 
Man isa monſter, the reproach of heaven, 
A ſtain, a dark impenetrable cloud 7. 08 
Oh nature's beautevus aſpeR ; and deforms, - 
92 blot!) deforms her with her ford. 
It ſuch is man's allotment, what is heaven? 
Or own the ſoul immortal, or blaſpheme. 
Or on the ſoul immortal, or in vert 296 
All order. Go, mock-mijeſty ! go, man! | 


Though every ſcene of ſenſe ſuperior fr: 


They oe. the turf ails; they drink the | 


Lubrew's, an and ever full, and nnn 295 


| 


1 


: 


And though much bitter * our cap i thrown, | 


And incxtingui 


5 | And why? Becauſe immortal, Art divine 345 


| Bids it aſcend the glowing cheek, and there 


vouvgeis POEMS. | 333 
2 


« Has virtue, then, no ys?” —Yes, 3 her; * 


Wick doubt, fas inden hope regrets, de- 


Weener reaſon's precious dower ! 
No foreign clime they ranſack for their robes; 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar; 


Their good is good intire, unmixt, unmarr'd; 390 


240 
| Virtve's à combat; and who fights for pet 1 find a paradiſe in every field, 


On bought ferbidden where no curſes hang: 
Their i no more than ſtrikes the ſenſe ; unſtretcht 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear: 

When the worff comes, it . unfear d; one 
dtroke 305 
Begins, and ends, their woe: they die but once; - 
Bleſt, incommunicable privilege! for which 
Proud => who rules ds globe, ind the 


\Philyſopher, vr bore, fight ln vain. OY, 


But what beams on it 
NSD 


"| O ſole, and fweet ſoluti 


The difficult, and ſoftens the - 

The cloud on nature's beauteous face diſpels; 31s 
| Reſtores bright order; caſts the brute beneath . 
And re-inthrones us in ſupremacy | 


ot joy, ev'n bers: admit immortal life, - 


And virtue is tnight-err no more; 


Each virtue brings in hand s golden dower, 32 | 


Far richer in reverſion : Hepe 


Predominates, and gives the taſte 
O wherefore is the Deity ſo kind? 3 
Aſtoniſhing beyond aſtoniſhment! | 323 
Heaven our reward for heaven enjoy d leb -. 
Still unſubdued thy ſtubborn bear; For there 
8 traitor lurks who doubts the truth I ſing. 
on is guiltleſs; will alone rebels. 

What, in that ſtubborn heart, if I ſhould find 230 
New, unexpected witneſſes tigainſt thee ?— 
Ambition, pleaſure, and the love of gain / 

Canſt thou ſuſpect, that theſe, which make the fout 
The fave 3 ſhould own her beir of hea- 


Canſt thou ſuſpect what makes ur dfclieve- 335 
Our immortality, ſhould prove it ſure ? 

Firſt, then, ambition ſummon to the bar. 
Ambition's /bame, extravagance, diſguft, 

ibable nature, ſpeak. 

Each much depoſes ;, hear them in their turn. 1349 
Thy ſoul, how paſſionately fond of fame / | 
How anxious, that fond paſhon to conceal ! 
We bluſh, detected in defigns on praiſe, 
Though for beſt deeds, and from the belt of 


men; 


Has made the body tutor to the ſoul, 
Heaven kindly gives our blood a moral flow; 


| Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim, 


Far * than man, with end/eſs praiſe, and 
lame. 

Ambition's boundlef; appetite out-ſpeaks 

The verdi& of its fon When ſouls take fire 


| 


3 K 355 


Account for this prerogative in brutes. 10 
No day, no Gerte day, to — „ 3 


Which loops to court a character from man; 350 | 
©] While o'er us in tremendous judgment fit 


4 


* 

K 

ot 
* 


de n ; 
Ob ag is poor applauſes the mighty ſhout, {op 
| under by the living few, begun, ; 
| he © time muſt. echo; worlds unborn, reſound. 
We wiſh our names eternally to live: 
Wild dream,” which ne'er had haunted human 


Taj[inf points out an intereſt in hereafter 
But our blind reaſon ſees not. where it lies; 
Or, ſeeing, gives the ſubſtance for. the ſhade. 
Fame is the ſhade'sf immortality,” 3065 
And in itſelf a ſhadow. Soon as caught, 
Vontemn'd ; it thrinks td nothing in the graſp. 
Conſult th ambitious, * tis ambition's cure. 
And is This all ??-cry'd Czfar at his height, 
Diſzufted. This third proof ambition brings | 370 
Of immortality. The firſt in fame, 
Obſerve him near, your envy will abate : 
Sham'd at the 9 vaſt, between 
The paſſion and the purchaſe, he wilk dgh 
At-/uch ſucceſs,” and bluſh at his renown. * | | +305: 
And why ? Becauſe far richer prize invites . 
Hie heart; ſar more illuſtrious glory calls. 
It calls in-whiſpers, yet the deateſt hear. . 
And can ambition a fourth wo ſupply 
It can, and ſtronger than the eg ? 380 
Vet yu: o'er-look'd by fome reputed wiſe. 


diſappointments in ambition pain 
ASS 1 


« 


h ſucceſs di, yet Rill,' Lorenzo! 4. e | 4 wealth z 
| wie ang W . are fame.” * 


In vain we ſtrive to pluck it from our hearts; 

By nature planted for” the nobleſt ends, 385 

Abſurd the fam'd advice to Pyrrhus given, 

More cod pe than Ponder'd; ſpecious, but un- 
ſou 


Sooner that hero'h feoord the world had quell'd, 
Than reaſon, his ambition, Man muſt bear. Fo Fa 
An obſtinate activity within, | 399 
An inſuppreſſi ve Fpri will toſs him up 

In ſpite of fortune s load. Not kings debe, 

Each villager has his ambitiotſ too; 

No Su/taz-prouder than his fetter d flave: 

Slaves build their little Babylons of « nh 39 3 
Echo the proud Aſſyrian in their he 
And 8 Bchold the wonders 2 my my might * 
And why? Becabſe immortal as their lord; 
And ſouls immortal muſt for ever heave 
At ſomething great; "the glitter, or the gold; 400 


The praiſe of mortals, or the praiſe of heaven. 
Nor abſolutely vain is human praiſe, 
| When buman is ſupported by divine, © 


I introduce Lorenzo to Himſelf ; 


Phaſure and pride (bad maſters!) ſhare our wen . 


405 

As love of pleaſure is ordain'd to guard 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race 
The love of praiſe is planted to protect, - * 
And propagate the glories of the mind, 

What is it, but the love of proſe, inſpires, 49 
Matures, refines, embelliſhes, exalts, 
 Farth's happineſs? From that, the delicate, 
The grand, the marvellous, of civil life, 
Wait and convenience, under-workers, lay 415 
The baſis, on which love of glory builds, | 
Nor is thy life, O virtue lels in debt 


you os FoEMs. 


i id men not Proud. OH merit Gould v. we e mils! 
-| Pride made the virtues of the pagan world: 


This conſtitutional reſerve of aid 


* 


| Praiſe is the ſalt that ſeaſons righr to man, 420 
And whets his a petite for moral good, . 
Thirſt of applauſe is virtue's ſecond guard; 4 


60 | Reaſon, her firſt ;" but reaſon wants an ads 
_ + Our private reaſa 5 is a flatterer ; 4 f 
; | Thirſt of applauſe calls pullie judgment. in, 429 


To poiſe our own, to keep an even ſcale, 


I And give endanger'd virtue fairer play. 


Hexe a f/tb proof ariſes, ftronger till: 


| Why this ſo nice conſtruction of our hearts? * 


Theſe delicate moralities of h 4430 


To ſuccour virtue, pg our refer fails; 
U virtue, kept alive by care and toil, 
And, oft, the mark of in; injuries on cart, 
When labour d to maturity (its bill A 435 
Of diſciplines, and pains, unpaid) muſt die?. 
Why freighted-rich, to daſh againſt rx rock? 

Were man to periſh when moſt fit to live, 

O how miſ-ſpent were all theſe ſtrata 

By {kill divine inwoven in our frame 449 
Where are heaven's holineſs and mercy fled * 
Laughs heaven, at once, at virtue, and at mak ? 
if not, why that diſcourag'd, this deſtroy'd? _ 

| Thus far ambition. What fays avarice } 


1 This ber chief maxim, which has Jopg been 


Dine: 


grant it. 
To ſtore up treaſure, with, inceſſant toil, | 
This is man's province, this his bigheſt praiſe. 
To this great end keen inflin# ſtings him on. 


| To guide that i reqſes / is thy charge; 


„ 40 
is thine to tell us where trus treaſure lies ; « 3% 
But, reaſon failing to diſcharge her truſl, + 
Or to the deaf diſcharging it in vain, * 
8 blunder follows; and blind ind te, 
Gall'd by the ſpur, but ſtranger to the courſe 
| 455 
(The courſe where ſtakes of more than gold a” 


on) 
0 ating g. with the cares of diſtant age, 
The jaded Ipirits of the pre/ext hour, 
Provides for an eternity below. 
| %. Thou falt ad ce, e command; 


F 


But bounded to the wealth the ſun ſurveys: 

Look farther, the command flands quite . 
vers d, 

And avarice is a virtue moſt divine, 


| Is faith a refuge for our bappingſs ? 


Moſt ſure ; and is it not for reaſon too! 465 
Nothing tis world unriddles, but the next. 
Whence inextinguiſhable thirſt of gain ? 

From inextinguiſhable life in man: 

Man, if not meant, by worth, to reach the Pier, 
Had wanted wing to fly ſo far in Juili. 470 


5 Sour grapes, 1 grant, ambition, avarice, 4 


Yet ſtill their root is immortality : 

Theſe its wild growths ſo bitter, and ſo baſe, 
(Pain and reproach'}) religion can reclaim,” * 
* exalt, throw down their 3 lee, 475 


Lo praiſe, thy ſccret ſimulating friend. 


— 


22 141 t 


— 


Burn us with bluſhes, and rebuke our pride — 


Thus far with Thee, Lorenzo! will ! cloſe, 


See, the third wwitne/7 laughs at bliſs remote, 


i 


And falſely promiſes an Eden her:: 


| And make them ſpazhle in the bowl of l. || With low, terreſirial appetitt;to graze © 335 


115 


ABD | 
oa traſh, on toys, dethron'd from high deſire ? 


Ie ih, though their diſgrace, no feeble ray 
Truth ſhe, ſhall ſpeak” for once, though prone to 


Of greatneſs ſhines,” and tells us, whence they ſell: 


ye, n But thefe (like that fall'n monarch when reclaim'd,) 
A common cheat, and Pleaſure is her name, 480 


To pleaſure never was Lorenzo deaf; | 
Then hear her now, now firft thy real friend. 


Since nature made us not more fond than 
| q . e 


A proud \ b | | 
Of happineſs (Mone hypocrites in joy! ! 
Makers of mirth! artificers of ſmiles!) © 485 


Thoſe heaven-born bluſhes tell us man decent, 
Ev'n in the zenith of his g@rebly bliſs ; | 
Should reaſon take her infidel repoſe, 490 
This honeſt iH ſpeaks our lineage high z * 
This iaſtinct calls on darkneſs to conteal 
Our rapturous relation to the ſtalls, 

Our glory covers us with noble fame, 

Aud he that's unconfounded, is unmann'd. .. 493 
The man that bluſhes is not quite a rute. 
Pleaſure is god, and man for pleaſure made; 

But pleaſure full of glory; as of Joy ; More 44 
Pleaſure,” which neither Sn, nor expires. Fo 
The witneſſes are heard ; the cauſe is oder; 
Let conſcience ſile the ſentence in her court,” © 
Dearer than'deeds that half a fealm convey © © 
Thus ſeal d by truth, th' authentic 988 runs. 

* Know, All; know, infidels,—unapt to know | 
| pf & | 405 
« 'Tis immortality yout nature ſolves; SOR 2 
Lis inimortality deeyphets man. 
And opens all the myſteries of his make. 
„Without it, half his inftin&: are a riddle; 
„Without it, all his virtue are a dream. 510 
His every crimes atteſt his dignity; 
His fateleſs thirſt ot. Plegſure, gold and fame, 
Declares him born for bleflings infinite - 
What leſs than infinite makes un-abſurd | 
* Paſſions, which all on earth but more inflames ? 
4 4 1 15 


| , | 3 
Fierce paſſions, ſo miſ· meaſur d to this fcene, 
* Stretch'd out, like eagles wings, beyond our 

neſt, W OE. 16. 
* Far, far beyond the worth of all below, 
© For earth too large, preſage a nobler flight, , 
And evidence our title to the fi. [520 
Ye gentle theologues, of calmer kind! | 
Whoſe conſtitution dictates to your pen, 
Who, cold yourſelves, think ardour comes from 
hell! | | 
Think not our paſſions from corruption ſprung, 
Though to corruption now they lend their wings; 


, | | 525 
Vat is their miſtreſs, not their mother. All 

(And juſtly) reaſon deem divine: J. ſee, 755 
| feel a grandeur, in the paſſions too, 7 
Which ſpeaks their high deſcent, and glorious end; 
Which ſpeaks them rays of an eternal fire. 330 
lu Paradiſe itſelf they burnt as ſtrong, 

Ere Adam fell; though wiſer in their aim, 
Like the proud Eaſtern, ſtruck hy Providence, 


For w 


* 


þ 25 w : Conſider man as an immortal being, 
Iluntelligible All; and All is great... - 


And wretched; rea/on weeps at the ſurvey. 
14 


74 


They leave th' extravagance of ſong below. 


When reaſon moderates the rein aright, 540 
Shall re- aſcend, remount their ſormer ſphere, _ 
Where once they ſoar'd illyſtrious ; ere ſeduc d 
By wantou Eve's debauch, to ſtroll on earth, 
And ſet the ſublunary world on fire: | 


But grant their phrenſy laſts; . their phrenſy 

* * 8 78 ; TWP * 5 

Co diſappoint aue providential end, 8 
ich heaven blew up ardour in our hearts: 

were zeq/-a filenrt, boundleſs Suffon ſpeaks 


* Þ 


A future ſcene of boundleſs. %, too, 


Aud brings glad tidings of eternal day. -- » $50, 
Eternal day | Tis that enlightens All; | 
Aud All, by that enlighten d, proves it /are. 


Fs 


A eryltalliae tranſparency prevails, 


Conſider man as mortal. All is dark, 
The fearn'd Lorenzo. crics, “ And let her weep, 
* Weak modern realon : Antient- times were wile. 


% Authority, that venerable guide, 


a&-- 


“ Stands on my parts. the fam'd. Athenian porch ” 


(And who for wiſdom fo renown'd.as they ?) 
* Deny'd this immortality to man,” p 
[ grant it; but afficm, they prov'd it too. 565 


A riddle this — Have patience; I'll explain. 


Wat noble vanitics, What moral flights, - .-,.- NMmM 
Make us, at once, deſpiſe them, and admire? _. 
Fable is flat to theſe high-ſcaſon'd fires; + 570 


Fleſh ſhall not feel; or, feeling, ſhall enjoy 
«The dagger or the rack; to then, alike-. 
A bed of roſes, or the burning bull. 


lage; e 
But not, as prepbety;. for ſuch it prov d. 
And, to their own amazement, was ſulfill'd: 


| They feign'd a firmnels  Chrifians need not 


FEE MA © Ps ak wo N 
The Cbriſſian truly triumph'd in-the flame: 530 | 
The Stoic ſaw, in double wonder loſt, 


Wonder at them, and wonder at Himſell, N 


To find the bold adventurers of his thought, 


| Not bold, and chat he ſtrove to lye in vain. 


Whence, then, thoſe thoughts? Thoſe tower- 


ing thoughts, . that flew DOTY, 
Such monſtrous heights? From gin, and from 
ride. ; "OI S 


7 
The glorions inflin@ of a deachleſs ſoul, 
Confus'dly conſcious of her dignity, 


In in's dominion, and in pa/ion's ſtorm; 
Truth's ſyſtem broken, ſcatter'd fragments lay, 
As light in chaos, glimmering through the 


gloom : 


though our paſſions are run mad, and loop 


> 


"2" 
* 


Smit with the pomp of loſty ſentiments, 


# 


549 


5. 
45 ſtrikes ſull laſire through the human ſphere : 


Glittering through their romantic wiſdom's page, 


lo men exploding all beyond the grave, $35” X 
Strange doctrine, This! As doctrine; it was 


Suggelted truths they could not underſtand... ibs, 
590 


1 rou ness ns 


Wen : ITE E 

ä 1% N and et ſent 4 
Pleas'd pride proclaim'd, what ras e he The e import of 41 and the pron 15 FF 
Pride, like the Delphic prie eL, wi 7 wary 895 Wh rofound! Like Lucifer's, the fall? 
Rav'd nonſenſe; 3 8 * A ine; „ Uncaual fe! ib fall. without bis Til | 
When liſe immortal 1 N $ From where fond 52 bail, her Pavilion high, 
82 
— and thus che truth they rig * To aighe\ Py mabhg, Darker $2ll this,mi 


oa ik dream, wh 1 m 1 5 
eee t was a dream, y 15 or, 
5 tal ? All things ſpeak him ſo. 1 boaſt? ul 2 the _—_— Friend 
nee and doſt thou call for | * O for uſion ! O for error ſti FO 
2 more? ol N firike much broker than ts to 
5 eudleſa eſtions be diſtreſs'd, > 
All prop dp if 25 all. «| «A FE ru being i ina world like This... 665 
Why life, a moment; infinite, deſire? « Not over-rich before, now beggar'd quite; 


c m. — out! 
0 Et ? our home, the Grave? More curſt than at the lt? The ſun goes 
* ar op br lies in human bope ; * e thoot up! What thorns in rage 
* Who wiſer Jife immortal, proves it too. 5 ' 9 f 
e i a - wi — * Why Ke b If but to 2 ge 
« Man's thirſt of happineſs declares 7 , 


[ and much — 
For Nature never vitates to nought) : * To what I was! Maes pas 
« 215 thirſt Se rh. N d declares It js not Here.“ "Ay * N Wy woe from what 
. &« My Luci, Thy Clariſſa, r * Was wo "FRF ; 
os wh cordial friendfoip rivetted ſo deep, 615 | 
« As Erar w pierce fl firſt, at 222 yy F Thoug Taten. 1 bleflings, / by thy 
Wb n « 'dinto Firſt, | Eno , once b75 
« _ This 2 in the maſk of %, - 22 8 te luck. 


20 1 If, true wiſdom N to un « 
ee ee | Thr org ence urne of dc 
| th , if 1 ee, 1 die 40 
— e F 
| | n 8 „ B ful tion, pierce the ve * « 
| a lwvigtle ee diphdonnl —', bf rovdheabing pea, 
4 "Twere well his Holineſs. were half 7 ſure, 25 « And gaze in admiration—on a Foe, , ; « 
| « Negſen with Wks why war . in « Obtruding life, with-holding happineſs); 0 
| « Why 4. of gin why | conſeience wp) « From the full rivers that ſurround bis throne, 685 q 
| _ ting fall one drop of joy on man; = 
K e ee 
. þ more « 
48 Reafon with inclination ne'er had jarr d, 630 * 2 6 — 4 Fad D Aaken Hacke - 
3 If nothing future paid forbearance Here: « Hide Him, for ever hide Him, from my thought, 
| Thus on—Theſe, and à thouſand pleas uncall'd, 1's. Gace att my comfort; ſource, and ſoul of joy! a 
All promiſe, ſome enſure, a ſecond ſcene ;/, « Now leagu's . with fur uries, and with Ther, ® 6 
| Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer far 2 8 
A eee 2 e His ca'ievements f Study His renown ? 5 
| What truth on earth fo 22 as Bo ye wh 19 Conn this amtaging univerſe] ;.. 4 
j This world it gives us, what will enſue ; © | Propt from His hand, with miracles replete! 695 
| EE Wg ape . |. Por whant. "Mad miracles of poble name, i « 
_ : ; en 640 4. e God 2h r Wop « 
| ich can E 4 
| | How thi life groans, when ſever'd from the next {1 pop uoerenns 28 a bl 2 praiſe? 
Poor mutilat raw he that diſbelieves! . « Through, nature's ample io thought to 
| | By . | | « ſtroll... WE vey 700 ** 
| F BEING Ef oy; the fin le mourner There, 
f ONE thaw pretide "her the Gt ie could baer kph bo 4 
5 fail ' 45 « Knowing is Cuffertg 3 7 and ſhall D545 mate « 1 
DI pe 55 
— thy oe 20d mp gp By Armin ap the Rec 1 22 2 
| Abhorr'd an tion e * of ſeeing « þ 
f And wide extends the bounds of human woe! 650 al Ee 2 in the dark 8 
IK Could I believe Lorenzo's ſyſtem true, I « With We nd . * 
In this black channel would my ravings run. every vice, 2 


= (Grief rom the . borrow'd peace, ere 


60 4 


Vous m 
« A cxime to re en, i it Jt « col OM 

« Unpaid: what tin houſand 

« dn n 0 after da ” ag 


* f . er their E find 3 — 

« As t a pi owy wer e fouler 2 

4 K —Thele, our 7 a. done, 

« Imply reward. Ae is miſtake , 

« Duty! heres e none, but to repel the cheat. 
« Ye cheats! ec; 4 ye daughters of my pride! 
« Who feign 1 yourlelyes 8 of the ſkies ; 


: 720 
« Ye towering hopes, abortive. ies ! ö 
That toſs and ſtruggle, in my ſyiag breaſt, 
« 'To ſcale the.ſkies, aud build preſuwptions There 
« As I were heir of an Eternity. 
« Vain, vain ambitions ! ry me no more, 725 
« Why travel far in queſt of ſure defeat ? 
A hounded as my dring, be my wiſh. 
All is inverted, wiſlom-is a fool. 
« Senſe / take the rein; blind paſſion / drive us 
= a; 
« And, iSeries? befriend us on our mo 730 
© Ye new, but trugf! patrons of our peace 
« Yes; give the pul 4 full empire; hve the brute, 
« Since, as the brute, we die. The fun of man, 
* Of Godlike man ] to revel, and to t. 
« But not on equal terms with ofber brutes: 735 
« Their revels a more poignant reliſh yield, 
And ſaſer too; they never poiſons chooſe. 
«  Iifflin, oo "reaſon, —— more wholeſame 
mea 
« And ſends all. -matring murmur far away. \ 
For /enſual life they beſt philoſophize ; 740 
„ Theirs, that ſerene, the ſages ſought in xain: 
© 'Tis man alone expoſtylates with heaven; 
« His, all the power, and all the cauſe, to mourn, 
© Shall Luman eyes alone diſſolve in tears? 
And bleed, in ang uiſh, none but Lumanhearts? 745 
The widesſtretch'd realm of intellectual woe, 
« Surpaſſing /eſual far, is All our Own, 
in %. lo fatally diſtinguiſh' d, why 
* Caſt in one lot, confounded, lump'd, in denth ? 
* Ere yet in being, was mankind in guilt ? 750 
* Why thuader'd this peculiar clauſe againſt us, 
© All-mortal, and All-wretched Have the ſkios* 
* Realons of ſtate, their ſubjects may not ſcan, 
Nor bumbly reaſyn, when they forely figh ? 
* All-mortal, and All-wretcbed {——"T'is too much: 


1 


4 
E 
ö 
: 
, 
= 
I. 


— 


* Unparallel'd in nature: tis too much 
On being unregue Med at Thy hands, 
_ * Oranipbtent ! for I ſee nqught bur powers 
„And why fee That? Why thought ? To toil, 
and eat, 


thought. 

© What ſuperfluities are regſoniag ſouls 
O give Eternity! or Thought deſtroy. 
* But without thought or curſe were half ynſelt ; 
Its blunted edge would ſpare the throbbing heart; 
„And, therefore, tis beſtow'd, I thank thee, Reaſon / 
© Fer aiding life's too ſmall calamities,, 766 

And giving being to the dread of death, / 
* Such * thy bounties Was it then toa much 


» to'treſpaſs on the brutal rights? 2 
Poel VIII. 


YOUNG'S POEMS 


% Once friends to peace, gone ayer 20 the 


| © Beſt friend of man | fince 


If needful to the ſelfiſh ſchemes of heaven 735 


1 « As congruaus, as, for man, this lofty dome, 


© Then make our bed in darkneſs, needs no 
760 


b 


%, 


337 


6 Too much far heaven to make ane emmet more? 
+22 , 


\ 


a 2 much ſor chaos do permit my maſs 
A longer ſtay with eſſences unwrought, 
„ Unfaſhion'd, wrtormented into man ? wi 

* Wretched preferment to this round of pai — 

* Wretched capacity af phrenſy, B / * 

« 'Wretched capacity of dying, dife/ 

7, thought, worth, wiſdom, A0 3 


7 


his nature too: O 


7 Come to my boſon, thou beſt giſt of heaven! 780 
man is man no more. 
Why in this thorny wilderagſt fo long, 


Since there 's no promie 'd land's ambroſial bower, 
« To pay me with its honey for my ſtings ? 


45 Death, then, has chi N 
« death 


« To ſting us ſore, why melt our miſery ? | 
« Why this ſo ſumptuous inſult o'er our heads? 
* Why this illuſtrjoos canopy diſplay'd ? 
„Why fo magnificently lodg'd deſpair f r 
« At ſtated periods, ſure returning, roll 790 
« Theſe glorious orbs, that mortals may compute 
« Their length of Jaboues; any. of painsg,ther Joſe 
ky Thai, miſery's full maar? — Smiles with 
« flowers, 

„ And fruits, promiſcuous, ever=teeming cart, 
„That man may languiſh in Axurions ſcenes, 795 
« And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys? | 
«- Claim earth and ficies man's admiration, due 

« For fuch delights ! Bleſt animale { tog-wiſe 
« To vonder; and too happy to complain / (300 k 
« Our doom deerced demands a mournful ſcene 3 

« Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemn'd 2 + 
« Why not the dragon. $ ſubterranean den, 
% For man to how in? Why not his abode. . - 
« Of the ſame diſmal colour with his fate ? 
« A Thebes, a Babylon, at vaſt expence $55 
« Of time, toil, treaſure, art, for owls and adders, 


6 Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high 
« deſire 


. hom ber humble chamber in the duſt, 
While . thought ſwells, and high deſire 
«x in 
« The poor werm melons for bes Lan $19 
And, round us, deatb's inexorable hand | 
« Draws the dark curtain cloſe; undrawn no 
; % more. 
« Undrazpn no more !—Behindthe cloud of death, 
« Once, | beheld the ſun; a ſun which gilt 815 
« That. ſable cloud, and turn'd it all to gold: 
How the grave rs alter d! Fathomlefs, as hell! 
A real hell to thoſe who dreamt of heaven. 
Annihilation ! How it yawus before me! 
Next moment L may drop from. couple, Row 
| . fonſe, 329 
« The privilege of angels, and of worme, , | 
An out- caſt from exiſtence | and this ſpirit, 
« This all-pervading, this all-conſcious foul, -+ 
« This particle of energy divine, 
2 Which travels nature, flies from ſtar to ſtar. $25 


« And vilits gods, and emulates their powers, - 
« For ever is extinguiſht. Ho 4 death l 


4 , H 


? 


“% Death of that death 1 Yet: once __ —— 
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* Wher bene eee dal deſcend, pic 
'* Anil heaven's dark conca ve urn all human race, 
On that i b, | 
; err eee 
| Beneath the lumber of iu worlds INV 
2 the rubbiſs of the general wreck, 5 
wep? ignominious to the common maſs B35 
| 772 matter, never dignify'd with li, 
> WA ci" ih eee The fons of beoven ! 


The lord of earth ! the worms { 
| Beings of yeſterday 7 2 4 

, Wholiv'din terror, and in pangs expir'd 22 
7” gone to rot in Chaos; or to mate ; 
Their bappy tranſit into blocks or brutes, 


"Net lager. fally their Sun 


Lorenzo ! hear; pauſe, der, and ounce. 

uſt is this hiſtory 2541 2 man, pronoun 845 

ankind's hiſtorian, though divine, might weep, 
And dares Lorenzo ſmile I know thee proud; 
For once. let * befriend © thee; pride looks 


pale 
At ſuch u ſcene, and ſighs for ſomething more. 
Amid thy boaſts, preſumptions, and diſplays, 850 
And art N Lei. than 
A Nothing ? Les than Nothing ? To have been, 
And not 10 be, is lower than Unborn. 


6 


ö i 


Pleaſure : 
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, 
They“ lately prov'd, the foul's ſupreme deſire. 86x 
What art thou nd of? Rather, how Un- 


At ſuch a birth, a birth ſo near 


1 


. Is there no bee yen 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


What deadly has thy. nature drunk ny 
ws drying Men ek | 

| Nature's frf wiſh is endleſs. boppingſe ; De 
Annibilation is an after-thought, | i 

A monſtrous wiſh, unborn till virtue dien. 650 
And, oh! what depth. of horror lies inclos'd t 


| hs moa-etitence no man ever wiſh'd, 


firſt, be wiſh'd the Deity deſtroyed. | 

_ ſo; what words are dark enough to draw 

Thy picture true? The darkeſt are too fair. 895 — 

Beneath what baleful et, in what hour 

Of deſperation, by what ſury's aid, 
In what infernal re of the foul, 

All hell invited, and all hell in Joy | 

kin, 


Did thy foul fancy whelp ſo black a ſcheme 
Of Bopes abortive, faculties half. 
And deities begun, reduc'd to duſt ? 

TR: s nought (thou ſay'ſt) but one eternal 

ux 

Of feeble eſſences, tumultuous driven 90 
Through time's rough hillows into night's abyſs. 
Say, in this rapid tide'of human ruin, 


* 
900 
; 


is there no rock, on which man's toſſing thought 


Can reſt from terror, dare his fate ſurvey, 
And boldly think it ſometdizg to be born ? 
Amid ſuch hourly wrecks of being fair, 

is there no central, all-ſuſtaining 69/c, 
All-reatifing, all. connecting 
Which, as it call'd forth all thi 


g1o. 


power, 

ngs, can 81 
And force daſruction to refund her ſpoil? 925 
Command the grave reſtore her taken : 
Bid death's dark vale its human harveſt yield, 
And earth, and ocean, pay their debt of man, 
True to the grand depoſit truſted there ? 
whoſe outtretch'd — N 


When ripening time AL forth th Irene 


hour, 


made? pluck d from foul devaſtation? s famiſh'd maw, 
Great nature's maſter-appetite deſtrop'd ! ' Binds Preſent, paſt, and future, to his throne? 
m endleſs life, and happineſs, deſpis'd ? His threne, bow glorious, thus divinely grac'd, 
Or * wiſh d, Bere, where neither can be {ound ? | By germinating being cluſtering round! 925 
865 | garland worthy the divinity! | 
Such man's perverſe, eternal war with heaven ! | A throne, by heaven's omnipotence in ſmiles, 
Dar ſt thou perſiſt ? And is there nought on carth, Built (like a bares towering in the waves) 
But a Jong train of tranſitory forms, Amidſt immenſe effufions of his love! 
_ Riſing, and breaking, millions in an hour? An ocean of communicated bhſs ! | 930 
Bubbles of a fantaſtic deity, blown up 870] An alkprolifick, -all-preſerving god! 3 
In ſport, and then in cruelty deſtroy dꝰ?ꝰ u, were 8 god indeed And ſuch ib man, 
Oh for what crime, upmerciful Lorenzo ! As here um'd + he riſes from his fall. 8 
s thy ſcheme the bole of human race? Þ Think'ff thou Omnipotence a naked rot. 
Kind is fell Lucifer, compar'd to Thee: Each bloſſom fair of Deity deſtroy d? 935 
O! ſpare this waſte of being halſ- divine; 875 


And vindicate th economy of heaven. 
Heaven is all love; all joy in giving joy: 
It never had created, but to 8e/+ - 

And ſhall it, then, ſtrike off the liſt of life, 
A being bleſt. or worthy /a to be? + 
Heaven ſtarts at an annibilating God. 

* bs That, all vature ſtarts at, thy defire? 
Art ſuch a clod to wiſh thyſelf. all clay ? 
# hat is that dreadſub wiſh ? The dying groan 
Of _ 9 by the blackeſt guilt, 885 


Fe Je Ng Vs \ 


880 


0 


_ 


ain, oy dead; nay, nothing fleeps ; 


That ever animated hitman clay, 
Now wakes ; is on the wing : . 


where, 
Will che ſwarm ſettle? — When che trumpet's | 


each 


call, 
As ſounding braſs, collects us round heaven's. 
throne = 
Conglob'd, we baſk in everlaſtin day, 
(Paternal ſplendor !) and adhere for ever, 
Had not the ſoul this outlet to the ſkies, © A 


ln this vaſt vellel of the univerſe, * 


* 
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ſhould we gaſp; as in an empty void! 945 | For whom Omnipetence bas wak'd ſo long: ß 
ou in the pangs of famiſh'd bope expire! Has wak'd, and work d, for ages; from the birth 
How bright my proſpect ſhines ; how gloom Of nature to this unbelieving hour. 4 1 
this ; R Ila this ſmall province of His vaſt domain ? 
ö A trembling world! and a devouring God ! (All nature bow, while I pronounce His Name!) 
Earth, but the Shambles of Omnipotence! . | What has God dane, and not for this ſole end 
Heaven's face all ain d with cauſeleſa maſſacres N - | 010 
| | FF 930 To reſcye ſouls ſnom death! The foul"; bb price , 
Of countleſs millions, born to feel the pang ls writ in all the conduct of the ſkies. " A 
5 Of being lofi. Lorenzo! can it be ? | The /out's bigh price is the Creation's Key. 
This bids us ſhudder at the thoughts of life. Yalocks its myſteries, and naked la | 5 
Who would be born to ſuch a phantom werld. The genuine cauſe oſ every deed divine: tg og 
Where nought ſubſtantial but our miſery? | 955 The? is the chain of ages, which maintains (nt 
Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diſtreſs, Their obyious corretpondence, and unites ; "= 
0. $0 ſoon to periſh, and reyive no more ? | | Moſt diſtant periods in one bleſt r 3 0 
The greater fuch a joy, the more it pains. That is the mighty binge, on which have turn'd” y 
A world, ſo far ſrom great (and yet how great All revolutions, whether we regard 1920 = 
SU It ſhines to thee!) there's nothing real in it; 960 The natural, civil, or religious, world; s 8 . 
l Bring, a ſhadow ; conſejonſne/r, a dream; he former two byrſervants to the third: 2 
A dream, bow dreadful ! Univerſal blank To that their duyy done, they both expire, ; 
"8 Before it, and behind! Poor man, a park Their maſe new-caſt, forgot their ddr renown'd: 
| From non-exiſtence ſtruck by wrath divine, And angels aſk, ** Where once they ſhone fo fair? 
Glittering a moment, nor that moment ſure, 965 a OE 0025 
Midſt upper, nether, and ſurrounding night, To lift us from this abject, to ſublime ; 
| His ſad, ſure, ſudden, and eternal tomb This flux, to permanent; this dark, to daß; 
0 Lorenzo! doſt thou feel theſe arguments ? This foul, to pure; this turbid, to ſerene; 
Or it there nought but vengeance can be felt? This mean, to mighty !-—for this glorious end 
How haſt thou dar'd the deity dethrone ? 970 The Almighty, riſing, his' long ſabbath broke! 
How dar d indi Him of a world like this? 1 1030 
| If ue the world, creation was a crime; The world was made: was ruin'd; was reſtor d: 
5 For what is crime but cauſe of miſery ? Laws from the ſkies were publiſh'd; were repeal d 
RetraR, blaſphemer 1 and uariddle this, On earth kings, kingdoms, roſe; kings, kingdoins, 
Of endleſs arguments above; below, 975 fell; 3 „ 
Witbout us, and within, the ſhort reſult— _ | Fam'd ſages lighted up the pagan world; 
« If man's immortal, there's a God in beaven. Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance tog 
Is But wherefore ſuch redundancy ? fuch waſte | Through diſtant age; ſaints travel'd; martyrs 
Q \ Of argument? One ſets ay ſaul at reſt ! : - bled; | | Fe 
d Une obvious, and at hand, and, oh1—at beart, By wonders facred nature ſtood control'd; = 
4 I 980 The living were tranſlated; dead were ras'd; , 
80 juſt the ſkies, Philander's life ſo pain'd, | Angels, and more than angels, came from heaven; 
His heart Yo pure; that, or ſucceeding ſcenes And, oh! for this, deſcended lower ſtill; 1 
Have palms to give, or ne'er had he been born. Guilt Was hell's gloom; afteniſh'd at his gueſt, 
5 i What an old tale is ibi Lorenzo cries — | | Fer one ſhort mament Lucifer ador' d? | 
| grant this argument is ald; but truth 985 | Lorenzo! and wilt thou do lefs For th, 
No years impair; and had nat this been true, That Ba#orw'd page, fools ſcoff at, was inſpir d, 
Thou never hadſi deſpis'd it for its age, Of all theſe truth thrice venerable code! 0 _ 
Truth is immortal as thy ſoul ; and fable Dei. orm yaur quarantine; and then oj 
0 As fleeting as thy joys; be wiſe, not make Fall proſtrate, ere you touch it, leſt you die. 
| Heaven's higheſt bleſſing, yengeance ; O be wiſe! | Nor leſs intenſely bent iafernal powers * 
b Nor make a curſe of immortality. 991 | To mar, than thoſe of /ight, this end to gain. 
Say, know'ſt thou what it is, or what thog art? O what a ſcene is here !—Lorenzo? wake! 1650 
9 6 Know'ſt thou th“ importance of a ſaul immor- Riſe to the thought; exert, expand thy ſoul 
5 tal? * "BN. To take the vaſt idea: it denies - ; 
h Behold this midnight glory: worlds on worlds! | All / the name of great. "Two E worlds! 
ens Amazing pomp ! redouble this amaze ; 995 | Not Europe againſt Africz warring worlds? 4 
Ten thouſand add add twice ten thouſand more; | Of mere than mortal mounted on the wing! „ 
0 Then weigh the whole; one ſoul outweighs them | .. 1 pins oF "1058 3 
| A "34 Ion ardent wings of energy and zeal, 4. H 
2 And calls th' aſtoniſhing magnificence | High-hoveriog o'er this little brand of rife ! , 
| Of unintelligent creation puor. R | This ſublunary ball—But ſtrife, for what? 19 
15 For this, believe not me; no men, believe; 1000 In their own cauſe conflicting? No; in hing, * 
4Q Truſt not in words, but deeds; and deeds no In men's. His ingle intereſt blows the flame; 1060 " | 
LOG a EK De. '6 His the ſole ſtake; his fate the trumpet ſounds, "= 
Than thoſe of the Supreme; nor His, a few; || Which kindles war immortal. How it burns! | Bd, 
5 | Conſult them aj conſulted, all proclaim Tumultuous ſwarms of deities in arms! 3g * ' 
: Thy fou!'s importance: tremble at thyſelf; * * force oppoſing, till the waves run high, F | 
; 5 
4 
| 
" \.. 
* N o 4 


; 
X 


* 
1 
4 
10 
F 


2 E 

340 YOUNG*S 
And tempeſt nature's univerſal here. 1065 
Such oppoſites eterval, ſtedfaſt;ſtern, - 
such foes implacable, are good, and i/t; 

them. | | | 

ink not this fiction, There wat tor in bea- 
r PLS EY ; 
From heaven's high cryſtal mountain, where it 


* 


ung, | 1070 
Th' Almighty's out-ſtretch'd arm took down his 
REP indignation at the deep - 


thunder d Bel, and dat ted all her fires. 
. ſeerns the ſtake of little moment ſtill? 
And flumbers man, who fingly caus'd the hangs 
| - ; rb 
feeps, —And art thou ſhock d at eric? 
— greateſt, Thou. How dreadful to reflect, 
What azdour, care, and counſel mortals cauſe 
In breaſts divine! how little in their own! 


_ Where-Cer I turn, how new progfs pour ppon 
| - 80 


mee! 
Now happily this wondrous view ſupports 
og fr: Arendt ! How ſirongly Pikes 
Tmmoertal life's fall demonftration, bere ! | 
Why. this exertiod ?. Why this firange regard 
From heaven's Omnipotent indulg'd to _ * 
Betduſe, in man, the gloripus dreadful power, 
Extremely to be pain'd, or bleſt, for ever. 
Dur ation gives importance; ſwells the pricę. 
An angel, if a creature of a day, 5 
What would he be ? A trifle of no weight; 1090 
Or and, or fall; uo matter whieh; he's gone. 
Become Immortal. 8 er * 

his Rrange regard of deities to — 
— heaven looks down on earth. with all her 


Nene, de foul's mighty moment in her fight; rogs 
Hence, every foul has partiſans above, | 
Abd every thonght a critic in the ſkies ; 

Hence, clay, vile day! has angels for its guard, 

And every guard a paſſion for his charge; | 

Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine rr00 


held high counfe] o'er the fate of man. 
| ** have the clouds tioſe 8 counſels hid; 
Angels undtew the curtain ol the throne, 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind ; 
In variaus fribdes of emphaſis and awe, 1105 
cle ſpoke bis will, and trembling aatare heard; 
ft ſpoke it loud, in thunder and in ſtorm. a 
Witneſs, ou Sinai! "whoſe doud-cover'd height, 
And ſbaken baſis, 6wn'd the preſent God, 
Witmeſs, ye billows ! whote returning tide, 2710 
Kreaking the chain that faſten'd it in air, 
vert Arpt, and her tnenaces, to hell: 
-Niineſs, ye fame: th' Afﬀſyriap tyrant blew 
To ſevenfold page, as impotent, a5 ftrong: 
And thow, a witnels, whole cxpanding jaws 
oer re factNegions font : 
5 2 2 . in turn, Ae SIP 
The ſoul's bigh prize, and fworh it to the wiſe ?. 
Has wot fame, ocean, ther, earthquake, firovs © 
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PO EMS. | 

To ſtrike this run through ademantine man? 146 
IT not all adamant, Lorenzo hear; 28 

It is delaſion; nature is wrapt up, 

In tenfold night, from reaſon's keeneſt eye; ' 
There's no confiſtence, meaning, plan, or end,. 
In all beneath the fun; it alf u , 1123 
(As far as man can penetrate) or heaven 
ls an immenſe, ineſtimable prize; | | 
Or all is Nothing, or thak prise is lj... 
And ſhall each tey be till a maten for heaven, 
And full equivalent for groams below ? _ 1135 
Who would not give a triſlé to preurut ä 
What he would give à thoufuntf worlds ta 4p; ? 

Lorenzo! thou haſt ſeen (if thine to ſee) | 
All gature, and her God (by nature's cet, 
And nature's cout [e"tvktrol'd) declare for ue: 11 
The {ties above proclaim, * furl than t* / © 
And, man immortal /”* il below refourids. 

The world's a ſyſtem of theology; * 
Read by the greateſt ſtrangers to the ſhook ; 
If bongft, learn'd ; and Jager o'er a plongh. 1140 


80 | Is not, Lorenzo! then, impesd on thee 


This hard alternative; of, to renounce 
Thy reafen, or thy forſe ; Nel belief 
What then is wnbetief? "Tis an exploit ; 
A ſtrenuous enterprize : to gain it, man 11 
Muſt bneft through every bar of common ſenſe, 
Of common ſhame, maghanimouſly wrong; 
And what rewards the ſturdy combatant? , 
His prize, repriitance ; in funny, his crown, 


4 


* : 


; " » 3 11 0 
Down the ſteep precipite of wrong he flides; Sy 
There 's nothing to ſupport hi ih the 71%. 
Faith in the future wanting is at leaſt 6 
In embryo, every weaknefs, every guilt; 
And bong temptation riptns it to birth. 
if big life's gain invites him to the deed, 
Why not his country ſold, his farher flaiq ? 
is virtue to purſe our good ſupreme; 
And his ſupreme, his o»ly good is Bere. 
Ambition, avarite, by the wiſe diſdain d, 116g 
s perfect a ihm. while mankind-are foot: 
And think a turf] or tomh-ſtone, cers alt; 
Theſe find employment, and provide for c 
A richer paſture, and a larger range; 
And ſenſe by right divine aſeends the throne, 116 
When vi#tue's prize and proſpect are no more ; 
Virtue no mote we think the Will of heaven. 
Would heaven quite . vireas, if belov'd? 
Has virtue charms?” I grant her heavenly 
d SELL | 
But if unportion'd, all will infersft wed; 1170 
Thongh 7527 our admiration, hi our choice, 


4 


tres 


The virtues grow on {wimurtdtity ; 


That root deſtroy d, they Wither and expire. 

A deny believ'd, will heught avail; , 

Retard and puniſoments make. God ador'd; 1175 

And bopes and feurt give wy rs All her power. 
As in the dying parent dies the child, 
we, with inimortality, expires. 

Who tells me he"denies His foul immortal, 

Whate'er his boaſt, has told me, He . a Jnave. 1180 

His duty tis, to love hinifelf alen; 

Nor care though mankind periſh, if he ſmiles. 

Who thinks ere long thi man thall ah Oe; | 


But wherefore, #famwy Fot want of Van, | 


my 
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abeady; nought but brave ſurvives. I Turn up thine eyes; ſurvey this midaight ſcene; | 
: "ang ue thn fo ae cones Here What tes ants es 19 you. bond | 
are 5 5 7 5 
Ot human ſouls, one day, the S | ; 
_ ads of the . eee 2 And what yon boundleſs ords, to godlike mas ' | 
2 ne cauſe will not cen +| Thoſe numerous worlds that throng the fixmament, 
. ee, eee ge And aſt more ſpace in heaven, can roll at large 
worle this transfarmition on the foul, 1190 ln man's . = 
NE be knees ðͤͤ ᷣ!—ß— ĩ © 
a 3 hes ahryr Ao her down, | Can ſuch a ſoul contract itlelf, to gripe _. _ - 
D Ere-while ethereca heig ). ſack whgs = » A point of Ke dimenſion, of no weight ? bt © - = k 
To lick the dyft, and cars! in at 7 To It com 3 dons? the world is ſuch a point : . i Fas 
| nnn 3 pour jhe wan Eb he 7 * of that oy how ſmall a part enſlaves! 1255 = 
A 3 1. nat ling, 3 5 = l 
e ee er a —Frinde, our el how chey by 
5 Dee drop! 2 
Ln wy ab. 6 chains! 1200 Lucia, Narciſſa Hair, Philander, gone! | 
— — — the ſhame } I The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has offd ' On 
2 than ch irrettwnel you ſcorn A triple mouth; and in an awful voice, x26s as 
More ſenſe 12 you rule! Than thoſe you | Loud calls my ſoul, and utters all I ſing. - * = 
9 More * by | How the world falls to pieces round about us, Li - 
bh mot infatnode _ | And leaves us in a ruin of dur joy! x _- 
Far mos ef © ye bo 1205 | What ſays this tranſportation of my friends? | 
Of bene from ufer digit! ifs lt bids be Key 
b roman cr Ak t me — | * 
Ye eurſt by bleſſings infinite! becauſe | 4 * 
. t they leave ſo 
; Moſt highly out d. mot nora loſt! | * 3 3 — ** 
c guftony groan 11 e l 
And are you, W coavinc'd, your Fe 1470 Give thy wind ſea- room; keep it wide of earth, 
. 3 ekhalavion fofe, neu} ths its Ke, 276 That rock of Pale ee cut thy cord; 1270 
, 3 f ou? | Weigh anchor; ſpread thy ſails; call every wind; 
0 _ atom N — n | Eye thy Great Sole-fiar ; make the land of life, 
rw Tears Wu he make of } Two kinds of life has double-natur'd man, © 
Your ſouls tive 3 worn out t 1 two-of death ; the 4% mere ſevere. 
ereatures ; Life animal is nurtur'd by th un ;: 1275 
; my = — — ee nor. r Nekees wa his bounties, triumphs iu a 
1 Amps, wi. All vaur power. Lite rama ſubſiſts on higher ogy 
R. bones roy red y bt nas lat 11 riumphant in His beams, who made the day. 
Neue e eee ſun, and are leſt by this, 
Renounce St. Eorcthont, and head Bt. Pan Che fate of dl who dic. in ubborn, guilt) 1280 
Fre, rapt by mirack, by r:a/on wing'd, 1220 CN ev e. — doubl: 3 . 
. + His mounting-ming made long. ede Wr 2 We fink by no 15 e; {troke of heaven, 
8 fene ol bene, But nature's courſe; as fure as. phanbets fall. * 
= mug Dorer — tho . God, or man, muſt alter, ere they meet, 
rough all the provinces of human thought; * and. dak K 
To dart her Bight through the whole ſphere of | (Since light blend . — J 
1225 5% 
5 8 'Tis maniſeſt, Loreneo ! e moll ba e Mg 
| — this vaſt "miverſe to make vat ok if, then, that double death ſhould prove thy lot, 8 
3 AID g Blame not the bo wels of the Deity ; 45 
rr e's gs Aura Man ſhall be bleſt, as far as man; ermits, © - ; i 3 
1 2 12 _ en N — 1 Not man alone, all rationals, h uren arm 1290 N 
T 0 — 2 and intire,; | with an illuſtrious, but tremendous; power "oF 
8 I th in the {few 3 full orb; 3 truths To counter-act its 3 moſt Aer cuds ; i 
: , of ſtrict ty, not choice; 5 „ 
aan ß ENS. 55 
{i incumbent weight-of abſolute, complete 2235 _ 2 — N 3 7 1 
5 Sy al 2 . of being bleſt, or wretched, as we pleaſe ; LAN 
i COS , the whole Elſe idle reafen would: havemought to do; 7 ** 
2 _ —— And he that would be barr'd capacity ; 5 
Vonveys the e, j K 15 1 
courts in of 13 10 
II Eten I 
This, thir, is thinking free, © ——ͤ— that wee | 7 ctw ardently, but nat n; ö 9 


ond a 6 beyond nu hour Heaven n almighty man deorecs / 
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We ardently we wiſh, we on believe: 


by man, if finally he falls; 130g 
And fall he , who learns from death alone, 
The dftadful ſecret That he lives for Ever. 


Why abi, to Thee? Thee yet, perhaps, Une 


doubt 
Of ſecond life ? But wherefore doubtful ſtill? 
Eternal life is nature's ardent wiſh-: 1310 


— 


Thy taray faith declares that wiſh deſtroy'd : 
What has deſtroy d it —8hall tell thee what ? 
When ſeor d the future, tis no longer with'd ; 
* when unwiſh'd, we Arise to diſbelieve. 


1315 
a Thes infudelity owe guilt Strays! 8 | 

Nor that the fol: detection { ' Bluſh, 3 * 
Bluſh for hypocrify, if not for guilt, 

The future fear'd?—An id, and fear? 


Fear what ? 4 4 A fable ?—How thy 


dread, 

Unwitlvg wilars, and ee Hite," 
Aﬀords my cauſe an undeſign'd l 
How di/bclisf affirms what it denics.! 
« 7 unawares, afjerts immortal oo N= 
Surpriſing ! infidelity turns out 
A creed, and a confe bs Jar for? 
Apoſtates, thus, ate orthodox divines, 

Lorenzo! with Lorenzo claſh no more ; 


1320 


1325 


Nor longer a tranſparcat vizor wear, 


Think'ſt thou, Religion only has her maſk ? 1330 
Our infidels are Satan's hypocrites, 

Pretend the ine" and, at the bottom, fail. 8 
When Kay by Ane N will in- 
Like him they ſerve they tremble, and bilieve. 
Is their hypocriſy foul as this; 1335 
So fatal to the welfare of the world ? ö 
What deteflation, what contempt; their di e! 

And, if unpaid, be thank d for their eicape 

That Chriſtian candour they „ri hard to ſcorn: 

| Tf not for that aſylum, they might find 
A hell on earth ;/ nor ſcape a worſe bee] 0 

With infolence, and impotence of thought, 

Inſtead of racking fancy, to refute, 

Reform thy manners, and the truth 

But ſhall I dare confeſs the dire reſult 1345 


© Can thy proud reaſon brook ſo block a brand ? 


From purer manners, to ſublimer faith, Fs | 
1s nature's unavoidable aſcent; „ | 
An bong deiſt, where the goſpel ſhines, 
Matur d to nobler, in the Chr iftian ents, 1350 
When that bleſt change arrives, een caſt aſide 
This ſong ſuperfluous ; 4% immortal ſtrikes 
Conviction, in a flood of light divine, © 
A Chriſtian dwells,- like Uriel, in the ſun; + 
| Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight: 1355 
And ardent bopr anticipates” the ikies, 


Of tba bright ſun, Lorenzo] Tcale the ſphere; { 


Tis eaſy! it invites thee; it deſcends 
From Ne to re and waft thee wbence i it 


came: | 
Read and revere the ſacred, n a page 1360 
Mere triumphs smmortality ; a page * 
Which not the whole. creation could n 
Which not the 205 mall deſtroy, 0 


®” Men, | 


| Tis prggd. i — 


*. T3490] 


In nature's ruins not one letter loſt. . — 
In proud diſdain of what ev'n gods adere, 
Doſt ſmile Poor "wretch'! thy „ N angel 
weeps. 
Angels, and men, aſſent to what, l ling; 
'Wits ſmile,” and thank me for my midnight 


- 


dream. 
How vicious hearts rata to the brain! 


13 
Parts puſh us on de und eite 46 ſhame; F 
| Pert infidelity is wit's cockade, - 


1% grace the brazen brow that brave be die 


By 4% of bring, dreadfully ſeoure. 
Lorenzo! if thy doctrine wins the day, 1375 
And drives my dreams, -defeated, from che _o 


"pt This is Al, if earth a final ſcene, - 


Take heed ; fand faſt; ſure to be a knave, 

A knave in grain ne 'er doviate-to the rights _ 
Shodld'ſt thou be geob—how infinite thy loſs! 1380 
Guilt omly makes danibilation gain. 


elt scheme] which Ke. deprives of comfort, 


death | 
Of Lope; and which vice only recommends. - 
if fo, here, infidels! your bait thrown ou, ; 
To catch weak converts ? where your loſty 8 
| $ 


| Of l for virtue, and of yove to man? 


Annihilation 1 1 confeſs, in the/e. 7 ax 


What can reclaim you? Dare I hope profound | 


Philoſophers the converts of a ſong ? 
Yet know, iti titles flatters yen, not me; 1390 
Yours be the praiſe to make my title good; 


Mine, to bleſs heaven, and triumph in your praiſe, | 
| But ſince ſo peſtilential your Liſcats, 8 


Though ſovereign is the medicine I preſcribe, 


As yet, 1'H neither triumph, nor deſpair : 1395 
But hope, ere long, my midnight dream will wake 

Your hearts, and teach your wiſdew—to be wiſe ; 
For why ſhould ſouls immortal, made for bliſs, 


E'er wiſh, (and wiſh in vain |) that ſouls could 5 


die? 


What nel er cen die, oh! gram'es et and crown | 

1400 
(The wiſh, 1 6 50 and labour of the ſkies; 
| Increaſe, 


and enter on the joys of heaven: 

Thus ſhall my title paſs a ſacred ſeal, 

Receive an imprimatur from, Above, | 

While angels ſhout—An Jnfidel Nals! 1405 
To eloſe, Lorenzo! ſpite of all my pains, 


Still ſeems it ſtrange, chat thou ſhould'ſt live oe 


every 
Is it 4% ſtrange, that thou ſhould'ſt live b a? 


| This is a miracle; and That no more. 


Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. 1470 


Deny thou art Then, doubt if thou h be. 


A miracle with miracles inclos d, 


[s man: and Rarts his faith at what is Srange? 


What leſs than wonders, from the wonder ful ;,_ 


What leſs than miracles, from, God, can flow ? 145 | 


Adinit a God*—that myſtery ſupreme 


That cauſe uncaus'd |. all other wonders ceaſe z ; 


Nothing. is marvellous for Him to do: | 
Deny Him—all is myſtery beſides ; 
Millions of myſteries! Rach darker far, abs 


| Than bat thy wiſdom would, ynwiſely, nun 


* The Infidel Peclained, 
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"7 it pal e eee ? n e r et N 
| We nothin , but is marvellous; | 4 | Se = 
a Yet what — we can't believe. , Weg | - 2 NIGHT THE. EIGHTH- r . - 
1 $0 weak our reaſon, and ſo great our God, 143333 8 „ 
_ What moſt ſurprizes in the /acred page, W ._ VIRTVE's APOLOGY ;- 1 E 
| Dr full as ſtrange, or ſtranger, -w/ be true. 4. : n . 
mo Faith is not reafon's labour, but repoſe. | | OR, | - 
5 To faith, and virtue, why ſo backward, man ? 182 | 8 = 
0 From hence: — The preſent ſtrongly ſtrikes us all;} THE MAN. OF THE WORLD ANSWERED. 3 5 
I FP nn 7 14304 | 1 ü of 
The futare, faintly ; can we, then, be nen? IN WHICH ARE CONSIDERED, + . 
. If men, Lorenzo ! the reverſe is right. | HERE EY 1 LE n 
Nraſos is man's peculiar + Senſe, the brute s. | The Love of this Life ; the Ambition and Plea- 
3 The preſent is the ſcanty realm of ſenſe; | * fure, with the Wit and Wiſdom of the World. 
|; The fiture, reaſon's empire uncontin'd ; 14351 ks . | 
7 On that expending all her godlike power, 3 —— 88 
K She plaus, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there; + „ N 
2 There, builds her lieh? There, expects her ND has all nature, then, eſpous'd my part? 
0 pie: „e Have I brib d heaven and earth to plead againſt 
And nothing aſks of fortune, or of men, +8 thee? _. M a 8 5 
"A And what is reaſon? Be ſhe, thus, defin d; 1440 | And is thy ſoul immortal ?— What remains? 
| Reaſon is upright ſtature'in tlie ſoul, *' All, All, Lorenzo !-—Make immortal, bleſt. - 
Oh! be a man; and ſtrive to be a gl. Unbleſt immortals !—What can ſhock us more? 5 5 
EY For what? (thou ſay'ſt) To damp the joys of And yet Lorenzo till affect the world; ; | 
ft life ?”* l ; There, ſtows his treaſure ; thence, his title draws, 
5 No; to give heart and ſubflance to thy joys. Man of the world (for ſuch wouldſt thou be.call'd) = 
by That tyrant, bope ; mark how the domincers; 1445 | And art thou proud of that inglorious ſtyle ?. * _— 
oa She bids us quit realities, for dreams; ; Proud of reproach ? for a reproach it was, 10 
We Safety and peace for hazard, and alarm; In antient days; and CunisrIAN in an age, 
That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the ſoul, When men were men, and not aſham'd of heaven 
70 She bids ambition quit its taken prize. I Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. | 
ING Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it fits, 450 Sprinklod with dews from the Caſtalian font, 
* Though bearing crowns, to ſpring at diient game; | Fain would I re-baptize thee, and confer 13 
And plunge in toils and dangers—for repoſe. A purer ſpirit, and a nobler name. | 
If bope precarious, and of things, when gain'd, Thy fond attachments fatal, and inflam'd, 
It Of little nioment, and as little ſtay, Point but my path, and dictate to my ſong ; . 
6 Can ſweeten toils, and dangers into joys; 1455 | To Thee, the world bord fair { How Rrongly ſtrikes 
: What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat, | Ambition / and gay pleaſure ſkronger fill! 20 
Our leave uuaſk'd ? Rich hope of boundleſs bliſs! *| Thy triple bane I the triple bolt that lays _ 
Id Bliſs, paſt man's power to paint it; time's to cloſe! | Thy virtue dead! Be the/e my triple theme; 
*. This hope is earth's moſt eſtimable prize: Nor ſhall thy 2yit, of wiſdom, be forgot. | 
4 Thi: is man's portion, while no more than man : | Common the theme; not ſo the ſong z if ſhe - 
___ 1460 | My ſong invokes, Urania, deigns to imile. 25 
; Hope, of all paſſions, moſt befriends us bere ; The charm that chains us to the world, her foe, 
Paſſioos of prouder name befriend us leſs. If ſhe diſſolves, the man earth, at once, 
Foy has her tears; and tranſportthas her death ; Starts from his trance, and ſighs for other ſcenes; 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, though ſtrong, Scenes, where theſe ſparks- of night, theſe fans, 
os Man's heart, at once, inſpirits, and /erenes; 1465 _ | - ſhall ſhine 
Sn Nor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys; Unnumber'd ſuns (for all things, as they are, 39 | 
or 'Tis all our preſent late can ſafely bear, | The bleſt behold ;) and, in one glory, pour 
N * Health to the frame! and vigour to the mind Their blended blaze on man's aſtoniſh d ſight * 
$44.27 A joy attemper'd ! a cbaftiz'd delight | + A blaze the leaſt illuſtrious object there. 5 
Vie Like the fair ſummer evening, mild, and ſweet! | Lorenzo! fince eternal is at hand. * 
[0 'Tis man's full cup; his paradiſe below! 1471 | To ſwallow tize's ambitions; as the vaſt 35 "ih 
A bleſt hereafter, then, or hop'd, or gain d., ' | Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride AL OY 1 1 
Is All; our zubele of happineſs: full proof, High on the foaming billow ; what avail 1 5 
| I choſe no trivial or inglarious theme. [1475 | High titles, high deſcent, attainments high, 1 
* And know, ye foes to ſong! (well-meaning men, If unattain'd our higbeft?- Q Lorenzo! 15 15 
5 Though quite forgotten * half your Bible's praiſe!) | What lofty thoughts, theſe elements aboye, 40 * 
* Tapertant truths, in ſpite of verſe, may pleaſe: - What towering hopes, what ſallies fro m the ſun, ws 
_ Grave minds you praiſe; nor can you praiſe too | What grand ſurveys of deſtiny divine, 1 
much: | | And pompous preſage of unfathom'd fate, "of 
If there is weight in an Eternity, Should roll in boſoms, where a ſpirit burns, 4 . 
20 Let the grave liſten ;—and be graver ſtill, 1480 Bound ſor eternity! In boſoras read*, 45 1 
| be portical parts it. By Him, who ſoibles in archangel ſecs! - MM 
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With Qrokes adtermate buffet to and fro 
Mao's reſtleſs beart, their ſpars, their fying 


| ; 
Tin, with the giddy cirde ſick, and tir'd, 
It pants for peace, and drops into deſpair. 
Such is the world Lorenzo Tet above 60 
Thee gfe glorious promiſe angels were eſteem'd | 
mean to bring; a pro eir Ador'd 

Deſeended to communicate, and preſs, | 
By counſel, miracle, life, death, on man. 
Such is the world Lorenzo's wiſdom wooes, 6 
And on its thorny 
A pillow, which, like opiates proper” d, 
Iatoxicates, but not compoſes; fills . 
The viſionary mind with gay —ͤ— a 
All the wild traſh of fleep, without the reſt; 70 
What unfeign's travel, and what dreams of joy ! 
How trail, men, things! how momentary, both! 
Fantaſtie chace of ſhadows hunting ſhades! 
Ihe gay, the buſy, equal, though unlike ; f 
Equal in wiſdom, differently wiſe! 

Through 1 . meadows, and through 4. 

waſtes 

One yſtling, and one dancing, into death. 
There's not a day, but, to the man of thought, 
Betrays ſome ſecret, that throws-new reproach | 
On hfe, and makes him fick of ſeeing more. 80 
The ſcenes of buſineſs tell u. What are men;“ 


The ſcenes of pleaſure—* What is all belide;” - 
There, others we defpiſe; and Here, oudlelves. 
Amid dig eternal, dwells delight? 5 

*Tis #pprobaticn ſtrikes the ſtring of joy. 85 


What wondrous pripe has kindled this career, 
- Stutis with the din, and choaks us with the duſt, 
On life's gay ſtage, one ineh above the grave? 
The proud tun up and down in queſt of cycs; 
"The ett in — of ſomething worſe; 
The grave, of gold; the politic, of power, 
And all, of other butterflies, as vain! 
As eddies draw things frivolous and light, 
How is man's heart by vanity drawn iu; 


90 


On the ſwiſt circle of returning toys, 95 
Whbirk'd, ſtraw-like, round and round, and then iu- 
gulph'd; 


| Where gay deluſion darkens to Aupair! 
« This is u beaten trock.” Ils this a track 
+ hould not be beaten ? never beat enough, 
ill enough learn d the truths it would inſpire. 100 
Shall Truth be ſilent, becauſe Folly frown: ? 


Furn the world's hiſtory; what find we there, 1 


But fortune 's ports, or noture's cruel claims, 


Or woman's artifice, or man's revenge 


And endleſs inhumanities on man x05 
* ſeldom en, _ like the 


fecks repoſe; | 


5 


ö 


Man's miſadventures round 


Of amiable; 


| 


YOUNG'S: POEMS; 


Ir brings bad tidings: how i hourly blows 
-” omg 


Man iSthe tale of narrative old time ; 


Sad tale; which hen 26 Paradiſe begins; | 


As if, the tall of travel to delude, 

From ſtage to ſtage, in his eternal round, 

er days, his daughters, as they ſpin our hours 

s wheel, where accident un | 


Each, in her turn, ſome tragic ſtory tells, 

Wich, now and- then, a wretched farce detween, 

And fills his chronicle with human Wos. 
Time's daughters, true as .thoſe of men, de 

ceive us 

Not one, but puts ſome cheat on all mankind : 1a 

While in their /ather's baſom, not yet our, 

They flatter our fond hopes; and promiſe much 

but hold h not o'erwile, 

Who _ to truſt them; and laugh round the 


At. Rill.condding, fil-ornfannded, man, 
Confiding, though confounded ; hoping on, 
Untaught by trial, unconvinc'd by proef, 
And ever-looking for the never - ſeen. 


145 


| Life to the laſt, like harden'd ſelons, lyes ; 


Nor owns ittell a cheat, till it expires. 
Its little joy goes aut by One and Oue, 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfect night; 
Night darker, than what, au, involves the pole. 
0 Thou, who doſt permit thele ills 4pfall, - 
For gracious ends, and would"ſt that man ſhould 
mourn ! 


| © Thou, whole hands&his.gopdly fabric fram' 8 


136 


| Who, know'ft it beſt, and would i&chat n man ſhould 


know ! 
What is this ſublonary world ? A vapour; 
A vapour all it holds; itſelf, a vapour; 
From the damp bed of chaos, by Thy beam 
Exhal'd, ordain'd to ſwim its deſtin'd hour 


in. ambient air, then melt, and diſappcar. 


Earib's days are number d, nor remote her doom; 
As mortal, though leſs tranſient, than her ſons; 
Vet they doat on her, as the world and they 145 
Were both eternal, ſolid ; Ihou, a dream. 

They doat-! on what 3 ? Tmmortal wiews apart, 
A region of outfides! a land of ſhadows! 
A fxuittul field of fiowery promiſes ! 
A wilderneſs of joy } perplex'd with dofibts, 130 
And ſharp with thorns ! a troubled: ocean, {pread 
With bold adventurers, their ad on board! 
No ſecond hope, if here their fortune frowns; 
Frown foon it myſt. Of various rates they fail. 
Of. enſfigns various; All alike in This, 1 
All reſtleſs, avzious; taſt with hopes, and fears, 


In calmett ikies; obnoxious All to ftorm; 


And ſtormy the. moſt general blaſt of life; 
All bound for happineſs; yet few provide | 
The chart of 4nowledge, pointing where it hn 


Or virtue's helm, to ſhape the courſe deſign d: 
All, more or leſs, capricious fate lament, 
Now lifted by the tide, and now reſorb d, 
And farther from their wiſhes than before: 

| All, more or leſs, againſt each other daſh, 


To mutual hurt, byguſts of paſſion driven, 


Obe 2 moment, ſpeps-life's ſtrongeſt thread, 113 | 


\ 
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And * more from folly, than from fate, 
Ocean l Thou dreadful aud tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man ! 
Peath's capital, where moſt he domiuecrs, 
With all his choſen zerrers frowning round, 
(Though lately feaſted bigh at “ Albion's cot) 
Wide-opening, and loud-roaring till for more 
Too faithful mirror how doſt thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human life! 175 
The ſtrong refemblace tempts me farther ſtill: 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper ſtruck 
By meral truth, in ſuch a mirror ſeen, 
Which nature helds for ever at her eye, 
Self-tlatter'd, unexpericnc d, high in hope, 180 
When young, with ſanguine chear,. and ſtrea mers 
2 


170 


a gay, | 0 4 
We cut ovr cable, launch into the world, 


And ſoadly dream each wind and ſtar our 
friend 3 . 

All, in ſome darling enterprize embark'd ; 

Rat where is he can fathom its extent? 

Amid a multitude of artleſs hands, 

Hum ſure perquiſite | ber Jawful prize 3 

Some ſteer aright ʒ but the black blaſt blows hard, 

And puffs them wide of hope: with hearts of 


, 
Full . wind and tide, ſeme win their way; 
And when ſtrong effort has deſerv'd the port, 190 
And tugg'l it iato view, is won ! ?tis loft ! 
Though ſtrong their dur, ſtill ttropger, is their 


fate; 
They ſtrike : and while they triumph, they ex- 
” Ire, 
In areſs of weather, n ſome fuk outright; 195 
Cer them, and Oer their names, the billows 
cloſe ; 
Tomorrow knows not they were ever born, 
Others a ſhort memorial leave behind, 
Like a fag floating, be- the bark 's ingulph'd ; 
It floats 4 moment, | and is ſeen no more: 20d 
One Czfar lives; a thouſand are forgot. 
How few, beneath aſpicious planets born, 
(Darlings of Provide: ce ! fond fate's elett I) 
With ſwelling ſails make good the promis'd port, 


With all their wiſhes freighted! yet een Theſe, 


Freighted with all their wiſhes, ſoon complain; 
Free from misfortune, not from nature free, 

They {tl are men ; and when is man ſecure ? 

As fatal time, as /orm / the ruſh of years 

Beats down their ſtrength; their numberleſs 

eſcapes 210 

In ruin end : and, now, their proud ſucceſs 
But plants new 4errors in the vidor's brow + 
What pain to quit the world, juſt made their own. 
Their neſt ſo deeply drown'd, and built ſo high! 
Too low they build, who build beneath the ſt rs. 
. Woe then apart (if woe apart cau he 216 
From mortal man), and fortune at our nod, 

The gay! rich ! great! triumphant! and auguſt ! 
Whit arc they? The e happy (itrange to lay) 
Convince me moſt of humau miſery; , 220 
What are they? Smiling wreiches of !0<merrow / 
More wretched den, then eber their ſlave cur be 3 


Admiral Ruſclen, Oc, 
You, YL, - ©: / 
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Tbeir treacherous bleſſings, at the day of need, 
Like other faithleſs friends, unmaſk, and ſting: 
Then, what provoking indigence in wealth! 225 
What aggravated impotence in power! + 
High titles, then, W t infolt al their pain 
If that ſole anchor, equal to the waves, 1 
Immortal hee dees not the rude ſtorm, > 
Ta'es comfort from their foaming billows* rage, 
And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 231 

Is This a eren of what thy ſoul admires ? 

But here*(thou ſay'ſt) the miſeries of lie 
« Are huddled in a «roup. A more diſtint 
« Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news.“ 
Look on life's ſtages : they ſpeak plainer ſtill; _ 
The plainer they, the deeper wilt thou bgh. 
Look on thy lovely boy; in him behold 
The beſt that can befal the beſt on earth; 
The boy has virtue by his morher*s fide; - 
Yes, on Florello look: a fether's heart 
Is tender, thou the man's is made of ſtone ; 
The truth, through ſuch a medium ſeen, maß 
mpreſſion and fondneſs thy friend, 
1 Florello lately caſt on this rude enaſt 245 
A helpleſs infant; now a heedleſs child; 
To poor Clariſſa's throes, thy care ſucceeds 3 
Care full of love, and yet ſevere as hate! 
O'er thy ſoul's joy how oft thy fondneſs" frowns | 
Needful auſteritics his will reſtrain ; - 250 
As thorns fence-in the tender plant from harm. 
As yet, his reien cannot go alone: 
But afks a ſterner nurſe to lead it on. 
His little heart is often terrify'd ; A 1 3: oe 
The bluſh of morning, in his cheek, turns pale; 
Its pearly dew-drop trembles ia his ee; 
His harmleſs eye ! and drowns an wage there. 
Ah! what avails his innocence ? The talk . 
Injoin'd muſt diſcipline bis early powers; 
He learns to figh, ere he is known to ſin; 266 
Guiltleſs,, and ſad! a wretch before the fall l 
How cruel this l more cruel to forbear. 4 
Our nature ſuch, with neceſſary pains, | 
We purchaſe proſpeQs of proce pe 3 
Though not a Culer, This might fteal a Hh. 263 
Suppoſe him diſciplinꝰd aright (if nut, 

Twill fink our poor account to pow Nils I'D 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty, © 


The world is taken, after ten years toil, 270 
Like ancient Troy ; and all its joys his own, 
Alas! the world's à tutor more ſevere; FA 
Its leſſons hard, and ill deſerve. his pains ; : 
| Unteaching All his virtuous nature taught, 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates Y, iofpird. 255 
For who receives him into re ic life? _ 
Men of the world, the terre-blial breed, __ 
Welcome the modeft ftranger to their ſphere, 
(Which glitter'd Jong, at diſtance, in his fight) 
And, in their hoſpitable arms, incloſe: 280 
Men, who think nought ſo ſtrong of the ro- 
mance, | "320 
So rank knigbt-errant, as a real friend: 


Men, that act up to reaſons golden rule, W 
All weakneſs of aſſectios quite ſubdued sf © 
Men, that would bluſh at being kowght fihcere, 
| - Þ GORE ; 3 | 
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And feign, for glory, the few'faults they want; Studious their neſis to ſesther in a trice, 343 

That Jove a lye, where truth would pay as | With all the zecromantres of their art; | 
well; fy Playing the game of faces on each other, 

As if, to Them, vice, ſhone her own reward, Making court ſweet-meats of their late nt gall, 
Lorenzo! cauft thou bear a ſhocking fight? In fooliſh hope, to ſteal each-other*s truſt; 

. Suck, for Florello's ſake, *twill now appear: 290 | Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv'd : 350 
See, the ſteeVd. files of ſeaſon'd veterans, And, ſometimes, both (let earth. rejoice) un- 
Train'd to tbe word, in burniſh'd falſchood | done gs e 

i . Their parts we doubt not; but be That their 


. brig : 
Deep in the fatal ftratagems of peace; „ | 
All foft ſenſation, in the throng, rubb'd off; | Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind, 
All tbeir keen purpoſe, in politeneſs, ſheath'd; | Stoop to mean wiles, that would diſgrace a fool: 


His friends eternal—duriog intereſt; . And loſe the thanks of thoſe few friends they 
His foes implacable—when worth their while; ſerve? _ 355 
At war wittteyery welfare, but their own; | For who'can thank the man, he cannot ſee ? 
As wiſe as Lucifer; and half as good; Why ſo much cover? It defeats itſelf, _ | 
And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain— 300 | Ye, that know all things! know yr not, mens 
Naked, through Theſe (fo common fate ordains), | * hearts , +» 
Naked of heart, bis cruel courſe he runs, Are therefore known, becauſe they are conceal'd? 
Stung out of All, moſt awiable in life, For why conceaPd ?—The cauſe they need not 
Prompt truth, and open thought, and ſmiles un- te] | 360 
- feign'ds :-. - f | give him joy, that 's aukwarcꝭ at a lie; 
eftion, as bis ſpecies, wide difſus'd; 3053 Whoſe feeble nature truth keeps ſtill in a we; 
Noble preſumptiens to mankind's renown ; | His incapacity is lis renown, E- 
Ingenuous truſt, and confidence of love. Iris great, tis manly, to diſdain diſguiſe; 


Theſe claims to joy (if mortals joy might | Tt ſhews our ſpirit, or it proves our ſtrength. 365 
PPP Thou fay*ſt, Tis needful: is it therefore right? 
Will coft him many a ſigh; till time, and pains? | Howe'er, I grant it ſome ſmall fign of grace, 
A rom the flow miſtreſs of this ſchool, Zxperierce, | To ſtrain at an excbſe: and wouldſt thou then 
And ber aſfiſtant, pauſing, pale, Di rat, 311 | Eſcape that eruel ed? Thou may 'ſt, with eaſe; 


Purchaſe a dear-bought clue to lead his youth Thiak no poſt 7810 that demands a knave. 37 
Through ſerpentine obliquities of life, _ | When late our civil belm was ſifting hands, 
And the dark labyrinth of humau- hearts. 80 Pulteney thought: think better if you can. 


And happy! if the clue ſhall come fo cheap; -31 5 But this, how rare ! the public path of lite - 
For, while we learn to fence with public guilt, | Is dirty: —yet, allow that dirt is due, ; 
| It makes the noble mind more noble ſtill: $55 


Full oft we feel its foul contagion too, - 


If leſs than heavenly virtue is our guard, | The world 's no neuter; it will wound, or fave 3 
hus, a ſtrange kind of curf necefity - * Or virtue quench, or indignation fire. 
Brings down the ſterling temper of his, ſoul, 320 | Few ſay, The world, well-known, will make a man: 
By baſe alloy, to hear the current ſtamp, | The world, well-known, will give our hearts to 
Below call'd wiſdom ; ſinks him into ſafety; Or make us dæment, long before we die. [heaven, 
And brands him into credit with the wor/d, . To ſhew how fair the world, /4ymittreſs, ſhines, 
Where ſpecious titles digaify diſgrace, Take either part, ſure ills attend the choice; 
And mature's injuries are arts of life; 325 Sure, though not equal, detriment enſues. _.. 
ö Where, brighter reaſon prompts to bolder crimes; | Not vjrtze*s-ſelf is deify*d on eartn. 
1 And heavehly talents make infernal hearts; Virtue has her relapſes, conflicts, foes 385 
That unſurmountable extreme of guilt ! © | Foes, that ne er fail to make her feel their hate. 


Poor Machiavel ! who labour 'd hard his plan, | Virtue has her peculiat ſet of pains. = 
Forgot, that genius need not go to ſchoo! 3* 4330 | True friends to virtue, /a, and /eaft, complain 3 
Forgot, that man, without a tutor wiſe, I But if rey Gigh, can ers hope to ſmile ? 

His plan had practis“d, long before t was | If idem has her miſeries to mourn, - 390 
ww. ; How can poor ly lead a happy life? 
The world 7s all Te- page; there 's no conterts; | And if both ſuffer, what has earth to boaſt, 

The world 's all face; the man who ſhews his] Where be mf happy, who the /ca/ laments ! , 

heart, © F f 5 Where much, much patience, the moſt envy'd fiate, 

Is whooted for his nudities, and ſcorn'd. 335 | And ſome forgiveneſs, neede the beſt of friends? 

A man Iknew, who liv*d upon a ſmile ; For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher, 
And well it. fed him; he look'd plump and | Of neither ſhall he find the ſhadow ere. 

> rs. 5 4 T The world's ſworn advocate, without a fee 
While rankeſt yenom foam'd through every vein. | Lorenzo ſmartly, with a ſmile replies; | 
Lorenzo! what I tell thee, take not il! « Thus far thy ſong is rightz and All moſt own 
Living, he fawn'd on every foel alive; 340% Virtue has her peculiar ſet of paint 

And, dying, curs'd the friend on whom he liv'd, | «© And joys peculiar who to vie denies ? 

To ſueh proßcients thou art half a ſaint. « If vice it is, with nature to comply : _ _ 

I foreign realms (for thou haſt travePd far) . If pride, and ſen e, are ſo predominant, 
How curious to eontewplate two ſlate-rooks, | « Te cherk, not overcome, them, makes a faint, 405 
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Will make thee ſtart, as H at his Meer. 
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%, Cap . in a plainer voice 1 
« Pleaſure, and glory, the chief good of man ? 
Can pride, and ſenſuality, rejoice ? 
From purity of thought, all þ/eeſure ſprings ; 
And, from an humble ſpirit, all our peace, 
Ambition, pleaſure ! let us talk of Theſe : 
Of Theſe, the Porch, and Academy, talk*d ; 
Of Theſe, each following age had much to ſay: 
Vet, unexbauſted, ſtill, the needful theme. 
Who talks of theſe, to mankind all at once 415 
He talks; for were the faint from either free? 
Are theſe thy refuge? No: theſe ruſh upon thee; | 
Thy vitals ſeize, and e«/ture-like, devour : © 
I try, if Lean pluck thee from thy rock, 
Prometheus l from this barren ball of earth; 420 
If reaſon can unchaia thee, thou art free. 
And, feſt, thy Wn, $a ambition, calls ; 
Mountain of tay ments eminence of woes! 
Of courted woes ! and courted through miſtake ! K 
Lis not ambition charms thee 3 *tis a cheat 425 


410 


Doſt graſp at greatneſs? Firſt, know what it is ; 

Tuinkꝰ'ſt thou thy greatneſs in diſ int len lies? 

Nat in the feather, wave it eber fo high, 

By fortune tuck, to mark us from the throng, 
ls glory lodg'd : *tis lodg'd in the reverſe; 431 
In what which joins, in that which equals, All, 
The monarch and his ſlave j— 
« Unbounded proſpect, and [immortal kin, 

« A Father God, and brothers ia the ſkies ;” 435 
Elder, indeed, in time; but leſs remote 

In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man; 

Why greater what can fall, than what can riſe ? 

If ſtill delirious, now, Lorenzo | got 

And with thy full blown brothers of the «or , 
Throw ſcorn around thee ; caſt it on thy ſlaves; 
Thy ſlaves, and equals : how ſcorn caſt on Them 
Rebounds on Thee ! if man is mean, as man, 

Art thou a god? If fortune makes him ſo, 

Beware the conſequence: a maxim That, 445 

Which draws a monſtrous picture of mankind, 

Where, in the drapery, the nan is loſt ; 
Externals fluttering,-and the ſoul forgot. 

Thy greateſt glory, when diſposꝰd to boaſt, 

Boaft that aloud, in which thy ſervants ſtare, 450 

We wiſely ftrip the ſeed we mean to buy: 

Judge we, in their capariſons, of men? 

It nought avails thee, ere, but what, thou art; 

All the diſtinctions of this little life 

Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man, 4•5 

When, through death's ſtreights, car ths ſubtle 

ſerpents creeps 

Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown. | 

As crooked Satan the forbidden tree, 

They leave their party-colour'd robe behind, 

All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 

Their brazen creſts, and hiſs at us below. 

Of fortune's fucus ſtrip them, yet alive: 

Srip them of body, too nay, cloſer ſtill, 

Away with all, but moral, i in their minds; 

And let, hat then remains, impoſe their names 

Pronounce them we or Worthy ; Sede or 

Mean, 


How mean that ſnuff of wy fortune Nights 


4lo 


« A "deathlefs ſoul, 
N Fain would he make the world his 7 3 


| 


2347 


40 death . out ! Doſt thou demand a teſt, 

A teſt, at once, infallible, and ſhort, 

Of real Greatneſs? That man Greatly lives, 430 

Whateer his fate, or fame, who Greatly dies; 

High-fluſh'd with bope, where heroes ſhall 
deſpair. 2 

If kts a true criterion, many courts, 

Illuſtrious, might afford but few grandees. 

Th? Almighty, from his throne, on earth 

- ſurveys 

Nought Greater, than an honeſt, Humble Heart; 

An Humble Heart, Hi: refidence ! pronounc'd = 

Hi: ſecond ſet ; and rival to the ſł ies. 

The private path, the ſecret acts of men, 


If noble, far the nobleſt of our lives ! 0 
How ſay above Lorenzo's glory fits TRA 
T' illuſtrious maſter of a name unknown ; - 


| Whaſe worth unriv Id, and unwitneſs'd, loves 


Life's ſacred ſhades, where gods converſe oo. ” 
menz 

And ac e, beyond the worn conceptions, 
ſmiles 

As thou (now dark), before we part, ſhalt ſee. 

But thy Great Soul this Au glory ſcorns, 
Lorenzo's fick, but when Lorenzo 's ſeen; 
And, when he ſhrugs, at public buſineſs, Iyes. 
Deny'd the public eye, the public voice, 490 
As if be liv'd on others“ breath, he dies, 


Mankind the gazers, the ſole figure, He 


Knows be, that mankind praiſe againſt their 


will, 


And mix as much detraQion as they can? 495 


| Knows he, that faitfileſs fame her whiſper | 


'As well as trumpet? That His vanity 

Is ſo much tickled from not hearing 4//? - 

Kaows this all-knower, that from itch of praiſe, 

Or, from an itch more ſordid, when he ſhines 

Tas ing his country by five hundred ears, 

Senates at once admire him, and deſpiſe, 

With modeſt laughter lining loud applauſe, 

Which makes the . more mortal to his 
fame? 

His fame, which (u e the mighty Colar), 


crow a*d 


501 


} With hurels, jo full ſenate, greatly falls, 
1 


Ry ſeeming friends, that hoaour, and deſtroy. 
We rife ju glory, as we ſink in pride: 
Whefte boaſting ends, there dignity begins: 
And yet, miſtaken beyond all miſtake, 
The blind Lorenzo *s prond—of being proud; 
And dreams himſelf aſeending in his fall, 

An eminence, though fauey d, turus the 


510 


brain: 
all vice wants Jellelore ; but of all vice, 
Pride Joude calls, and for the largeſt bowl ; 
Lame unlike all other vice, it flies, 
, the point, in fancy moſt purſued, _, 
E court applauſe, oblige the world in ,; 
They gratify man's paſſion to refuſe: 
Superior honour, when afſimd, is 45 ; 
Even good men turn bandittt, and rejoiee, 
Like Kouli-Kan, in plunder of the proud. 
Though ſomewhat diſconcerted, ſteady ftill 
| To the <vor/d's cauſe, with half a face of joy, 
Yy 2 | 
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To which no fing/e ſacrifice may fall; 


3 


1 


For her contend the rival gods above; 
Pleaſures the miſtreſs of t 


': 


But when our reoſor licenſes delight 


And find, or hope, a luxury in tears; 


Patron of pleaſure! doater on delight ! 


* 


- 
> 


4 Gay pleaſure! proud ambition is her flaye ; 
c For 5 ars at great, and hazards il'; 
*« For Her, he fights, aud bleeds, or overcomes ; 
.& And ous his way, with crowns, to reach Her 
mile: | 30 
« Who can refiſt her charms ?”%.—Or, foul? 
Lorenzo ; 
What mortal fall refiſt, where angels yield? 
Pleaſure: the miſtreſs of ethercal powers; 


world below; 535 
And well it was for wan, that pleaſure charms; 
How would AU ſtagnate, but for pleaſure: ray! 
_ would the frozen fiream of action ceaſe! 

at is the pulſe of this ſo buſy world 
The love-of pleaſtere : that, through every vein, 
Throws motion, warmth; and ſhuts out death 

from liſe. 

Though various are the tempers of mankind, 
Fleaſures gay family hold All in chains: 
Some moſt affea the black ; and ſome, the fair; 


- Some honeſt ęlenſure court; and ſome, obſcene, 
- Pleaſures #*ſcere are various, as the throng 


46 
Of paſhons, that can ery in human hearts ; , 
Miſtake their obje de, or tranſgreſs their bounds. 
Think. you — but one whoredom ? Whore- 
ns 8 


$50 
Poſt doubt, Lorenzo? Thou fhalt doubt no more. 


Thy father chides thy 8 yet hugs 
An, ugly common harlot, ia the dark: 

A rank adulterer with others“ gold / | 
And that bag, vergearce, in a corner, charms, 
 Z4tred her brothel lias, as well as eve, 556 
Where horrid ep:cures debatich in blood, 
What=e*er the motive, pleaſure is the mark: 

For Her, the black aſſaſſin draws his ſword; - 
For Her, dark ſtatefmen trim their midnight 
560 


For Her, the ſaiat abſtains; the miſer ſtarves ; 
The Stoic proud, for 51. fore, pleaſure ſcorn'd ; 
For Her, affiifiion's daughters grief indulge, 
56 
For Her, guilt, ſhame, toil, danger, we defy ; , 
And with an aj ve/z; tiene, ruſh on death, 
Thus univerſal her deſpotic power 

And as her empire wide, her praiſe is juſt. 
570 
Jam thy rival; pleaſure I profeſs; $7 
Pleaſure the purpoſe of my gloomy ſong. 
Fleaſure is __ but virtue's gayer name; 
I wrong Fer fill, I rate her worth too low; 
Virtue the rost, and pleaſure is the flower: 
And honeſt Epicurus? foes were fools, _ | 

But this ſounds harſh, and gives the wife 
| offence ; | | EW 
If e&+frain'd wiſdom fill retains the name, 
Fow knits aufer u her cloudy brow, * * 


And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the praiſe 


Of pleaſure, to mankind, raid, too dear! 


Ve me dern ftojes! bear my ſoft reply; 
Their ſenſes men 20, truſt; we can't impole ; ; 


* * 


Or, if we could, is impoſition right ? 


575 
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Loyenzs erde He, then, ambition caſt yl 825 
„„ Ambition's dearer far ſtands unimpeach'd, 


«© When mixt with poiſon, it is deadly too,” 
Truth never was indebted to a lye, 
Is novght but „rue to be prais'd, as good ? 
Why then is bealth preferr*d before diſ.aſe? 
What nature loves i, good, without eur leave, 5 
And where no future draw hack cries, „ Pexwarey 
Nea ſur e, though not from virtue, frevld prevail, 
Tis bali to life, and gratitude to heavens 
How cold our tha ks tor bounties unenjoy'd! 
The /eove of pleufure is man's/elleft-born, 39g 
Born in his cradle, living to his tomb 
Wiſdom, ber youn;er ſiſter, though more grave, 
Was meant to wir{; er, and not to mar, 
Imperial / e, queen of human hearts: 
Lorenzo! I bou, her wajeliy's renown'd, Goo 
Though uncoi:t counſel, l Ard in the watld / 
Who think'ſt thyſelf a Murray, with diſdain 
May'f look on me. Yet, my Demottheues ! 
Cank thou plead 7/ecſurts cauſe as well as 1? 
Know'ſt thou her nature, pur peſe, farentage? bog 
Attend my ſong, and thou ſhalt know them all; 
And know Thyſelt ; and know thyſelf to be 
(Strange truth!) the moſtabſtemious man alive. 
Tell not Caliſta 3 ſhe will laugh thee dead; 
Or ſer d tuee to her hermitage with L———,* 610 
Abſmd- preſumption | Thou who never knew'ſt 
A ſerious thought! ſhalt thou dare dream of joy? 
No mai e*er found a happy life by chancez - 
Or yawr'd it into being, with a wiſh ; 
Cr, with the ſhout of groveling apf etite, 613 
E*er ſmelt it out, and grubb'd it from the dirt, 
An art it is, and muſt be learnt ; and learnt - 
With unremitting effort, or be loſt; | 
And leaves us perfect blockheads, in our bliſs, 
The clouds may drop down titles and eftates ; 
Wealth may ſeek Us; but wijfem muſt he ſought; 
Seught before all; but (how unlike all elſe 
We 1eck on earth!) tis never ſought in vain, 
Firſt, pleaſur*s birth, riſe, firength, and 
grandeur, ſee. | 
Brought ſorth by Ws nurſt by d ſcipline, 625 
By patierce taught, by fe ſeveranct crown'd, 
She rears her head majeſtic 3 round her throne, 
Erected in the boſom of the juſt, 
Each virtue, liſted, forms hcr manly guard. 
For what are virtues f (Formidable name!) 630 
What, but-the fountain, or defence, of joy ? 
Why, then, commanded ? Need mankind com- 
' mands, | 
At once to merit, and to make, their bliſs ? 
Great Legiſtator ! ſcarce ſo great, as kind! 
If men are rational, and love delight, 
Tby gracious law but flatter human choice: 
In the tranſgreſſion lies the penalty; 
And they the moſt indulge, who moſt obey. 
Of pleaſure, next, the final cauſe explore: 
Its mighty fur peſe, its important end. 64 
Not to turn A brutal, but to build 


Divire on human, pliaſure came from heaven. 
| In aid to rafon was the goddeſs ſent; 


To call vp all its firength by ſucb a charm. 
Fenſure firſt, ſuccours vtrtue in return, 
Fir tue gives fleaſure an eternal rei 


645 


gn. ? 
What, but the pleaſure. of focd, friendſtip» 
o fai f * 


, 


Own honey ſcucet: but, owning, add this Hing; 53; | 
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53; Supports liſe natural, civil, and divine? - 'j On piety, humanity is built; 3 | 
'Tis from the pleaſure of repaſt, we live: And, on bumanity, much happineſs;. _ : 
'Tis from the pleaſure of applauſe, we pleaſe 3 650 | And yet {till more on piety itſelf. 7 = 
'Tis from the pleaſure of belief, we pray ' A ſoul in commerce with her God, is heaven E 
(All prayer would ceaſe, if unbeliev'd the Feels not the tumults and the focks of life; 711 * 
596 prize: | > The whirls of paſſions, and the ſtrokes of heart. - 
e1 t ſerves ourſelves, our ſpecies, and our God; | A Deity beliey'd, is joy begun; . "hy 
ul, And to ſerve more, is paſt the ſphere of. man. A Deity ador'd, is joy advance d;; "Ts 
| Glide, then, for ever, pleaſure*s ſacred fiream! | A Deity belov'd, is joy matur d. 415 = 
2 Through Eden, as Euphrates ran, it rune, Each branch of j ery kan a og 935 F 
594 And'toſters every growth of happy life; Faith builds a bridge from this world to the pl 
Males a new Eden where it flows but ſuch ,  _ next, * * j 7 : 
fy As ru be loft, Lorenzo! by thy fall. [ C'er death's dark gulph, and all its horror - _- 
| « What mean 1 by thy fall P—Thovw'lt ſhortly | - * hides; "= 
| e 660 | Pie, the ſweet exhalation of our joy, 9 
700 While pleaſure's nature is at large diſplay'd 3 That joy exalts, and makes it ſweeter nill ; 929 N 
Already ſung her origin, and ends. | | Prayer ardent opens heaven, lets down a fiream = 
. Thoſe glorious. ends, by kind, or by degree, Of, glory ou the conſecrated hour * | f A 
When //eoſure violates, tis then a vice, : Of man, in audience with the Deity, ; 3 
And vengeance too; it haſtens into pain. 665 Who worſhips the Great Gee, that inftant ö 
505 From due refreſhment, | life, health, reaſon, [ The firſt in heaven, and ſets his foot on hell, 723 
* joy K+ Lorenzo! when waſt Thou at church before / 
From wild exceſs, pain, grief, diſtradtion, death; | Thou think'ſt the ſervice long: but is it juſt? 
e. llewen's juſtice „lit proclaims, and rat her R unwelcome 3 thou hadit rather 
love, | n tre | | | 
10 What greater evil can I wiſh my foe, Unhallow'd ground; the Muſe, to win thine | 
ſt Than his full draught of pleafure, from a caſk 670 ear, . 5 | / 
y ? Unbroach'd by j authority, ungaug'd | Muſt take an air leſs ſolemn, Se complies. 730 
. By remperarce, by. reaſon unrefin'd ? I Good conſcience! at the ſound the werld retires; 
A thouſand demons lurk within the lee. _ | Verſe diſaflects it, and Lorenzo ſmiles} 
15 Heaven, others, and ourſelves! uninjur'd rheſe,. Yet has ſhe ber ſer«g lis full of charms ' 
Driak deep; the deeper, they, the more divine: | And ſuch as age ſhall heighten, not impair, 
Angels are apgels, from — 2 there, 676 | Art thou dejedted? Is thy mind oercat? 935 
'Tis urrepenting pleaſure makes a god, Amid her fair-ones thou the faireſt chooſe, 
Doſt think thyſelf. a god from other joys? _ ] To chaſe thy gloom, —« Go, fix ſome weighty 
A victim rather! ſhortly ſure to bleed, truth; | SEES. 
bt; The wrong muſt mourn; can heaven's appoint- | © Chain down ſome feffon; do ſome generaus 
| ments fail? ED Aa geod z a 2 ern 
Can man outwit Omnipatence? Strike out « Teach ignorance to ſee, or grief to ſmile : 
ad A felf-wronght happineſs unmeant by Him “ Correct thy friend; befrieud thy greateſt foe; 
Who made us, and the world we would enjoy? {| © Cr with warm heart, and canfidence divine, 
25 Who forms an inſtrument, ordains from whence “ Spring up, and lay ſtrong hold on Him" who 
, Its diſſonance, or harmony, ſhall riſe, 625 m thee,” ; 
Heaven bade the ſoul this mortal frame infpire; | Thy gloom is ſcatter'd, ſprightly ſpirits flow 3 
Bade virtue's ray divine inſpire the ſoul Though wither'd is thy vine, and barp unſtrung. 
With unprecarious flows of vital joy; I.  Doitcallthe bowl, the viol, and the dance, 745 
5 and, without breathing, man as well might | Loud mirth, mad laugbter? Wretchedcomforters | as 
ope | | Phy ſcians | more than half of thy diſeaſe. 1 
n- For life, · as without piety, ſor peace, 690 Laughter, though ne ver cenſur'd yet as fn, „ 8 
« Is vir tue, then, and piety the fame?” (Pardon a thought that only ſeems ſevere) 1908 
No; piety is more ; *tis virtues ſource; * | Is half-immortal: is it much indulg d? 1750 3 
| Mother ,of every worth, as that of joy. Ey venting ſpleen, or diſſipating thought, "I 
3 Men of the world this doctrine ill digeſt; It ft ews a ſcerner, or it makes a feo/ 3 by 
| They ſmile at piety 3 yet boaſt aloud 695 | And fins, as hurting others, or ourſelyes. - * 4 i 
Cd. ci ll te men; nor know they ſtrive to part | *Tis ride, or emptineſs, applies the ſtraw, * 
What vafure joins; and thus confute them- That tickles little minds to mirth effuſez; 555 7 
ſelves. ö ; | Of grief approaching, the portentous i gn! - 7 
0 With piety begins all good on earth; The houſe of laughter makes a houſe of woe. . 
is the firſt-born of rationality. A man trim alt is a monſtrous fight; _ 46 
Gnſcience, her firſt law broken-wounded, lies; 500 | A man dejedted is a fight as mean. 1 
Tafeebled, lifeleſs, impotent to good ; |. What caute for /r/zmph, where ſuch ills abound? if s 
A feign'd affect ion bounds her utmoſt power. What for deje&iien, where preſides 2 Power, 1 
5 dene we can't love, but for the Almighty's ſake; | Who called us into being to be bleſt? ; ] i 
A foe to God was ne'er true friend to man; So grieve, as conſcious, grief may riſe to joy; bo 
2 Vome bniſter intent taints all he does; os So Joy, as conſcious, joy to grief may fall. 5 
And, in his kinde ſt actions, he's unkind, f „ RSS le [ | 
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Moſt true, a wiſe man never will be ſad; 765 
But neither will fonorous, bubbling mirtbL, 

A ſhallow fiream of happineſs betray . 

Too, happy to be ſportive, he's ſerene. | 

Vet woyldſt thou hugh (but at thy own 

This counſel ſtrange ſhould I to give— 

« Retire, and read thy Hie to be gay.“ 

Here truths aboumd of ſovereign aid to peace; 

Ah! do not prize them leſs,” becauſe inſpir'd, 

As thou, and thine, are apt and prouch to do. 

If ut infpir'd, that pregnant page had ſtood, 775 

Times treaſure ? and the wonder of the wiſe! 

Thou think'ſt, perhaps, thy ſen alone at fake ; 

Alas !-Shonld men miſtake thee for a ./. 

What man of taſte "for genius, wiſdoin, truth, 

Though tender of thy fame, could interpoſe? 780 

Believe me, ſenſe, dere, acts a double part, 

And the true critic is'a Chri/tan too. | 

But 2/2, thou think'ft, are gloomy paths to 


| 10 1 

True joy in ſunſhine ne'er was ſound at firſt; 

bey, firft, themſelves ' offend, who greatly 
% , 


f 


pleaſe; N 785 
And po only gives us ſound repoſe, 
Heaven /e//s all pleaſurez effort is the price : 


The joys of conqueſt are the joys of man; 
Ard 85 y the victorious Janvel N 85 
Oer pleaſures pure, perpetual, placid ſtream. 790 

There is a time, when toil muſt be preferr'dy 
Or joy, by miſ-tim'd fondneſs, is undone 
A wan of pleaſure is a man df fats. 

Thou wilt not take the trouble to be bleſt. 

) Falſe Joys, indeed, are born from. want of 
„ thought: | 795 
From thoughts full bent, and energy, the true; 

And that demands a mind in equal poize, 
Remote from gloomy grief, and glaring joy. 
Much joy not anly ſpeaks ſmall happineſs, 
But happineſs that ſhortly mvſt expire. 
Can joy, unbottoni'd in reflection, ftand ? 
And, ma tempeſt, can reflect jon live? 
Can joy, like thine, ſecure itſelf an hour? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident unſhock'd? 
r ope the door to honeſt poverty? _ 8o5 
cr _ with threatening death, - and not turn 
als ? - | | 
Ju ſuch a wort, and ſuch a nature, eſe 
Are needtul fuudamentals of delight: 
The ie ſundawertals give delight indeed; 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable; 810 
Beligbt, unſhaken, waſculine, divine;  —© 
A contiant, ard a found, but ſer ions joy. 
Is joy the daughter of ſeverity ? 
is vt far my dod rine from ſevere. 
% Rejoice for eyer:” It becomes a man 
* Exalts, and fets him nearer to the gods. 
% Rejoice for ever! Nature cries, © Rejoice 3? 
Ard drioks to man, in her ue&areous cup, 
Mi*t vp of delieates for every ſenſe; 
To the great Founder of the bounteous feaſt, 820 
Dripks glory, gratitude, eternal praiſez _ 
And he that will not pledge her, is a churl. 
. firmly to ſupport, geed fully taſte, / 
Is the-whole ſcience of felicity : 


doo 


815 
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Yet ſparing pledge: her bowl is not the beſt $6; 
Mankind can boaſt— A rational repaſt; _ 
% Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arme, 

« A military diſcipline of thought, ' 905 


% And ever-waking ardor for the right,” $20 
"Tis Le firſt give, then guard, a chearful 

art. ; * Kut 
Novught that is gt, think little; welt aware, 


-| What reaſon bids, G6d bids : by Hi: command 


How aggrandiz'd, the ſmalleſt thing we do! 

Thus, nothing is infipid to the wiſe; | 835 

To. thee, inſpid all, but what is mad; | 

Joys ſeaſon*d high, and taſting ſtrong of guilt, 

NE” m 4 (thou reply'ſt, with indignation 
' , . | 4 


44 Of ancient ſages to tread the ſt 
« TI follow —— nature all, $40 
But look it be thine own: Is conſcience, then, 
No part of nature? Is ſte not ſupreme?  -* 
Thou regicide! O raiſe her from the dead! 
Then, follow nature; and reſemble God. 
When, ſpite of conſcience, pleaſure is purſued, 
Mawr nature is wwmaturally pleas'd; $46 
And what's unnatural is painful too ; g 
At intervals, and muſt difeuſt ev'n Thee! 


1 
— 


9 


7 


] The fa# thou know'ſt ; but not, pertays, the 


cauſe, 

Virtues foundations with the world's were laid; 

Heaven mixt her with our make, and twiſted cloſe 

Her ſacred intereſts with the ſtrings of lite. 

Who breaks her awful mandate, ſhocks himſelf, ' 

His better ſelf; and is it greater pain, ak 

Our ſoul ſhould murmur, or our duſt repine } 855 

And one, in their eternal war, wu bleed 

If one n ſuffer, which ſtould leaſt be 
ſpar'd ? EA F i 
| The pains of mind ſurpaſs the pains of ſenſe: 

| Aik, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt. 

he joys of ſenſe to mental joys are mean: 

1 4c. Gs only feeds ; the ſoul 

On paſt, and future, foragers for oy. 

 'Tis hers, by retroſpect, through 7ime to range: 
And forward tin, great ſequel to ſurvey, _ 
Could human courts take veygeance on the mind, 
Axes might ruſt, and racks and gibbets fall: p 
Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the reſt to 

fate. en 
Lorenzo ! wilt thou never be a man? 

The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lur'd, by the beating of his pulſe, to liſt - 879 
With every luſt, that wars againſt his peace: 
And ſets him quite at variance with himſelf, 
Thyſelf, firſt, know); then love: a /e/f there is 
Of vv rtue fond, that kindles at her charms. 

A ſelf there is, as fond.of every vice, 875 
While every virtue wounds it to the heart; 
Humility degrades it, ju/tice robs, 

Bleft bounty beggars it, fair truth betrays, 

And god-like magnanimity deitroys. 

Thi: ſelf, when rival to the former, ſcorn; 889 

When not in competition, kindly treat, 
Defend it, feed it But when virtue bids, ' 
Toſs it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. 


And why ? Tis love of pleaſure bids thee bleed * | 


* 


« To foil-rempration in the doubtful field ; -+ + 
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Comply, or own ſelf-love extin&, or blind, $85 | 
For what is vice? Self-love in a miſtake: © * 
A poor bliud merchant buying joys too dear. 
And ur tue, what? "Tis ſelf-love in her wits, 
Quite ſcilful in the market of delight. 
&If-love*s good ſenſe is love of that dread Power, 
From whom herſelf, and all ſhe can enjoy. 891 
Other ſelf-love is but diſguisꝰd ſelf- hate; 
More mortal than the malice of our foes; 
A ſelf- hate, now, ſcarce felt ; then felt full-ſore, | 
When being, curſt ; extinction, loud implor'd ; 
And every thing preferr'd to what we are. 891 
Yet this ſelf-love Lorenzo makes his choice ; 
And, in this choice triumphant, boaſts of joy. 
How is bis want of happineſs 0306; or 
goo 


By diſatfection to the preſent 

Imagination wanders far afield ; 2 

The future pleaſes . why? The. preſent 22 

« But that 's a ſecret,” Yes, which men 
know 3 3 ; N 

And know from Thee, diſcover'd unawares. 

Thy ceaſeleſs agitation, reſtleſs roll gog 

From cheat to cheat, impatient of a pauſe; 

What is it ?—Tis the cradle of the ſoul, 

From in/tind ſent, to rock her in diſeaſe, - 

Which her phyſician, Reaſon, will not cure. | 

A poor expedient! yet thy beſt; and while 910 

It mitigates thy pain, it „” it tos. 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies ! , 
The weak have remedies; the wiſe have joys, 
Superior wiſdom is ſuperior bliſs, | 
And what ſure mark diſtinguiſhes the wiſe ? 915 
Conſiſtent wiſdom ever wills the ſame : 
Thy fickle wiſh is ever on the wing. 

Sick of herſelf, is fo/ly's character; 

As wiſdon?s is, a modeſt ſelf-applauſe, 

A change of evils is % good ſupreme ; 

Nor, but in motion, canſt thou find thy reſt. 

Man's greateſt Arepgth is ſhewn in ſtanding 
ſill | 


The firſt ſure ſymptom of à mind in health, 

Is reſt of heart, and pleaſure felt at home. 

Falſe pleaſure from abroad her joys imports ; 925 

Rich from within, and ſelf-ſuſtain*d, the rrwe, 

The true is fix'd, and ſolid as a rock; 

Slippery the falſe, and toſſing, as the wave. . 

This, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain; - 

That, like the fabled, ſelf-enamour'd boy, ' 9g0 

Home-contemplation her ſupreme delight: 

She dreads an interruption from without, 

Smit with her own condition 3 and the more 

latenſe ſhe gazes, ſtill it charms the more. at 
No mai is happy, till be thinks, on earth -935 

There breathes not a more happy than himſelf; 

Then envy dies, and love overflows on All; 

And love o%erflowing makes an angel Here. 

Such angels, All, intitled to repaſe WY 

On Him who governs fate: though tempeſt frowns, 

Though nature ſhakes, how ſoft to lean on hea- 

ven? | . 

Tolean on Hin, on whom archangels lean t 

With inward eyes, and Glent as the grave, 

They fiand colle Ring every beam of thought, _ 

Till their hearts: kindle with divine delight; g45 

For all their thoughts, like angels, ſcen of 


- 


92 


Nor, unexamin'd, ever leave obtain, 


* 
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In Ifrael's . from; and go to, hea- 7 
ven: 0 - 


Hence, are they ſtudious of ſequeſter'd ſcenes; 
While noiſe, and difipation, comfort ire. 
Were all men happy, revelings would ceaſe, 
That opiate for inquietude within. 1 51 
Lorenzo! never man was truly bleſt, . 
But it compos'd, and gavè him ſuch a caſt, 
As folly might miſtake for want of joy. 
A caſt, unlike the triumph of the proud; 955 
A modeſ aſpect, and a ſmile at heart, q 
O for a joy from thy Philander's ſpriug l 


| A fpriag perennial, riſing in the breatt, r 


And permanent, as pure! no turbid fiream 


Which, like land-floods, impetuous pour a while, 
"Then fink at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What does the man, who tranhent joy pre rs? 

What, but prefer the bubbles to the fircans ? 
Vain are all ſudden allies of delight; 965 
Convultions of a weak, diſtemper'd joy. KL 
Joy 's a fixt ſtate; a tenure, not a ſtart. .. 1 
Bliſs there is none, but unprecurieur bliſs; + . » 
That is the gem: ſell All, and purchaſe That. 


| Why go a-begging to contingencies, 


Not gain'd with eaſe, nor ſafely lov'd, if gau 
At good fortuitous, draw back, and pauſe; 
Suſpe& it 3 what thou canſt enſure, enjoy; 
And nought bur what + giv'ſt thyſelf, is ſure, 
Reaſon perpetuates joy that reaſon gives 
And makes it as immortal as herſelf : F | 7 . 
To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. 
Worth, conſcious worth! ſhould abſolutely 
reign 3 | 
And other joys aſk leave for their approach; 
Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of jose Yo 
Wage war, and periſh in inteſtine broils; 
Not the leaſt promiſe of internal peace ! 
No boſom- comfort! or unborrow'd bliſs ! ] 
Thy aer 2 vagabonds ; All outward. 


un — 28: 
Mid ſands, and rocks, and-ſtorms, to cruiſe for 
pleaſure 3 OO 
If n and better miſs/d than 
gain” | 5 4 
Much pain muſt expiate what much pain pro- 
cur'd. | . 
Fancy, and ſenſe, from an inſected ſhore, 
Thy cargo-briug ; and peſtilence the prize, go 


| Then, ſuch thy thirſt (iuſatiable thirſt! 


By fond indulgence but inflan*d the more !) 
Fancy ſtill cruiſes, when poor ſenſe is tir d. 
Imagination is the Paphian ſhop, © =P 
Where ſceble happinefs, like Vulcan, lame, 995. 
Bids foul 17ers, in their dark receſs, 
And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires), 
With wanton art, thoſe fatal arrows form, 
ys murder all thy time, health, wealth, and 
me. ; 


are, - * N 100 
On angel-wing, deſcending ſrom above, "oe 
Which theſe, with art divine, would counter. 

work, | Jp 


ole | | 


W 


And form celefiial armour for thy peace. 


Of rapturous exultation, ſwelling high; 3 | 


Wouldit thou receive them, other thoughts there 
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In ha is ſeen imagination's gt j 

But who can count her et ? © She betrays 
2 thee, , 3 4 1064 
To think in grandeur there ir ſomething great, 

For works of curious art, and antient fame, 

Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain' d? 

And foreign climes muſt cater for thy taſte. A 
Hence, what diſaſter — Though the price was 

paid, | A 1010 
„Jr prieſt, the Turk of Rome, 
rt (ye gods !) though cloven, muſt be 

kiſe'd, 6 ; ; 
Detain'd thy dinner on the Latian ſhore ; 
(Such is the fate of honeſt Proteſtants !) 
And poor magnificence is ftarv'd to death. 
Hence jaſt * . indignation, ire 
Be pacity'd, if ewtward things are great, 
"Tis magnanimity great things to ſcorn; © -— 
Pompons expences, and parades auguſt, #. 
And courts, that infalubrious ſoil to peace. 1020 
True happineſs ne%er enter'd at an eye; 

True happineſs refides in things unſeen, 
No ſmiles of fert ever bleſt the bad, 

Nor can her frowns rob innecence of joys ; 

That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor; 1025 
So tell his Hzlirefs, and be reveng'd. 

Pleaſure, we both agree, is man's chief good; 
Or only conteſt, what deſerves the name. - 
Give pleafure's name to nought, but what has" 

paſs*d  - 
Tb' authentic ſeal of reaſon (which, like Yorke, 
Demurrs on what it ), and defies . 
The tooth of time ; when paſt, a pleaſure ſtill; 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age, ri og 
And doubly to be priz'd, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms our preſent, joy. 1035 
Some joys the future overcaſt ; and ſome 
Throw - 4x90 beams that way, and gild the 
tomb. 
Some joys endear eternity; ſome give 
Abhor'd annihilation dreadful charms, 
Are rival joys contending for thy choice ? 
Conſult thy we exi ence, be ſafe ; 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 
Short is the le ſſon, though my lecture long, 
Be 9 let 2 2 for the reſt. 
et, with a ſigh oer all mankind, I ty 
In this our da of proof, our land of "er NY 
The geod man has his clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that &&/cure his ſublunary day, 

But never conguer : ein the beſt muſt own, 
 Putience, and re/ignati.n, are the pillars 1050 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, Theie : 

But thoſe of Seth not more remote from Thee, 
Till Ai, heroic le ſion thou haſt learnt ; 

To frown at pere, and to ſmile in gal. 

Fir'd at the proſpect of unclouded Wiſs, 4055 
Heaven in reverſion, like the ſun, as yet 
Beneath th? horizon, chears us in this world; 

It ſheds, on ſouls ſuſceptible of light, 

The glorious dawn of our eternal day, 

« This (ſays Lorenzo) is a fair barangue : 1060 
« But can harangues back ſtrong nature's | 

fiream 3 | « 
« Or fiem the tide heaven puſhes hrovgh our 
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veins, 


«© Which ſw 
« And lays his labour level with the wer 1d? 
9 men make their comment on man- 
ind; |; 


And think nought 17, but what they find ut home : _ 


Thus, weakneſs to chimera turns the truth. 

Nothiug romantic has Muſe the preſerib'd. 

* Above, Lorenzo ſaw the man of earth, 

The mortal man; and wretched was the fight, 1070 

To balance that, to comſort, and exalt, 

Now ſee the nan immortal: him, I mean, | 

Who. lives as ſuchz whoſe heart, ſull-bent on 
heaven, | | = 

Leans all At way, his bias to the ftars, 

The world's dark ſhades, in contraſt ſet, ſpall 
raiſe . ._ 167g 

His luſtre more; though bright, without a foil ; 

Obſerve his awful portrait, and admire; 


Nor ſtop at wonder ; imitate, and live. 


Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
What nothing leſs than angel can exceed! 1080 
A man on earth devoted to the & ies; / 


1 Like ſhips in ſeas, while in, abeve the world. 


With aſpe& mild, and elevated eye, 
Behold him ſeated on a mount ſerene, 
Above the fogs of ſenſe, and paſſow': ſtorm; 10g; 
All the black cares, and tumults, of this life, 
Like harmleſs. thunders, breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Earth's genuine ſons, the ſceptred, and the flave, 
A mingled mob ! a wandering herd ! he ſees, * 


Bewilder'd in the vale ; in all unlike! lei | 


His full reverſe in all! what bigher praiſe ? 
What ſtronger demonſtration of the right ? 

The preſent all their, care; the future, ks 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 1095 
They give to fame; his bounty ke conceals, 

Their virtves varniſh nature ; 4s exalt 
Mankind's eſteem they court; and Je, his own, 
Their *s, the wild chaſe of Falſe ſelicities; 
Hi, the compos'd flion of the 7rwe, / 
Alike throughout is &+ conſiſtent peace, 
All of one colour, and an even thread ; 
While party=colour'd ſhreds of happineſs, 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for en 
A wadman's robe ; each puff of {rune blows 


1108 


The tatters by, and ſhews their nakedneſs. 116 


He ſees with other eyes than rel: where 
Behold a ſun, e ſpies a Deity; 
What makes them only ſmile, makes Vn adore, 
Where hey ſee mountains, Je but atoms ſens; 1119 
An empire, in iis balance, weighs a trois. 
They things terreſtrial worſhip, as divine; 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duſt, | 
That dims his ſght, and ſhortens his ſurvey, 
Which longs, in Infinite, to loſe all bound. 1115 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He lays aſ de to find his dignity ; 
No dignity fey find in aught beſ des. 
Tregtriumph in external> (which conceal 
Marys real glory), proud of an eclipſe. 
Himſelf too much he prizes to be proud, 
And nothing thinks ſo great in man, as n. 


* In a former Night, 


1120 


eeps away man's impotent reſolves, ; 
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me wed nd *%. 
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| * 
Too dear he kids his late reit, to ne Jet | Thus, in a double ſenſe, the grod are wiſe ; 
wy Another's welfare, or his rigtit invade ; : On its own dynghill, Wie than the world, _ 
Their intereſt, like a hon, lives on prey. What, then, the world ? It be doubly weak; 
e: They kindle at the ſhadow of a Wrong; Strange tr th! as oon would they believe theit 5 
Wrong he iuſt uns with temper, looks on heaven, Creed. a | 
Nor ftoups to think his iniurer his toe; Yet thus it i-; nor otherwiſe can be; "a 
Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his |S» fat from aught tomantie, what | fing. - f 7 
70 peace. - | Bliſs pas no bging; virtue has no ſtrength, a 
A cover'd heart their character defends ; 1130 | But (rom the pra pect of immortal life. Py . 
A covered heart denier him half his praiſe, ; Who think earth, all, or (What weighs juſt the 8 
on With nakeduels his innocence agrees; ſame) | | þ 
While heir broad foliage teſtifies their fall, Who care no tarther, i prize what it yields; 1 _- 
Tieir rg joys end where li {ull teaſt beg ins: _ | Fond of its fancies, proud of: its parades. =" 
His joys create, Theirs murder, future bliis, Who thinks earth nothing, can't its charms ads i 127 
To triumph in exiſtence, Ai alone; 1 mi re; 2 i y 
And ki: clone triumphantly to think He can't a foe, though moſt malignant, hate, | * 
His true exiſtenee is not yet begun. Becauſe that hate would prove his greater foe. 11 94 y 4 
Hiz glonous cource was yeſterday complete 'Tis hard for em (yet who loudly boaſt | - 
Death, then, was welcome; yet lite {11 is weet, 1140 | Good-will to men ?) to love their deareſt friend; i 
But nothing charras Lorenzo, like the firm _ | For may not he invade their geod ſufreme, I" 
Undaunted brealt- And whoſeis that high praiſe Where the eaſt jealuufy turns love to gall ! © 
They yield to pleaſnre, tnongh they danger brave, All ſhines to them, that fog a ſeaſon ſhines. 120 ( 7 
7 ſhew no fortitude, but in the field ; Kach act, each thought, ke queſtions, © What it! 4 
there they ſhew it, tis for glory ſhewn ; 1 . weight, — g 
Nor will that cordial al ways man their nealts, * Its colour what, a thouſand ages bence? = 
A curdial Ai ſuſtains, that cannot tail; And what it ere appears, he deems it now, p 
By pleaſure uniubdued, undroke hy pain, Heace, pure are the receſſes of his ſoul. A 
Hy —_ in that Omnipetence he truſts. The god-like man has nothiag to conceal, i 
Ail-bearing, all-attempting, till he falls; 1150 | His virtue, conſtitutionally deep, „ 
And when he falls, writes VII on bis ſhield, Has Ji firmneſs, and affe@ign's flame; C.} 
From magnanimity, all fear above; Angels, ally'd, deſcend to feed the fire; o! 
Prom nobler 1ecompence, above applauſe ; And death, which others ſlay, makes bim a god. bi. 
Which owes to man's /hort dut-lock all its] And now, Lorenzo] bigot of this world! 1319 15 
charms, | Wont to diſdain poor vigots caught by heaven! 1 
Back ward to credit what he never felt, _ 1155 | Stand by thy ſcorn, and he reduę d to nagar : * 
Lorenzo cries,--** Where ſhines thi- miracle ? For what art thou ?---Thou boaſter ! while thy : * 
1095 From what root riſes this immortal mam glare, a * 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo s ground; Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth, 
| The root difſ:&, nor wonder at the ſlewer. Like a wel, mit, at diſtance, ſtrikes us moſt ; 
Ng He follows nature (not like * thee) and ſhews | And like a miſt, is nothing when at band; 
us E 1160 | Hir merit, like a mountain, on approach, 
1100 An uninverted ſyſtem of a man. . | Swells more, and riſes nearer to the Kies, 
His appetite wears reaſor's golden chain, | By promile now, and by poſſeſſion e, 2 
And finds, in due refcrajot, its luxury, | | (Too foon, too much, it cannot hay his own, 1244 
His paſſion, lib e an eagle well reclaim'd, From this thy juſt uni Tile, © f 5 
4 ls taught to fly at nought, but Infinite, Lorenzo! riſe to ſemetling, by reply.  — F 
ey Patient hi be, un-anxious is his care, The world, thy client, liftzns, and expects; - 
Wh, His cautien fearie(s, and his grief, 8 | And longs to crown thee with immortal praiſe. . _ 
11c6 The gods ordain) a ſt ranger to deſpair, Can'ft thou be ſilent? No; for wr is thiae; 122] 
x here And why ?---Becaule, atfection, more than meet, I And wit talks me/?, when /eaft ſhe has to lay, q 


thy wildom leaves not diiengag'd from heaven. | And reaſon interrupts not her Career. | 
1170 She *Il lay-=- That miſts above the mquntains riſe 5; = 


lore, 1 ſecondary goods that ſmile on earth, And, with a thouſand p! «f2ntries, amuſe; _ 

1110 e, loving in profertien, loves in peace. - | She'll ſparkle, puzzle, flutter, raiſe a duſt, 1230 
The moſt the world enjoy, who leaſt admire. And fly conviction, in the duſt ſhe rais'd. 
His underſtanding "(capes the common cloud , - Wit, how delicious to man's dainty taſte ? 

| Of fumes, arifing from a boiling breaſt. _ 1175 | Tis precibus, as the vehicle of enſe ; 

| is head is clear, becauſe his heart is col, But, as its ſubſtitute, a dire diſeaſe, 

1 115 y worldly competitions uninflam d. { Pernicious talent! flatter'd by the world, 1285 

| | Ihe modezate movements of his ſoul admit 1 By the blind world, which thinks the talent rar 

DiftinQ ideas, and matur'd debate, 1130 | Wiſdom is rare, Lorenzo! wit abounds ; . 
An eye impartial, and an even ſcale; * Paſjien can give it z ſometimes wine inſpires 


Whence judgment ſound and uncepenting choice. The lucky flaſh; and madneſs rarely ils. 
_ cs 185 i * Whatever 3 the ſpirit TN ſtirs, 1448 
Z * See 350. ver. 838. Confe re the bays, and rivals thy reno n, | 
Yo. VIII, LOR f „ 5 2 1 
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For thy renown, 't were well, was this the worſt ; | 
Chance often hit it; and, t ique the more, 
Sce dullueſi, blundering on vivacities, 8 
Shakes her ſage head at the calamity, 1245. 
. Which has expos'd, and let her down to thee. 

But «e:ſdem, aweful wiſdom! which inſpetts, : 
Diſcerns, compares, weighs, ſepa rate, infers, 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the laſt; 
How tate! in ſenttes, ſynods, ſought in vaia ; 1250 
Or, if there found, tis ſacred to the few; 

ile a lewd proſtitute tv multitudes, 

Frequent, as fatal, . wit : in civil life, 


POEMS. 
And yet=--yet, what? No news! markind iv 


. mad; | | 
Such mighty numbers liſt agaiuſt the right, | 
(And mr. can't numbers, when bewitch'd,) at- 
Chieve ! . ; a 
They talk 8 to ſomething like belief, | 
That all eaxth's joys are theirs : As Athens“ fo | 
8 | 1310 95 
Grinn'd from the port, on every fail his own, 
They grin; but wherefore? aud how long the : 
laugh! 2 | 
Half ignorance, their mirth ;-and half, a lye; 


Wit makes an enterpriler ; ferſe a man. \ To cheat the world, and cheat themſelves, they 


Vit hates authority; commcotion loves, 1255 
And thinks herſelf the lightning of the ſtorm. 
In Hates, tis dangerous ; in rel:,i6r, death: 
Sha}! <o/7 turn Chriſtian, when the dull believe ? 
. Senſe is our Helmet, wit is hut the plume ; [ 
The Flume expoles, tis our helmet faves. 1260 
Senſe is the diamond, weighty, ſolid, found ; 
When cut by ct, ir caſts a brighter beam; 
Vet, &it apart, it is a diamond ſtill. 
Wit, widow'd of geod ſenſe, is worſe than nought ; 
It hoifts more fail to run againſt a rock. 1265 
Thus, a ha/f-Cheſterfield is quite a fool; 
Whom d 4 fools ſcorn, and bleſs their want of 
| Wit. 8 
How ruinous the rock I warn thee ſkun, 
Where Sirens fit, to fing thee to thy fate! 
A jy in which our recſen bears mo pait, 1270 
Is but a ſorrow tickliug, ere it ings, h 
Let not the conings of the world . thee; 
hich of her l»vers eve» found her true? | 
Happy! of this bad world wno little know ? --- 
And yet, we much muſt know her, to be ſafe. 1275 
To 4 the world, not leve her, is thy pont; 
She gives but little, nor that little, Tong. 
There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulſe ; 
A dance of ſpinits, a mere froth of joy, 
Our houg/.tleſs agitation's idle child, 1280 
That mantles high, that ſparkles and expires, 
Leaving the foul more vapid than before. 
* animal dvation! ſuch as holds 


— 


commerce with our reafen, but ſubliſta O for a jay from reafer ] Joy from hat, 


On juices, through the well-ton'd tubes, well. 
ſtrain'd; | * 
A nice machine] ſcarce ever tun'd aright; 
And when it jars=--thy Sirens ſing no more, 
Thy dance is done; the demi-ged is thiown 
* — apotheofis 9 beneath the man, 
n coward gloom immers'd, or fell deſpair. 1290 
Art thou yet dull enęug) datpair.to dread, 
And itartle at deſtrudion? I thou art, 
ecept a buckler. take it to the field; 
(A field of batile is this me rtal lite!) | 
When danger thrertens, lay it on thy beart; 1295 
A ſingle ſenterce proof againſt the cd; | 
* Soul, Body, fortune ! Every good pertain 
«« T9 one of theſe: but prize mt all alike ; 
% The goods of fortune th the body's health, 
% Body to foul, and foul ſubmit to God.” 13co 
Wouldſt thou build lafting happineſs? Do this, 
Th*'inveried hramd can never ſtand. 
this truth doubtſul? It outſhines the ſun; 
Nay the ſun ſhines not, but to ſhew ns thie, 


Shut, ſhut the ſhocking ſeene.g ut heaven de- 


nies 
A cover to ſuch guilt ; and fo ſhould man. 


1 When an immortal being aims at bli s, 1246 


(mile, | i, 
Hard either taſk! The moſt abandon'd own, 1315 
T hat #thers, if abandon'd, are undone : © 
Then for themſelves, the moment reaſon wakes, 
(And Providence denies it long repole) 
O bow laborious is their gaiety | 
They {carce can ſwallow their ebullient ſpleen, 1320 
Scarce muſter patier ce to ſupport the farce, _ 
And pump fad. laughter till the curtain falls, 
Searce, dil I fay ? Some, cannot fit it out; 
Oft their own daring hand» the curtain draw, 
And ſhew us what their joy, by their deſpair: 1325 
The COT hair! gor'd breaſt”! blaſphersing 
eye | 
Its impi us fury ſtill alive in death 


R axnJQdv a wit 


ith 


. 


Look round, Lorenzo! lee the reeking blade, 1236 
'Th' invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball ; 1 
The ftrangling cord and ſuffocating ſtream; 

The lvathſcme rottenneſt, and foul decays 

From raging riot {flower ſuicides!) 3 
And fride in theſe, more execrable ſtill! 1335 
Low horrid all to thought! — But horrors, thee, 
That voreh the truth; and aid my feeble ſong, 

| From vice, fer ſe, fancy, no man can be bleſt: 
Bliſs is tco great, to lodge within an hour ; 


k RV - o* wa tl. 


Duration is eſſential to the name. 


Which makes man man, anil, exercis'd aright, 

Will make him mere ; A bunteemt ay! that gives, 

Ard promi'es; that weaves, with art divine, 1345 

| The richeſt proſpect into preſent peace: | 

joy oibiticut] Jay in common held 

With thr ones etherea}, and their prezter far; 

A joy high-privileg'd from chance, time, death! 

A joy, which deatk ſhall double; jucigment uk. 
2 13 


dt ed tw. At todd ey £4. +. ket 


yy 7 ..0o ie 


Crown'd higher, and Kill higher, at each ſtage, 
Through bleſt cternity's long day: yet ſtilh, 
Not more remote from even, t han from Him, 
Whoſe laviſn hand, whoſe love ftypendony 
pours 
$5 much of Deity on guilty duſt. 1355 
Tiere, O my Lucia! may Iigeet thee there, 
Where not thy preſence can improye my bliſi 
Affects not this the fager of the cu ? 
Can yought e them, but what fools them too ? 


Frerrity, depending on an hour, 156 


9 


The Gagle leſſos of markind an carth, 1395 


Makes ſericur theory) 7 rean's wiſdow, joy, aud 
| praile, 


* 
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Nor need 22 bluſh (though ſometimes your de- 


1 -N6 ” 
May ſhun the light) at your defigns on heaven: 
dole point! where e is your blame. 365 
Are you — wiſe ?—You know you are; Yet 
ar | 


One truth, amid your numerous ſchemes, raiſlaid, | 


Or overlook'd, or thrown aſide, if ſeen, 


Our ſchemes. to plan by tir world, or the 


next, . 4 
« I; the (ole difference between wiſe and fool. 
All worthy men will weigh you in tis (cale ; 1370 
What wonder then, if they pronounce you /ig/t Þ i 
Is heir eſteem alone not worth your care? | 
Accept my ſimple ſcheme of common ſenſe : 
Thus, fave your fame, and make wv worlds your 


own. h | 
The world replies not ;---but the world fer- 


Ae; 

And puts the cauſe off to the longeſt day, 1375 
Planning evaſions for the day of dum. 
$80 far, at that're-tearing, from vedrefs, 
They then turn witneſſes againſt themſelves: 
Hear that, Lorenzo! nor be wile to-morrow. 1389 
Haſte, Haſte! A man, by nature, is in haſte; 
For who ſhall anſwer for another hour? 
'Tis highly prudent, to make one ſure friend; 
And that thou canſt not do, this fide the ſkies. 

Ye ſons of earth! (nor <v///ing to be more) 1385 


Since verſe you think from pꝛrieſteraſt ſomewhat 


free, ' — 
Thas, in an age fo gay, the Muſe plain truths 
(Truths, which, at church, you mig have heard 
in proſe) : a 
Has ventur'd into lizht ; well-pleas'd the verſe 
Should be forgot, if you the rruths retain; 1390 
And crywn her with your welfaze, not yuur 
| raiſe. | 
But {raiſe ſhe need not fear: I ſee my fate; a 
And beadlong leap, like Curtiue, down the gulph. 
Since many an ample volume, mighty tome, 
Muſt die; and die unwept; O thou minute, 1395 
Devo'ed page / go forth among thy foes ; 7 
Go nobly proud of martyrdom for truth, 
And die a double death: mankind, incens'd, . 
Denies thee long to live: nor ſhalt thon reſt 
When thou art dead; in Stygian' ſhades arraign'd 


| 1400 
By Lucifer, as traitor to his thrones _- 
And bold blaſphemer of his friend---the world; 
The world, whoſe legion s coſt him ſlender pay, 
And volunteers around his bauner farm; 
Prudeft, as Pruſſia, in her seal for Gaul! - 1405 
% Are all, then, fools?” Lorenzo cries---Yes, 


all, - ö 

But fuch as hold e dedrine (new to thee) ; 

” The mother ot true wiidom is the 2s; 

The nobleſt intelect, a fool without it. 

Wrrid-wiſdam much has done, and more may do, 
. 1410 

In arts and ſciences, in wars and peace; 

But art and ſciences, like thy wealth, will leave 


thee 
Ard make thee twice abeggtr = thy desth. 


This is the moſt r can afford; 

I <viſ.lom all ean di, ute thee wiſe.” 1415 
Nor think this cenfure is ſevere on thee ; 2 
Satan thy maſter; I dare call a dunce. e 


-. 


— 


NIGHT THE NINTH AND LAST. 


THE CONSOL ATION. 
CONTAINING, AMONG OTHER THINGS, 


I. A Ara / Survey of the Nuran! Hiaun:, 


| ) 


HUMBLY INSCRIBED 10 f 

His GRACE THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE, - 
One of His Majeſty's Principal Secretaries (f 

State. < N 


y 


| «.2..Fatis contraria fata rependens,” Vis. 


As when a traveller, a long day paſt 
In painful ſearch of what he cannot: find, 
At night's approach, content with the next cot, 
There ruminates, awhile, his labour loſt 7 ? 
Then chears his heart with what his fate af ords, 
And chaunts his ſonnet to decetve the time, 
| Till the due ſeaſon calls him to repoſe : 
Thus 1, long-travel'd in the ways of men, 
And dancing, with the reſt, the gid:ly maze, 
Where diſappointment imrles at hefe's career; 10 
Warn'd by the languor of liſe*s evening rav, 
At length have hous'd me in an humble ſhed ; 
Where, (future waudering - baniſh'd from my 
thought, - 
And waiting, patient, the ſweet hour of reſt, 
I chace the moments with a ſexious ſong. N 
Song ſo chs our pains; and age has pains to ſooth, 
When age, care, crime, and friends embrac'd 
at heaxt, x 
Torn from- my breeding breaſt and dearh's dark 
\ » | hate. | | ; 
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e, | | 
Which hovers “er me, quench th? ethereal fire; 
Canftthou, O Nigit ! indulge one labour more? 20 
One labour more indulge :! then ſleep, my rain ! 
Till, haply, weak'd by Raphael's golden lyre, 
Where night, death, age, care, cr:m?, and (or. ow, - 
ceaſe 7 i 6-44 i 
To bear a part in everlaſting lays; | 
| Thrugh far, far higher ſer, in aim, Itruſt, 25 
Symplonious to this humble prelude ere. | 
Has not the Mule aſſerted f/caſures fure, 
Like tho'e above; exploding other joys? 
Weigh what was urg d, Lorenzo! fairly weigh; 
And tell me, haſt thou caule to triumph ſtul? 30 


{ 


£2 2 


* 


(ae 


- 
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For thy renown, 't were well, was this the worſt ; 
Chance often hits it; and, to pique the more, 
Sce du/lneſs, blundering on vivacities, 
Shakes her ſage head at the calamity, 


* 
Which has expos'd, and let ber down to thee. 


But ce, aweful wiſdom ! which inſpects, p 


Diſcerns, compares, weighs, ſeparate>, infers, 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the laſt; 

How rare! in ſenates, ſynods, ſought in vaia ; 1250 
Or, if there found, tis ſacred to the fc; | 
While a lewd proſtitute to multitudes, 

Frequent, as fatal, . wi? : in civil life, a 
Wit makes an enterprilet; ferſe 2 man. ' 


Mit hates authority ; commotion loves, 1235 
And thinks herſelf the lightni 


3 you , of 5 ſtorm, 
n Hates, tis dangerous ; in reli, en, death: 
Shs}! % turn Chriſtian, when the dull believe ? 


1260 


. Senſe is our Helmet, Wit is hut the plume; 
The #/ume expoſes, tis our helmet faves. 


Cenſe is the diamond, weighty, ſolid, found ; 
When cut by it, it caſts a brighter beam; 
Vet, pit apart, it is a Jiartopd Kill. 

Wit, widow'd of prod ſenſe, is worſe than nought ; 
It hoifts more fail to run againſt a rock, 1265 


"© 


Thus, a ha/f-Cheſterfield is quite a fool ; 


| The Gagle leflog of mankind an earth, 


Whom / fools ſcorn, and bleſs their want of 
wit. 

How ruinous the rock 1 warn thee ſhun, 
Where Sirens fit, to fing thee to thy fate! 
A jy in which our reſon bears mo pant, 

Is but a ſorrow tickling, ere it ſtings, 
J-et not the cooings. of the world allure thee; 
hich of her lovers ever found her true? 


1270 


Hay] of this bad world wng little know ?--- 


And yet, we much muſt know her, to be ſafe, 1275 
To 4row the world, not leve her, is thy point; | 
She gives but little, nor that little, Tong. 
There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulſe; 

A dance of ſpirits, a mere froth of joy, 

Our ?/oug/.tlefs agitation's idle child, 

That mannles high, that ſparkles and expires, 
Leaving the foul more vapid than before. 
An animal gvation ! ſuch as bolds | 
commerce with our reafen, but ſubhſts 


1280 


On juices, through the well-ton'd tubes, well 


ſtrain'd; 
A nice machine] ſeatee ever tun d aright ; 
And when it jars---thy Sirens ſing no more, 
Thy dance is done; the demi-ged is thrown 

Short apotheofis ) beneath the man, 

n coward gloom immers'd, or fell deſpair, 
Art thou yet dull exzug} dei pair to dread, 
nd ſtartle at deſtruction? I thou art, 
ecept a byckler. take it to the field; 

(A field of batile js this me xtal lite ]) 
When danger thrertens, lay it on thy beart ; 
A ſingle ſenterce proof againſt the cd; 
* Soul, bocy, fortune ! Every good pertain 
Jo one of theſe: but prize mt all alike ; 
40 The goods of fortune th the body's health, 
% Budy to foul, and foul ſubmit to God.” Igo 
Wouldſt thau build laſting lappineſs? Do this, 
Th**inveried hramd can never ſtand. 

n rhis truth doubtful? It outſhines the fun ; 
Nay the ſun ſhines not, but to ſhew us this, 


4 


q 


1295 |] Not more remote from 


r 
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And yet---yet, what?” No news! mankind d 
v ad : N a 


mad z 
Such mighty numbers liſt agaiuſt the right, 
(And what can't numbers, when bew itch' d, at- 


chieve ? . 
They talk themſelves to ſomething like belief, 
That all earth's joys are theirs : As Athens“ fol 
. 11419 
Grinn'd from the port, on every fail his o] n.. 
They grio X but wherefore? aud how long the 
laugh! 
Half cordon; take mirth ;.and half, a lye; 
To cheat L. world, and cheat themſelves, they 
mile. | ; 
Hard either taſk! The moſt abandon'd own, 1315 
That ere, if abandon'd, are undone : * 
Then for themſelves; the moment reaſon wakes, 
(And Providence denies it long repole) 
O bow laborious is their gaiety 
They ſearee can ſwallow their ebullient ſpleen, 1320 
Scarce muſter patier ce to ſupport the farce, 
| And pump fad laughter till the curtain falls, 
Searce, dil I ſay ? Some cannot fit it out; 
Oft their own dating bande the curtain draw, 
And ſhew us kat their joy, by their deſpair: 1325 
The clotted hair! gor'd breaſt”! blaſpheming 
eye |! | Tal 
Its impi us fury ſtill alive in death 
Sbut, tht the ſhocking ſcene.---But heaven de- 


nies 
A cover to ſuch guilt ; and fo ſhould man. 


Look round, Lorenzo! lee the reeking blade, 1236 
Th' invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball; : 
The ſtrangling cord and ſuffecaring ftream ; 
The tvath{cme rottenneſe, and foul decays 
From raging riot {flower ſuicides ) ; 
And fride in the, more execrable ſtill! + 1335 
How horrid all to thouz ht !---But horrors, thee, 
That vouch the truth; and aid my feeble ſong, 
From vice, fer ſe, fancy, no man can be blett : 
Pliſs is tco great, to lodge within an hour : 
1 When an immortal being aims at bli s, 
Duration is efſenrizl to the nam e. 
O for a jay from refer ] Joy fromYhar, 
Which makes man man , antl, exercis'd aright, 
Will make him gere: A bounternts ay! that gives, 
Ard promi'es; that weaves, with art divine, 1343 
The richeſt Poe into preſent peace: 
A oy anibiticus : Jay in commim held 
With th1 ones etherea}, and their greater far; 
A joy high-privileg'd from chance, time, death ! 
A joy, which death ſhall double, ja gment 3 
* | 13 
Crown'd higher, and Kill higher, at each ſtage, 
Through bleſt crernity's long day: yet ſtilt, 
| *, than from Vin, 
Whoſe Hviſh hand, whoſe love ftypendon, 


| urs 
$5 much of Deity on guilty duſt. 135 
Tere, O my Lucia! may I rr. eet thee there, 
Where not thy preſence can improve my blik 
Affects not this the 42 the wrerld? . 
Can nought «fe them, but what feels them or 
Eternity, depending on an hour, 134 
Makes ſcricur theory); man's wider, joy, 4 
praile, - | . 


TY 
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Nor need 2 bluſh (though ſometimes your de- 
1 n f 


May ſhun the light) at your defigns on heaven: 

dole point! where over-baſ'/a/ is your blame. 365 

Are you = wiſe ?—You know you ate; Yet 
AT 3 8 ' 

One truth, amid your numerous ſchemes, miſlaid, 

Or overlouk'd, or thrown aſide, if ſeen, 


Our ſchemes. to plan by this world, or the 


next, | ' 6, 
« I; the ſole difference between wiſe and foo].” 
All evorthy men will weigh you in Hir (cale ; 1370 


What wonder then, if hey pronounce you light £ | 


Is their eſteem alone not worth your care ? 
Accept my ſimple ſcheme of common ſenſe : 


Thus, fave your fame, and make ive worlds your | 


own. 
The 2 replies not; but the world fer- 
; | 
And puts the cauſe off to the longeſt day, 1375 
Planning evaſions for the day of dum. ö 
8a far, at that re- Hearing, from vedrefs, 
They then turn witneſſes againſt themſelve:: 
Hear that, Lorenzo! nor be wile to-morrow. 1380 
Haſte, Haſte! A man, by nature, is in haſte ; 
For who ſhall anſwer for another hour? 
'Tis highly prudent, to make ene ſure friend; 
And that thou canſt not do, this ſide the ſkies. 
Ye ſons of earth ! (nor vi//ing to be more 1385 


Since verſe you think from pꝛrieſteraſt ſomewhat 


free, * ö — 
Thas, in an age ſo gay, the Me plain truths 
(Truths, which, at church, you igt have heard 
in proſe) : a 
Has ventur'd into lizht ; well-pleas'd the verſe 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain; 1390 
crown | her with your welfare, not yuur 
| raiſe. 
But {raiſe ſhe need not fear : I ſee my fate; f 
And headlong leap,” like Cuntius, down the gulph. 
Since many an ample volume, mighty teme, 
Muſt die; and die unwept; O thou minute, 1395 
Devoted page ! go forth among thy foes ; | 
Go nobly proud of martyrdom for truth, 
And die a double death: mankind, incens'd, . 
Denies thee lng to live: nor ſhalt thon reſt __. 
When thou art dead; in Stygian' ſhades arraign'd 


( 1400 
By Lucifer, as traitor to his thrones .- 
And bold blaphemer of his friend---the world; 
The world, whoſe lezice 4 coſt him ſlender paß, 
And volunteers around his bauner farm ; 
Prydetit, as Pruſſia, in her zeal fpr Gaul! 1405 
Are all, then, fools ?” Lorenzo cries---Yes, 


all, FX 

But ſuch as hold tie doGirine (new to thee) ; 
” The mother of true wiſdom is the 2; 
The nableſt inzeledt, a fool without it. 
W:rid-viflom much has done, and more may do, 

| 1410 
In arts and ſciences, in wars and peace; 
But art and ſciences, like thy wealth, will leave 


; thee 
Ard make thee twice a beggur a thy deb. 


& 


This is the mot indulgence can afford ;--- 


Nor think this cenfure is ſevere on thee ; 
Satan thy maſter; I dare call a dunce. 
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THE CONSOLATION, 
» N 8 * : 
CONTAINING, AMONG OTHER THINGS, 


I. A Moral Survey of the Nodturnal Heaague, 
II. A Nigat-dddreſs to the DEITY. | 


HUMBLY INSCRIBED T0 


; 


As whe | 1 
n a traveller, a long day 
In painful ſearch of what ag Fn ov 
At night's approach, content with the next cot, 
There ruminates, awhile, his labour loſt 7 ; 
Then chears his heart with what his fate af ords, 
| And chaunts his ſonnet to decetve the time, 
| Till the due ſeaſon calls him to repole ; 
Thus 1, long-travel'd in the ways of men, 
And dancing, with the reſt, the ziddy maze, 
Where diſapfeintment ſmtles at hefe's career; 10 
Warn'd by the languor of liſe*s evening rav, 
At length have hous'd me in an humble ſhed ; 
Where, future wandering - baniſh'd frum my 
thought, - 

And waiting, patient, the ſweet hour of reſt, 
I chace the moments with a !erious ſong. ; 
Song ſo ths our pains; and age has pains to ſooth, 

When age, care, erime, 

at heart, 


Which hovers »'er me, quench th? ethereal fire ; | 
One labour more indalge ! then fleep, my [rain ! 
Tin, haply, weak'd by RaphaeP's golden lyre, 

To bear a part in-everlaſting lays ; 

Symplonious to this humble prelude here. 


Has not the Mule aſſerted t leafures fure, 
Like tho'e above ; exploding other joys? 


. 


' Ge 


” Thy wviſ/om all can do, but---make thee wiſe.” 1415. 
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His GRACE THE DUKE OF NEWCASTLE, 
One of His Majeſty's Principal Secretaries " Ad 
| State. < | 


-Fatis contraria fata rependens,” VII G. 
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and friends embrac'd 
Torn from my breeding breaſt and death's dark 


Canftthou, O Night ! indulge one labour more? 20 


I ceaſe 7 * wy. 4 
F 


| Thrugh far, far higher ſer, in aim, Itruſt, 25 


Weigh what was urg'd, Lorenzo! fairly weigh ; | 
And tell me, haſt thou caule to triumph ſtul ? 36 
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biok, chou witt forbear A boa ſt ſo bold. 
ut if, beneath the favour of miſtake, 
by ſmile*s-fancete; not more fincere can be 
renzo's ſmile, than my compaſſion for kin. 
The fick in dec, call fof aid ; the fick 


n mind are covetons of more diiezle; . 


35 From human mould we re 


- 
— . 
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Lofenzo ! ſuch the glories of the world? of 


| What is the world itielf? Thy world---2 grave. 
Where ls the duſt that has not been alive? 

. The ipade, the plouꝑ h, diſturb our anceſtors ; 

our daily bread. 

; The globe are earth's hollow ſurface ſhakes, g5 


| 


And when at <wr/4, they dream them'elves quite And is the cieling of her fleeping ſons, 


du. 


5 — diſeas'd, is half our cute. 
en nature s bluſh by cu/fem is wip'd off, - 
And conicienee, deaden'd by repeated ſtrokes, 40 
Has into manners naturaltz'd dur crimes, 
The curſe of curſes js, our curie to love; 
© trivtoph in the blatknels ol out guilt 
As Indians glory in the deepeſt jet), 
And throw aſide our fenfer with our frare, 45 
But grant no guilt, no ſhame, no leaſt alloy; 
ra by and glory quite unſully'd ſhone ; 


Ct 
: Vet, ſtill, it ill deſerves Lorenzo's heart. | 


0 joy, no ghery, glitters in thy fght, 
Wit, througH the thin partition of an hour, 50 
T ſee its ables wove by dei; 

nd that in fortow bury'd; tir, in ſhame ; 

Vhile howling feres ring the doletul knell ; 
And cenſcience, row fo ſoſt thou ſcarce vanſt 

bear 8 | : 
Her whiſper, echoes Her eternal peal. —_— 
Where, the prime afurs ot the laſt hear s 


. 


ſcenes ; ' 4 
rpeir port 16 proud, cheir buſkin, and their 
ume? 
ow many ſeep, who kept the world awake 
Vith luſtre, and with noi.e! has death prov 
claim'd | 
A truce, and hung his ſated larce on hich? 60 
Tis brandiſh'd ft ; nor ſhall the freſent year 
e more teteĩous of het human leaf, 
Or ſpree of feeble life a thirder talk , 
Dut needleſs ent, to wak the thought 3 
Lie“. gave/t ſeenes ſpeak man's mortality ; '65 
Thoueh in a ſtyle more Rorid, full as plain, | 
A) mnuufsleums, rams, aud Tombs 
What are our nobleſt ornaments, but deaths 
Tarn'd fatterers of life, in pant or marble, _ 
e well-ſtain'd canvas, or the ſeatur'd ſtone? 70 
ur fathers grace, or rather haunt, the ſcene, | 
& peoples her pavilion from the dead. 
« Frefe/t di ver ſons Cannot theſe eſcape ?”' 
i from it: theſe preſent us with a ſhroud; 
ud talk of death, like garlands o'er a grave. 75 
s fame bold plunderers, for bury'd wealth, 
ranſack tombs for ie; from the duſt 
Vall up the fleeping hero; bid him tread 
The. ſcene for but aruſemtnt: how Hke gde 
We bt; and, wript in immortality, 80 
* generous tears on wretches born to die; 
Leir fate deploting, to forget r ] 
What all the pomps and triumphs of our; 
Te ves, 
Fan Ges in Vioffom ? Our lean (oil, [ 
uxuriant grown, and rank in vanities, 85 
rom friends interid beneath; a rich manure 


Yee other worms, we banquet on the dead; 
ike other worms, Mall we crawl on, nor 


| know & © 6 . 
Ter preſem frailties, or approaching fate ? 


5 


4 


| OY 


b 


| 


O'er devaſtation we blind revels keep; 

W Pole bory'd towns ſupport the dancer's heel. 
The meijt of human frame the ſun exhales; . 
Winds ſcatter through the mighty void the ; 


| 100 

Earth repofſeſſes part of what ſhe gave, 

And the freed fpirit mounts on wings of fire; 

Each element partake our fcatter'd ſpoils; 

A+ nature, wide, our T1ins ſpread . man's death 

Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 103 
Nor man #lvre ; his breathing buſt expires, 

His tumb is mortal ; empires die: where now, 

1 he Roman? Greek ? They ſtalk, an empty natne ! 

Yet few regard them in this uſeful licht; 


thought, ; 
That loves to wander in thy ſunlefs realme, 
O death ! I ſtreteh my view: what viſions riſe” 
What trinmphs ! tojls imperial! arts divir 
In wither u laurels g)/de before my fight | 
With human agitation, roll along N 
In un ubſtantial images of air! 
The melancholy whyſt: of dear renown. 
Whi pering faint echoes of the world's aps 
planſe, * | | 120 
With penitential aſpect, * taey paſs, 
All point at earth, and hiſs at human pride, 


um 


wreak, 
But, O Lorenzo far the reſt above, 


4 Of gba! ly hav ure, and enormovs fire, * 


125 
One form aſiaults my fight, and hills my bloed, 
And ſhabh us my frame, Of ene departed world 
I lee the mighty ſhadow : oozy wreath 
And diſmal ſea-weed crown het: 0'er her urn 
Reclin'd, ſhe weeps her defolated realms, 
And bloated fons; arid, weepine, propbeſies 
Arotfer's diſſolution, ſoon, in flures. 
But, like Caſſandia, propheſies n van: 
In vain, to many; not, I truſt, to thee. 
For, know” . 
now, : 
The great decree, the coun'®! of the {kies? 
Deluge and cunflagratien, dreadful powers 
Prime miniſters of vengeance ! chain'd in caves 
Diſtinct, apart the giant furies roar ; 


139 


In mutual corflict would they rife, and wage 
Eternal war, till «ne wa, quite devour'd. 

But not for tis, crdain'd their boundleſs rage; 
| When heaven's inferior inftraments of wrath, 
War, famine, fe/tilence, are found too weak 


185 


To [courge a world for her enormous crimes, , 
Ts are let looſe, alternate: down they rvſh, 
Swift and tempeſtuous, from th? eternal throne, 


1d ._ 


With irrefiſtible commiſhon arm'd, 
The world, in vain corrected, te deſtroy, 
And-eale creation of the ſhocking (cents 


Though half our learning is their epitaph. 1 
When. down thy vale, utluck's by midnight 


* 


The wiidom of the fe, and prancings of the 


thou not, or art thou lth te 


Apart; or, ſuch their horrid rage for ruin, * 146 


- 
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Seeſ! thou, Loyenzo ! what depends en man? 


The fate'of nature; as for man, her birch, 


Eurtꝭ's actors change earth's tranſitory ſcenes, 


"And make creation groan with human guilt, 


155 


How maſt it groan, in a new deluge whelm'd, 


But not of waters] at the deſtir*d hour, 


By che loud trumpet ſummonꝰ d to the charge, 


See, all the formidable ſons of fire, 


Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightaings, play 
1 


Their various engines ; all at once diſgorge 


Their blaziug magazines; and take, by orm, 


This poor terreſtrial citadel of man. 


Amazing period! when each mquntain-height 


Out-burns Veſuvius ; rocks eternal pour 


Stars ruſh ; and final ruin fiercely drives 
Her plowſhare 0'er creation - -While aloft, 
More than aſtoniſhment ! if more can be ! 
Far other firmament than e'er was ſeen, 


Stars animate, that govern theſe of fire ; 

Far other un A ſun, O how unlike 

The Babe at Bethlem ) how unlike the Man, 
That groan'd on Calvary Vet He it is; 


170 
Than e'er was thought by man ! far other Har- 


- 


175 


That man of lorrows ! O bow chang'd ! what 


In grandeur terrible, all heaven deſcends ! 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 
Avwift archangel, with his golden wing, 
As blots and clouds, that darken and diſgrace 
The ſcene divine, ſweeps ars and ſuns aſide. 


180 


And now, all droſs reo d, heaven's own pure 


ay, | 
Fell on the confines of our æther, flames. 


While (dreadful contraft ) far, how far beneath 


Hell, burſting, belches forth her blazing ſeas, 185 


And Norms ſulphureous ; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 
Lorenzo ! welcome to this ſcene ; the laſt 


In nature's courſe; the firſt in wiſdom?s thought, 
Thi: ſtrikes, If aught can ſtrike thee ; is awakes 


p 1 
The moſt ſupine ; His ſnatches man from 4 


Rouſe, rouſe, Lorenzo, then, and follow me, 


ad my inſpi ration in my theme; 
The grandeur of my ſubiect is my Muſs, 


195 


At vudright, when mankind is wrapt in fracr, 


And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams; 


"Provide more firm ſupport, or fink for ever! 
too late 


When conſternation turns the good man pale 


And an ecernity, the date of Gods, 


- | Deſcended on poor earth-created man! 


| Great day of dread, deciſion, and deſpair ! 
Ar thought of thee, each ſublunary with 


165 | Lets go its eager graſp, and drops the world; 
Their melted mals, as rivers once they pour d; 


And catches at each reed of bope in heaven. 


Lorenzo! no; us here ; it is begun ; -- 

Already is begun the grand aſſize, 

In thee, in all: conſcience ſcales _ 

The dread tribnnal, and foreſtalls our doom ; 
Foreſtalls ; and, by foreftalling, proves it fare. 230 
Why on himſelf ſhould man void judgment paſs 

Is idle nature laughing at her ſons? _ 
Who conſcience ſent, her ſentence will ſupport, 
And God above aſſert that God in man. _ * 


r 


. 


Heaven opens in their boſums: but, how rare, 
Ah me ! that magnanimity, how rare ! 


Who dares to meet his naked heart alone; 

Who hears intrepid, the full charge it brings, 440 
Refolv'd to filence future murmurs there? 

The coward flies; and, flying, is undone. 


Thinks, but thinks Mlightly ; aſks, but fears to 
ew; 
Aſks, © What is truth d with Pilate; and re- 


Aſylum fad ! from reaſon, hope, and herven !: . 

Shall all, but man, look Gut with ardent eye, 

For that great day, which was ordain'd fer man? 
O day of conſummation! mark ſupreme 250 


| (If men are wife) of human thouvhs! nor leaſt, * 
Where truth, the moſt mornentov* man can hear, | Or in the fight of angels, or their King! 
Loud calls my foul, and ardour wings her flight. 


Angels, whoſe radiant circles, height oer height, 
Order o'er order, riſing, blaze o'er blaze, 

As in a theatre, ſurround this ſcene, 15 
Intent on man, and anxious for his tate. 

Angeli look out for thee ; for thee, their Lord, 


"give more dread to man's muſt dreadful hour, } To vindicate his glory: and for thee, 
midnight, 'tis pre um'd, this pomp will burſt 


From tenfold darkneſs; ſudden as the ſpark 


200 4 To di Anvolve the ral world, art give 266 


m ſmitten ſteel; from nitrous grain, the blaze, 


» ſtarting from his couch, mall tleep 
more! 


The day is broke, which. never more ſhall cloſe! I All nature, like an earthquake, trembliag round} 


Above, around, beneath, amazement all! 
mor and glory join'd in their extreme: ! 
Our God in grandeur, and our cr on fire! 
Kl nature ſtruggling in the pangs of death! 
| thou nut hear her? Doſt thou not deplore 


20 


205 


ſtrong eonvul ſionꝰ, and her final groan? 210 


F 


Creation univerial calls aloud, 


Tu nature's renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone, whoſe fate, whole final fate, 
Hangs en that hour, e<clude it from his thought? 
I think of nothing ele J fee! I feel it! 


| 265 
All Deities, like ſummer's ſwarms, on wing !. 
All brſking in the full merian blaze! 

I ſee the Judge enthron'd ! the fliming guard! 
The volume open'd ! vpen'd every heart! 

A ſun beam poimiut out cachſec ret tought 220 


| Where are che now? Ab rhe! the ground is gone, 
On which we ſtood ; Lorenzo! while thou may'ft, 


Where? How ! From whence ? Vain hope! It js 
Where, where, for ſhelter, ſhall the guilty 1 1 Is 

Great day! for” which all other days were 
From O's pra roſe from chavi, wan from earth; 


At thought of thee i and art thou abſent then? 225 


Thrice happy they! that enter new the court 231 


What hero, like the man who ſtands himſelf; * : 
(Art thou a coward? No:) The coward flie; 


tires; 245 
Diſſilves the court, and mingles with the throng; 
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No pa: ron] intereeſſor none ! no paſt | 8 region! there to mark th' event 
The tweet, the clement, mediatorial hour ! that great drama, whoſe preceding ſcenes 330 
For guilt no plea ! to pal, no pauſe ! no bound ! | Detain'd them cloſe ſpeQators, through a length 
Inexorable, all! and all, extreme Of ages, ripening to this grand reſult; a F 
Nor man alone; the foe of God and man, 275 , as yet unnumber'd, but by God; þ 
From his dark den, blaſpheming, drags hischain, ho now pronouneing ſentence, vindicates þ 
1 And rears his brazen front, with thunder ſcatr'd: e Tights of virtue, and his own renown, 33y 1 
=_. Receives his ſentence, and begin- his hell. | Eternity, the various ſentence paſt, , F 
"All vengeance faſt, now, ſeems abundant grace: Aſfigns the ſever'd throng diſtin abodes, 0 
Like meteors in a ſtormy ſky, bow roll N Svlphureous, or ambroſial: What enſues > * * E 
His baleſul eyes; be curſes whom he dreads; The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds! | 0 
And deemgit the firſt moment of his fall. Whick makes a hell of hell, a heaven of heaven; A 
*Tis preſent to tny thought — and yet where] =D c 8240 L 
is it? | The Goddeſs, with determin'd aſpect, turns B 
Angel: can't tell me; angels cannot gueſs I Her adamantine key's enormous fize þ 
The period ; from created beings lock d 235 2 deſtiny's inextricable wards, x 
In darkfieſs. But the proceſs, and the place, f pep riving every bolt, on both their fatee. j 
Are leſs ob[cure ; for thele may man enquire. _ | en, from the cryſtal battlements of heaven, 345 
Say, thou great cloſe f human hopes and fears! _ | Down, down, ſhe hurts it through the dark pio- A 
Great key of hearts ! great finiſher of fates.! ound, : Hi 
Great end ! and great beginning ! ſay, Where art] Ten thouſand thouſand fathorn ; there to ruſt, 
thou? 5 And ne'er unlock her reſolution more. Fl 
Art chou in ine, or in eternity? 0 The deep reſounds; and hell, through all her # 
Nor in eternity, nor time, 1 find thee. | | glooms, | A: 
Theſe; as two monarchs, on their borders meet, | Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. 355 He 
—_CMonarchs of all elaps'd, or unarriv'd !) - I O how unlike the chorus of the ſkies! “ | Ar 
As in debate, how beſt their powers ally d, 295 O how unlike thoſe ſhouts of joy, that ſhake _ Th 
May ſwell the grandeur, or Aebarge the wrath, | The whole ethereal! How the concave rings? An 
Of Him, whom both their monarchies obey, Nor ſtrange ! when deities their voice exalt ; An 
Time, this faſt fabric for him buik (and doom'd Sod louder far, than when creation roſe, 384 
With him to fall) new burſting o'er his head; o ſee creation's godlike aim, and end, Ho 
His lamp, the ſun, extinguiſh'd ; from beneath 300] So well accompliſh'd! fo divinely clas d! Ay 
be frown of hideous darknels, calls his ſons To ſee the mighty dramatift's laſt aft Wi 
From their long ſlumber ; from canth's heaving] {As meet) in glory riſing o'er the reſt. Non 
4 womb, No fancy'd God, a God dd, deſcends, 350 WI 
To ſecand birth ! contemporaty throng ! To ſolve all Arete; to ſtrike the moral home; Sor 
Rous'd at One call, upſtatted from One bed, | To.throw full day on darkeſt ſcenes of time; Y 
Preſt in One croud, appall'd with One amaze, 305 To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the 
He turns them o'er, Eternity / to thee. | whole. es 2 Pref 
Then (as a king depos'd diſdains to live) Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praiſe, ' The 
He falls on his own ſeythe ; nor falls a/ore ; The charm'd ſpeftators thunder their applauſe! And 
His greateſt foe falls with him, Time, and he 8 365 Loo 
Who murder'd all Timg's off:pring, Death, ex- And the vaſt void beyond, applauſe refounds. 
pire. 310| Mat thenam It. 1 Un 
Time was ! Eternity now reigns alone! | Amidf applauding worlds, Ing 
Avweful Eternity! offeyded queen! And worlds celeſtial, is their found on earth, Age 
And her reſentmet to mankind, how juſt! A peeviſh, diſſonant, rebellious ſtring, NN New 
With kind intent, ſoliciting acceſs, . . 4 Which jars on the grand chorus, and c 11 Whi 
_ How often has ſhe kreck'd at human hearts! 315 | Cenſure on thee, Lorenzo! I ſuſpend, ; 
Rich to repay their hoſpitality, | And turn it on e; how greatly due! Shall 
© How often call d! and with the voice of Cod! | All, all is right; by God ordain'd or done; And 
Yet bore repulſe, excluded as a cheat And who, but God, reſum'd the friends He And 
A dream! while fouleſt foes found welcome gave . 375 Mad, 
| _ » there! And have I been com?luinirg, then, ſo long? — 
A dream, a cheat, , all things, but Aer ſmile.] Comf laining of his faveurr, fais, and death? ; p he 
| 5 2 ꝗ2c] Who, without pain's advice, would e er be bool : fall 
For, lo! her twice ten thouſand gates thrown] Who, without dearh, but would be gocd in vain * — 
| wide, | Pain is to fave from pain; all puniſhment, ! 8 ith 
As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole, I To make for peace; and death to ſave from death; — 
Wi banners ſtreiming as the comer's blaze, And ſecond death, to guard immortal life ; - Me 
And elaritne, iovder than the deep in ſtorms, - To tauſe the careleſs, the pre umpruvus awe, ow 
S. morous as immortal breath can blaw, 325 | And turn the tide of ſouls another Boris ; TY 
Pour forth their my1iads, putentates, and powers, | By the ſame tenderneſs div. ne ordait d, ' 35 F 
2 light, of dark neſo; in a middle field, z That planted Eden, and tigh-bluom d for mau, * wh 
ide, as creation f pogulous, as wide! 770 A fairer Eden, endle!*, in the fries 


354 
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Henvea gives us friends to bleſs the preſent. 


Reſumes them, to prepare us for the »ex7. 
All evils natural are mara goods; + 390 
All diſcipline, indulgence, on the whole. | 
Nor are unhappy ; all have cauſe to ſmile, 
But ſuch as to theraſelves that cauſe deny. 
Our faulte are at the bottom of our pains ; 
Error, in ads, or juagment, is the fource - 395 
Of endleſs Gghs: We fin, or we miſtake ; 
And natzre tax, when falſe 6pinion Rings. 
Let impious grief be baniſh'd, joy indulg'd ; 
But chiefly en, when grief puts in her claim, 
oy from the jcyour, frequently betrays, 400 
lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 9 

por amidft :/{s, corroborates, exalts ; Ext 

is joy and conqueſt ; joy, and virtue too. 
A noble fortirude in i//x, delight; ; 
Heaven, earth, ourſelyes; tis duty, glory, 


ce, 405 
A fiction you good man's ſhining ſcene; 
Pr:ſperity conceals His brighteſt ray; 
As night to ſtars, we luſtre gives to man. 
Heroes in battle, pilots in the ſtorm, 8 5 
And vittue in calamities, admire 410 
The crown of manhood in a winter-joy ; - 
An evergreen, that ſtands the Northern blaſt, 
And blofloms in the rigout of our fate. 

'Tis a prime part of happineſs, to know _- 
How much unhappineſs m prove our lot; 415 
A part which few poſſeſs! III pay life's tax, 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour, + 


Nor think it milery to be a mar ; 


Who thinks 17 1, ſhall never be a God. a 
Some ills we wiſh for, when we wiſh to live. 420 
What ſpoke proud paſſion f- + Wiſh my be- 
ing loſt?“ wh, 
Preſumptuous ! blaſphemous ! abſurd ! and falſe! 
The triumph of my. foul is---That Ian; . 
And therefore that I may e- Lotenzo! 
Look inward, and look deep; and deeper till; 


425 
Unfathomably deep our treaſure runs 
In golden veins, through all eternity 
Ates, and ages, and 1ucceeding ſtill 
New ages, where the phantom of an hour, 
Which egurts, each night, dull lumber, for re- 


| pair, 430 

Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praiſe. 

And fly through infinite, and all unlock; 

And (if deſerv'd) by heaven's redundant love, 

Made half-adorable itſelf, adore; 7 | 

And find, in adoration; endle(s jay! 435 

Where thou, not maſter of a moment here, 

Prail as the flower, and fleeting as the gale, - 

May'ſt boaſt a ee eternity, enrich'd 

With all a ind Omnipetence can pour. 

Snce Adam fell, no mortal, uni nipir'd. 440 
u evet yet cynceiv'd, or ever ſhall, 

How kind is God, bow great (if goed) is Man. 
o man — largely from heaven's love can 

X what is hop'd he labeurs to ſccurr. 
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Join heaven's ſweet ba'lelujahs in thy praiſe, 
' Great Source of god alent How kind 

In vengeance kind! pain, death, gehenna, Save. 480 
| - Thus, in thy world material, Mighty Ming? 
Not that alone which ſe/aces, and ſoines, 

1 | 
The winter is as necdfu} as the ſpring ;_ | 
The thunder, as the ſun; a ſtagnate maſ 485 
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Yu | 
It arme none :--A/!-gracious none from 
Mee: 7 [ 


From an full many! numerous is the race 
Of blackeſt ills, and thoſe immortal too, 
Begot by madneſs on fair liberty; | 


Heaven's danghter, hell-debaoch'd !- key hand 


alone f 
Unlocks deſtruction to the ſons of men, 480 
Firſt barr'd by thine: high-wall'd wich — 


mant A 

Guarded with terror reaching to this world, 

And cover'd with the chunders of thy law; 

Whole 2 are mercies,, whole injunQiong, 
guides, . VP 

Aſſiſting, not reſtraining, reaſon's choice; 

Whoſe ſanctions, — / 5; reſults _ 8 


From nature's courſe, indulgently reveal d; „ 


If unreveal'd, more dangerous, nor leſs ſure. 
Thus, an indulgent father warns his ſons, . 
Do this; fly that nor always tells the cauſe; 


Pleas'd to reward, as duty to his will, 

A conduQt needful to theix own repbſe. 3 
Great God of wonders ! (if, thy love U 
Avght elſe the name of wonderful retains) 
What rocks are tkeſe, on which to build our truſt! 


| 46s 
Thy ways admit no blemiſh; none I find; _ 


Or this alone That none is ta be ound. 


Not one, to ſoften cenſure's hardy crime; 

Not one, to palliate peeviſh grief's eee 

ee like a „ murmuring from the duſt, 455 
res into judgment call udge.— Supreme! 

For all l bleſs thee 4 — the ſevere x | 

* Her death 2wn at hand---the fiery gulph, + 

That flaming bound of wrath omaipocent ! 


It ſt rengthen what it ſtrikes; its whuleſome 
Averts the dreaded 


It thunders ;--«hat it thunders to preſerve; 47 
4 24 


in; its hideous groans 


in all! 


The rezg+ and-gloemy, challenges our praiſe, 


Of vapours. breeds a peſtilential air: 


Nor more propitious the Fayonian breeage 
| F Tonature's health, than puriiying RKorras ; 


The dread Volcapo miniſters to good. 
Is ſmother'd flames might undermiae the world. 


Loud tnas ſulminate in love to man; © 
Comets good omens are, when duly ſcann'd; 
And, in their uſe, ecli#ſes learn to ſhine. 

Man is veſpunſible for i/ls redeiv d; 


: * 


Thoſe we call wre/ched are a choſen band, 


10 I'd to refuge in the right, for peace. 


Amid my liſt of bleſſings infinite, F 


Stand this the foremoſt. © That my heart has bled,” 


'Tis beaven's laſt effort of good-will tn man; | | 
When fan can't bleſs, heaven quits us. in de pair. 
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46> 
Who fails to grieve, when Juſt occaſion calls, 
Or grieves too much, deſerves not to be bleſt; 
 Inbuman, or effeminate, bis heart; 
| Reaſen abſolves the grief, which reaſon ends. 
May bea ven ne er truſt my friend with happineſs, 505 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well, 
By previous pain; and made it. ſafe to ſmile! 
Sued (miles are mine, and ſuc may they remain; 
Nor hazard their extinctions, from exceſs. 
My change of keart a change of /y/e dernands; 510 
Contolation cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a convert of my guilty ſong, © 
And when o'erlabour'd, and inclin'd to breaths, 
A panting traveller ſome riſing ground, 
Some {mall aſcent, has gain d, he turns him 


N 6 round, g 315 
And meafures with his eye the various vales, 

The fields, woods, meads, and rivers, he has paſt ; 

And, ſatiate of his journey, thinks of home, 

Endear*'d by diſtance, nor affe&s more roil; 

Thus I, though ſmall, indeed, is that aſcent 2 

The Muſe has gain'd, review the paths ſhe trod; 

Various, extenfive, beaten but by view ; 

I conſcious of her prudence in repoſe, 

Pault ; and with pleaſure meditate an end, 
Though ftill remote; fo ſrultful is my theme, 325 
Through many a field of ral, and divine, 

The Muſe has ftray*d ; and much of ferrow ſeen 
In human ways: and much of falſe and vain; 
2 * on this bad * can mils. 
er frignde deceas'd full heartily the wept; 530 
Of 70 drvine the wonders ſhe di pd, : 
Prov'd man immortal; ſhew'd the ſourre of joy ; 
The grand tribunal raig'd ; aſſign d the bounds 
Of human rid in few, to elo e the whole, 
The ol Muſe has ſhadow'd cot a ſketch, 535 
Though not in form, nor with a Raphazl- ſtroke, 
Of mo/t our weak neſs needs believe, or do, . 
TP this our land of travel and of hope, - 
or pesce on earth, or N of the Hie, 
- What then remains? Much! much! a mighty 


£ debt 

To be —_— ; theſe thoughts, O Night! are 
mine; : 

From thee they came, like lovers ſecret ſighs, 

While others eve: So Cynthia (poet feign) 

In thadows veil'd, ſoft ſliding from ber ſphere, 

Her ſhepherd chear'd ; of her enamouz 4 leſs, 545 

Than I of thee.—Acd art thou ſtill unſung, 

Beneath whoſe brow, and by whoſe aid, I fing? 

Immortal filence ! where ſhall 1 begin? 

Where end? Or how ſteal cuſie from the ſpheres, 


To ſooth their goddeſs? 
- 7 CEE O majeſtic Night ! 


Nature's great anceſtor ! day's elder-born ! 

And fated to furvive the tranſient fun ! 

By mortals, and immortals, ſeen with awe! 

A ſtarry crown thy raven brow adorns, $55 
An azure zone thy waiſt ; clouds, in heaven's loom 
Wrooght through varieties of ſhape and ſhade, 
In ample folds of drapery divine, | | 


Thy owing mantle form; and heaven through- 


Gur, / 
VYolumineuſly pour thy pompous train. 
Thy gloumy grandeure nature molt auguſt, 


Tapia pet !) Skiq a grateful verſe , 
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And' like a ſable curtain ftatt'd with god. 
Drawn o'er my labour: paſt, ſhall cloſe the ſcene, 
And what, O man ! 0 worthy to be ſung ? ö 
What more prepares us for the lungs of heaven? 
Creation, of are els is the theme 
What, to be ſong, © needful ? What fo well 
Celeſtial j. ys prepare us to ſuſtain ? | 
Theloul of man, His face deſign'd to ſee - 570 
Vas gave theſe wonders to be ſeen by man, | 
Has here a previous ſcene of objects great, 
oP which to dwell ; to ſtretch to that expanſe 
thought, to rite to that exalted height 
2 — to contrast that 2 
give her whole capacities that ſtrength, 
Which beſt may qualify 4 for final joy. 
The more our ipirits are enlarg d on earth, 
The deeper draugbt ſhall they receive of keaver, - 
Heaven's King ! whole face unveil'd cunſum- 
mates bliſs; 
Redundant bliſs ; which fills thatmighty void, 
| The whole creation leaves in human beats 
Thou, who didſt toueh the lip of Jeſſe's ſon, 
Rapt in ſweet contemplation of theſe fires, - 
And ſet his harp in concert with the ſpheres; 535 
While of thy works materia/the Supreme | 
I dare attempt, aſſiſt my daripg ſung, 
Looſe me from earth's incloſire, from the fun's 
Contradted circle ſet my heart at large; 
Eliminate my tpirix, give it range 590 
Through provinces of thought yet unexplor'd; 
Teach me, by this ſtupendous ſcaffolding, 
Creation's golden fieps, to elimb to Thee. 
each me with art great nature to control, 
Aud ſpread a luſtre oder the ſhades of night. 
Feel I thy kind aſſent? and ſhall the ſun 
Be ſeen at ridnig/tt, riſing in my fong>} -— 
Lorenzo! come, and warm thee: thou whoſe 


| 


' J heart, y 


| 


\ Whoſe little heart, is moor'd within a pook 

Of this obſcure terreſtrial, anchor weigh, © 60 
Another ocean calls, a nob/er port; | 

I ara thy pilot, I thy proſperous gale. 

Gainful thy voyage through yon azure main; 
Main, without tempeſt; pirate, rock, or ſhore ; 
And whence thou may K import eternal wealth ; 


And leave to beggar'd minds the pegr/ and gol. 
Thy travels doit thou boaſt o'er foreign realms ? 
Thou / ranger to the world / thy tour d; 
Thy tour through nature's univerſal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at large, 614 
On ſoaring fouls, that fail among the ſpheres ; * 
And man bow purblind, ifunknowa the whole! 

W ho citcles ſpacious earth, tden travels Are, 

Shall own, he never was from horze before ! | 
Come, my * Prometheus, frgtn thy pviuted wm 


Of falſe ambition ifunchain'd, we'll mount; 

We'll, innecently, ſteal celeſtial fire, 

And kindle our devtion at the /ftars ; 

A theft, that ſhall not chain, but let thee free. 
Above our atmoſphere's inteftine aps, 

MNin's fountain-head, the magazine of bail; - 
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Of al moſt every vice; but chiefly Tine; 


ln thy nocturnal rove, one moment halt, 


* 


Above the northern neſts of feather'd ſnows, 
" he brew of thunders, and the flaming forge - 
That forms the crooked lightning ; ab ve the 
caves 625 
Where infant tempeſts wait their growing wings, 
And tune their tender voices to that roar, 
Which ſoon, perhaps, ſhall ſhake a guilty world; 
Above milcouſtrued omens of the ſky, 
Far-travei'd comets* calculated blaze; 
Elance thy thought, and think of more th 
man, 630 
Thy foul, tiil now, contracted, wither'd, ſhrunk, 
Blighted by blaſts of earth's unwhi)l ume air, 
Will bloſſom ere; ſpread all her faculties 
To thele brizht ardours ; every power unfold, 
And rite iuto ſublimities of thought. 
Stars teach, as well as ſhine. At nature's birth, 
Hus their commiſſion ran-- --** Be kind to mu. 
Where art thou, poor benighted traveller 
The Start will light thee; . though the Mean 
ſhould fail. N | 
Where are thou, more benighted ! more al- 
tray 6 
In ways immortal? The Star, call thee back; 
And, if obey'd their eourlel, ſet thee right | 
This prolpe& vaſt, what is it?---Weigh'd 
aright | 
'Tis nature's ſyſtem of divinity, 
And every ſtudent of the Night inſpires, 645 
Tis elder Scripture, writ by God's own hand ; 
Scripture authentic! uncorrupt by man. 
Lorenzo t with my Radius (the rich giſt 
Of thought n-cturnal,!) I'll point ont to thee 
Its various leſſons ; ſome may furpnize 650 
An un-adept in myſteries of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, expected in ker ichool, 
Nor thought to grow on planet, or on ſtar. 
Bulls, lions, ſcorpions, monſters here we feign ; 
OQurielves more monſtrous, not to ſee what 
here 655 
Exiſts mdced :---a lectute to mankind, 
What read we /icre?----Th? exiſtence of a 
God ? 
Ves, and of other beings, man above; 
Natives of tber l Sons of higher climes | 
And, what may move Lorenzo's wonder more, 
Lternity is written in the ſkies, _ | 
And whoſe eternity ?---Lorenzo ! Tire; 
Markind's eternity, Nor Faith alone, 
Virtue grows here; here ſprings the ſovereign 


cure 
665 
Wrath, Pride, Ambitiou, and impure De ſire. 
Lorenzo! Thou canft wake at midoight too, 

Though not on Meral bent: Ambition, Pleaſure ! | 
Thoſe tyrants I for Thee fo * lately fought, 
Aﬀord their harraſo'd ſlaves but ſlender reſt. 670 
Thou to whom midnight is immoral noon, 

the ſun's noon-tide blaze, prime dawn of 


day a7 c 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime, 


ommencing one of cur Antifedes ! 


675 
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Twixt ſtage and ſtage, of riot, and cabal; 
And lift thine eye, (if bold an eye to lift, _, 
If bold to mcet the face of injur'd heaven) 
To yonder ſtars ; For other ends they ſhine, 
Than to light revellers from ſhame to ſhame, 680 
And, thus, be made accomplices in guilt. 
” Why from yon arch, that infinite of ip: ce, 
With infinite of lucid orbs replete, 1 
W hich ſet the living firmament on fire, | 
At the firſt glance, in ſuch an overwhelm 683 
Of wonderful, on man's aſtoniſh'd ſight, 5 | 
Ruſhes omnipotence? To curb our pride; ; ; 7 
Oor reaſen ronſe, and lead it to that power, a 
Whoſe love lets down . theſe filver chains of 


light ; | 0 5 
To draw up man's ambition to himſelf, 690 
affect ian to his throne, | 4 


41 
\ 


And bind our ce 

| Thus the three viztues, leaſt alive on earth, __. 

And 3 on heaven's coaſt with moſt ap- . | ! 

\ plauſe | | g 

An humble, dure, and heavenly-minded heart. 

Are * inſpir'd :---And canſt thou gaze too 
2 


ong ? 698 
Nor ſands thy woratk, depriv'd of its fe- 
proof, 
Or ab- by this radiant choix. 
The planets of each ſyſtem repteſent 
Kind neighbours ; mutual amity prevails ; 
Sweet interchange of rays, receiy'd, return'd: 200 
Enlightening, and enlighten'd! All, at once, 
Attracting, and attracted ! Patriot-like, 
Nane fins againſt the welfare of the whcle ; 
But their reciprocal, unſelfiſh aid, n 
Affords an emblem of millenmal love. 705 
Nothing in nature, much Jeſs conſcious being, 
Was e'er created lolelyfor itſelf ; 
Thus man his ſevereigu duty learns in this 
Material picture of benevolence, ; 
And know, of all our ſupereilious race, 710 
Thou moſt inflammable! Thou waip of men 
Man's angry heart, inſpected, would be found 
As rightly tet, as are the ſtarry ſpheres ; _ 
Tis zature's ſtructure, broke by ſtubborn will, 
Breeds all that un- eeleſtial diſcord there, 715 
Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave? | 
Canſt thou deſcend from canverſe with the ſkies 
And mo thy brother's throat ?----For what--- 
cled, 15 r 
An inch of eartn? The tr cry. © Farbear,”* 
They chace our double darkneſs; nature's 
gloom, 720 
And (kinder till H our inte/lefual night. 
And ſee, day amiable ſiſter ſends 
Her invitation, in the ſoſteſt as | 
Of mitigated luſtre ; courts thy ſight, 4: 
Which ſuffers from . her tyxant-brather's- 


blaze. ; 3 725 
Night grants thee the fall freedom of the lies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye; 
With gain ind i ſhe bribes thee to be wiſe.? “! 
Net opes the nobleſt ſcenes, ſand ſheds an awe,. 
Which gives thoſe venerable ſcenes full 

weight, | ; „ 
And deep reception, in th' intender'd heart; 
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Wale light peeps through the darkneſs, like a [pry 
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8 
And darkeeſs ſhe wi its grandeur by the light. 
t greateſ than the joy, 
If human hearts at glorious ob'efts glow, 755 
Am admiration can inſpite delight. 

What ſpeak, I more, than I, This moment, 


feel; 
With pleaſing ſtupor firſt the ſoul is ifuck 
Stupor ordained to make her truly wile ! 
hen into tranſport ſtarting from her trance, 740 
With love, r how ſhe glows ! 
This gorgeous apparatus? This diſplay ? 


This oftentation of creative power 


Thy proſe 


This theatre what eye ean take it in? 
By v hat divine enchantment was it Tais'd, 
For mind: of the firſt magnitude to launch 
In-endle': peenlation, ade re? 
One ſun by day, by night Ten thouſand ſhine: 
5 ligbt us deep into the Deitj; 

0 boundleſs in magnificence and might! 
O what à confluence of ethereal fires, 


745 


750 


Form urns unnumbered, dowa the ſteep of hea- 


ven, 
Streams to a point, and centres in my fight ! 
Nor tarries there; I feel it at my heart, 
My heart, at once, it humbles, and exalts ; 
ys it in duſt, and calls it to the ſkies. 
ho ſees it unexalted ? or unaw'd ? 
Who ſees it, and can ſtop at what is ſeen ? 
Material off pring of Omiipotence 
Inanimate, all-ammating birth! 760 
Work worthy Him who made it! Worthy 
All praiſe ! praiſe ere than human ! nor deny'd 
| Bauer — But though man, drown'd 
in ſleep, " Va, 
With-holds his homage, not alene I wake ; 
Eright legions - twarm unſeen, aud ling, un- 
heard —- f 765 
By mortal ear, the glorious Architect, | 
In This His nniver'a! temple hung 
With luſtres, with innumerable lights, 


755 


- That thed religion on the ſeul; at once, 


* 


The Tempir, and the Preacher / O how loud 7570 


It calls de votion! genuine growth of night / 


Devotion! daughter of af ronomy! 

An yrideveut aft ronbter is mad, 

Trut; Alt things Tpeak a God: but in the ſmall, 
Men trace out Him; in great, He feizes man; 275 
Seizes, and elevates, and wraps, and fills 
With new inquiries; mid aſſociates new. 
Tal me, ye ſtars! ye-planets ! tell me, all 
Ye ftarr'd; and , planeted; inhabitants! What is 


8 6 780 
What are theſe ſons of wonder? Say, prund 


. arch ay 
Within whoſe azure pataces they dwell) , 
lt with divine ambition] ia diſdain 
Of limit bnift! butt in the taſte of heaven 


' Vaſt cuncayel ample dome! waſt thou debgr.'d 
A meer apaitmeat for the Deity ? — 


785 
hat thought alone thy ſtate Impairs, 


Not o; | 
Thy 22 ſinks, and ſhallows thy trefeund, 
And ſtieightens thy diffefeve ; dwarfs the whole, 


. 


And makes an uri erte an Oe. 


- 


* 


Be more familiar? Uncreated lie 


But when I drop mine eye, and look on 
m 


an, 
1 right regain'd, thy grandeur is reſtor'd, 
O Natzre! wide flies off the expanding round. 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fir'd, 


Ihe ſmitten air is hollow by the blow; 
The vaſt diſploſion diſſipates the clouds ; 


Sheck'd zther's billows daſh the diſtant ſkies ; 
Thus ſhut far more) th* expandiug round flies 


off, | 
And leaves a mighty void, a ſpecious womb, 


Might teem with new creation; re-inflam'd 

Thy luminaries triumph, and aſſume 8 

Divinity themſelves. Nor was it ſtrange, 

Matter high-wrought to ſuch ſurpriſing pomp, 

Such godlike glory, ſtole the ſtyle of geds, 

| From ages dark, obtuſe, and ſteep'd in ſerſe; 

For ſure, tv ſenſe, they truly are divine; 805 

And half- ab ol vd idolatry from guilt; 

Nay, tura'd it into vittue. Such it was 

In thoſe, who put forth all they had of mar 

Unloſt, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher; 

But, weak of wings, on /planets perch'd ; and 
thought 8 

What was their higheſt, muſt be their ador'd. 

But They how weak, who could no higher 

mount ? 


Unſeen, and Unexiſtent are the {ame ? 

And if incomprehenſible is join'd, 

Who dare pronounce ic madneſs, to believe? 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown afide 
All meaſure in His work; ſtreteh'd cnt His line 
So far, and ſpread amazement o'er the helle? 


Deep in the boom of His univerſe, 

Dropt down that reaſaning mite, that inſeft, man, 

To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the ſcene !--- 

| That man might ne'er preſume to plead amaze- 
meut 

For difvelicf of wonders in Him. 

Shall God be leſs miraculous, than what 

Hi. hand has f-rm'd?} Shall riet deſcend 

From «wn-my/lerious ? Things ware elevate, 


825 


te obvious than Created, to the gra'p 839 
Of human thought ? The more of wonderful 

Is heard in Him, the more we ſhould aſſent. 
Could we conceive Him, God He could not be; 
Or He not God, or ve could nut be mer, 

A God alone can comprehend a God; $35 
Man's diſtance how immente ! On fuck a theme, 
Know this, Lorenzo! (em it ne'er fo ſtrange) 
Nothing can i, but what corfeuntes ; 
Nothing, but what afieni/tes, is true. 

The ſcene thou ſeeſt, atteſts the truth I ſing, 
And every ſtar ſheds light upon thy creed. 

Theſe ſtars, this furniture, this cuſt of heaven, 
If bur reporzed, thou hadſt ne'er believ'd ; 

But thine eye tells thee, the mant is true. 


The grand of nature is th' Almighty's oath, 845 


In reaſon*s court, to filence wnbelief, 


Hw my mind, opening at this 
The moral emanations ef the ſkies, 


ſeene, imblbe⸗ 


795 


And are there then, Lorenzo! thoſe, to whom 


Thea (as He took"delight in wide extremes) 820 
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While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo le's admires ! | Seas, rivers, mountains, ſoteſts, defarts, rocks, 
| Has the Great Sovereign ſeat ten thouſand | The-promontory's bei ht, the depth profound 
worlds 850 | Of tubterranean, excavated grots, 910 
To tell us, He reſides above them All, | Black brow'd, and vaylted high, and yawning wide 
In glory's urapproachab'e receſs ? _ From Nture*s it ructute, or the ſcoop of Time ; 
Aud date earth g bold inhabitants deny lf ample of dimenſion, vaſt of fize, | 
The ſumptuous, the magnific embaſly | Ev*n Theſe an aggrandizing impulſe give; 
Amoment's audience? Tarn we, nor «ill hear 855 | Of ſolemn thought — heights 18 
. From whom they come, or what they would im- | Ev'n Theſe infule.---But what of vaſt in Theſe ? 
part Nothing or we mnſt own the ſkies forgot, | 
: For man's emolument; ſole cauſe that ſtoops Much Jeſs ia 4rt {----Vain Art! Thow pigmy 
Their grandeur to man's eye? Lorenzo! rouſe; wer! N N 
Let thought, awaken'd, take the lightning's wing, | How doſt thou ſwell and ſtrut, with human pride, 
9 And glance from eatt to welt, from pole to | To ſhewthy lutlenes! What childiſh toys, 920 
pole, | Thy watery columas ſquirted to the clouds! 
Who ſces, but is confounded, or convine d? | Thy baſon'd rivers, and impriſon'd teas ! 
Renounces Keaſen, or a God adores? Thy mountains moulded into forms of men! 
Mankind was ſent iato the world to ſee :; Thy hundred-gated Capitals! ur Thoſe 
$ght gives the cience needful to their peace; Where three days travel leſt us much to ride; g2s 
0 Tit obvious ſeienee aſks ſmall lexrning's aid. 865 | Gazing on miracles by mortals wronght, 
Would!t thou on metaphyſie pinions ſoar ? | Arches triumphal, theatres immenſe, ' 
ö Or wound th y patience amid logie thorus ? Or nodding Gardens pendent in mid-air ! | 
A Or travel kiſtery's enormous round? Or Temples proud to meet their Gods halſ-way! ; 
4 Nature no fuch hard taſk in oins: She gave Yet Nieſe atlect us in no common kind. 9z0 
9 A make to maa directive of bis thopght; - $870 } What then the'force of ich ſuperior ſcenes ? 
A make ſet upright, pointing tothe ftars, Enter a temple, it will ſtrike an awe : 
* As whe ſhall fay,“ Read thy Chief leſſon there.“ [What awe from This the Deity has built N 
To- late to read this manufcript of keaven, A Geed Min ſeen, though file, counſel gives: 
* When like à parchment-crell, ſhrunk up by | The touch'd ſpectator wiſhesto be wife; 935 
a flames, | In a bright mirror His own hands have made, , 
\ It folds Lorenzo's lefſun from his ſieht. 875 | Here we ſee ſomething like the face of God, N 
Leſſon how various! Not the God alone, To manabandon'd, ** Haſt ow ſeen the flies 9“ 1 
I ſee His Miniſters; I ſee, diftus'd | And yet, fo thwarted nature's kind deſign 940 
1 In radiant orders, efſences ſublime, By daring man, ke makes her lac red awe Ma 4 
Of various offices, of various plume, That guard from il!) his ſhelter, his temptation : 
8 In heaveuly liveries, diſtinaly clad, a 880 |] To mere than common guilt, and quite inverts * 
Azure, green, purple, pearl, or downy gold, *] Celeſtial art's intent. 'The trembling ſtars « _ A 
Ur all commix'd; they ſtand, with wings out- See crimes gigantic, ſtalking through the gloom ; 
= ſpread, | Wich front erect, that hide their head by day, 945 
5 Liſtenine to catch the Maſter's leaſt command, And making night ſtill darker by their deeds, | 
And fly through Nature, ere the moment ends; Stumbering in covert, till the ſhades de cend, 
Numbers innumerable 1---Well conceiv'd 885 | Rafine and Murder, link'd, now ptowl for prey. 
25 ' oi 4 h 3 
By Pagan, and by Chriſtian ! O' er each ſphere The mmiſer earths his treaſure; and the thief, 950 
rehdes'an angel, to di rect its courſe, Watching the mole, half-beggar him ere moin. 
And feed, or fan, its flames; or to diſcharge Now Plats, and foul Cenſpiracies, awake; 
Other high truſts unknown. For who can lee. And, muffling up their horrors from the moon, 
30 duch pomp »f matter, and imagine, Mind, $90 | Havock and devaſtation they prepare, 
For wich a/one Inanimate was made, And kingdoms totrering in the field of blond, gFs 
More paringly diſpens'd ? That nobler on, Now ſons of riot in mid-revel rage. 
Far liker the great Sire !---"Tis thus the Kies What ſhall I do ?---Supprets it vor proclaim ? 
, Inform us of ſvperiors numbers, Why eee the thunder? Now, Lorenzo! now, 
5 A: much, in Excellence, above mankind, ©- His beſt friend's conch the tank adulterer ., 
; As above Earth, in Magnitude, the Spheres. Aſcends ſecure ; and laugh* at gods and men. 960 
wa tt {e, as a cloud of witneſſes, hang v'er us; | Prepoſterous madmen, void of fear or ſhame, 
in 2 throng'd theatre are all our deeds ; Lay their crimes bare to theſe chaſte eyes of 
Perhaps, a thouſand demigods delcend heaven; . 2 
Un every beam we fee, to walk with men. 900 | Yet ſhrink, and ſhudder, at a mortal's-ſight, | 
Athy} reflection! Strong reſtraint from ill! Were moon, and ſtars, for villains only made? \ * 
Vet, here, bur virtue finds ſtill ſtronger aid To guide, yet f-reen thera, with tenebrious light? ö 5 
* dom the le ethereal gluries Seꝝſe ſurveys. : F 
Lmething, like magic, ſtrikes from this blue | No; they were made to faſhion the ſublime * 1 
45 vanlt ; Of human hearts, and <2i/er make the Fife. . 
1 With juſt attention is it view'd? We feel 905 | Thole ends were anſwer'd once; when mp %W 
8. Auden fuccour, urimplor'd, unthonght ; liv'd * | | 
Flare herſelf Joes halt the work of Mar. _ | Of p< of aqulline aſcent 
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In theory ſublirne. O bow unlike 970 
Thoſe vermin of the night, this moment ſung, 
Mho crawl on Earth, and on her venom as 
Thoſe antient ſages, Human ſtars ! they met 


Their brothers of the Siet, at midyight hour; 
bein counſel afk d; and, what they aft d. 


OG eey d. 975 
"The Stagirite, and Plato, He who drank | 
"The poiſon d bowl, and He of Tufculum, 
Wich him/of Corduba (immortal names “)) 

_ Ta thee unboun- led, and Elyſian, walks; 
An area fit for Gods, and Godlike men. 980 
wok i, nightly round, through radlant 


UNS 
By beraphs trod; inſtructed, chiefly, thus, 
1% tread in Their bright footſteps here below; 
To walk in worth ſtill brighter than the fl'es, 
There they eontracted their conterypt of Zur ; 985 
Of hopes eternal kindled, Tere, the fire 
There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and 
(Great vifitants!) more intimate with God, 
More worth to Men, more joyous to Themſelves, 
Through waricaxs Firtues, they, with ardour, 


Tan ; 5 
The Zodiac of their learn'd illuſtrious lives. 
In Cirifitan hearts, O for a Tagan zeal ! 
A' neecfig, but eee prayer! a« much 
Our Ardiur Lets, as Greater is our Light, / 
Bow monſtrous This in Meral.“ Scarce more 


range 995 
Would this Phenomenen in nature ſtrike ky 
A Sun, that froze ker, or a Star, that warm'd, 
What taught theſe heroes of the moral world? 
. tiv'ſt thy Fraiſe, give Uredit too. 
ele doctors ne er were penſion'd to deceive 
thee; A loco 
And Pagan tutors are thy taſte.—-They taught, 
Tet, narrow views betray to miſety: 
That, wite it is to comprehend the whole: 
Thet, Virtue, roſe from N. ture, ponder'd well, 
The fingle baſe of Virtue built to heaven: 1005 
Thut God, and Nature, our attention claim ; 
That, Nature is the glaſs reflecting God, 
Az, by the Sea, reflected is the Sun, 
Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his ſphere : 
That, Mind immertal loves immortal aims: 1010 
That, beundleſt Mind affect? a bundles Space: 
That vaſt ſurveys, and the ſublime of things, 
The foul affimilate, and make her great : | 
That, therefore, heaven her glories, as a fund 
Of inſpiration, thus ſpreads ont to man. 1015 
Cc are their d Arines; ſue the Night inſpir'd. 
what more true? What truth of greater 
weight? 42 
The foul af man was made to walk the ſkies ; 
Delightful outlet of her priſon Here! 
_ There, difireumber's from her chains, the ties 1020 
_ Of toys terreſtrial, ſhe can rove at large, 
There, freely can reſpire, dilate, extend, 
In full proportion let loofe all her powers; 
And, wnde/aded, graſp at ſornething great. 
Nor as a ſtranger, does ſhe wander there; _ 1025 
Nut, wonderful herſelf, rthrovgh wonder ſtrays ; 
Eonterplating Heir grandeur, finds her exon ;, 


A 
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Sits high in judgment on their various awer, . 
And, like a'miſter, jud ges not amis, "1630 
Hence greatly pleas'd, and juſtly proud, the (ul 
Grows conſcious of her biith celeſtial ; breafhes © 
More life, moge vigour, in her native air; . 
And feels herielf at home among the ſtars ; 

And, feeling, emulates of country's praiſe. 1035 
What cail we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo? 
As Ert/ the body, ſince, the Ser ſuſtain 

The 'oul with food, that gives immortal liſe, 
Call it, The noble paſture of the Mird ; 

Which there expatiates, ſtrengthens, and exulty, 
And riot through the laxuries of thought, 

Call it, he Garden of the Deity, 
Bl.{T,m'd with ſtars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambruPal ; moral Fruit to man. 
Call it, The breaſt-plate of the true High- 

prieſt, _ 

Ardent with gems oracular, that give, 

In points of higheſt moment, right reſponſe; 
And it] negleQed, if we prize our peace. 

Thus, bave we found a true aitrology ; | 

Thus have we found a new, and noble lenſe, o 
In which alene ſtars govern human fates, 
O that the Sar: (as ſorne have feign'd) let fall 
Bloodſhed, and havock, on embattled realms, 
And relcued Monarchs from fo black a guilt! 
Bourbon! this wiſh how generovs ina foe! 1035 
Wouldſt thou be great, wouldtt thou become a 


— 


God, ; 

And ftick thy.deathleſs name among the ſtars, 
For mighty conqueſt» on a needle's point? 
Inſtead sf forging chains for foreigners, 
Baſiile thy Tuter + Grandeur all thy aim? o 
As yet thon know'ſt not what it is: how great, 
How glrious, ther, appears the Mind of man, 
When in it all the ftars, and planets, roll! 
And what it ſeems, it if: Great ob'eQts make 
their views enlarge; 1063 
Theſe ſtill more Godlike, as Theſe more divine. 

Ard mere divine than Theſe, thou eanſt not ſes. 
Dazzled, o'er-power'd, with the delicious draught 
Ot miſcellaneous ſplendors, how I reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate, without end! 


| 10 
An Eden, this! a Paradiſe un/of ! 
I meet the Deity in every view, 
And tremble at my nakedne's before him ! 
O that I could but reach the Tree of Life! 
For Here it grows, unznarded from our taſte ; 1075 
No Flaming Sword denies cur entrance Here; 
Would man but gather, he might /ive for ever. 
Lorenzo! much of Mera haſt thou ſeen. 
Of curi-us arts art thou more fond ? Then mark 
The Mathematic glories of the ſkies, 1080 
In number, weight, and meaſure, all ordain'd. 
Lorenzo's boaſted builders, Chance, and Fate, 
Are left to finiſh bis zerial towers; 
Wiſiem and Chetce, their well-known characters 
Here deep impreſs; and claim it for their own. 1085 
Though ſplendid all, no ſplendor void of ufe; * 
Uſe rivals Beauty ; Art contends with Power ; 
No wanton waſte, amid effuſe expence ; 


The great Oeconomiſt adjuſting all ; 
1090 


Nixe deep in their economy divine, 


To prudent pomp, magnificently wile 


or 
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How rich the proſpe& ! and for ever new ! 

And rere to the man thas views it mo? ; 

For newer ſtill in infinite ſucceeds, 

Then, theſe a&rial racers, O how ſwift ! 

How the ſhaft loiters from the ſtrongeſt ftring ! 

F | 1095 
Shirit alone can diſtance the career. : 
Orb above orb aſcending without end! 

Circle in circle, without end, inelos'd! 

Wheel, within Wheel; Ezekiel! like to thine ! 

Like thine, it ſeems a viſion or a dream; 

Though ſeen, we labour to believe it true 

What involution ! what extent! what ſwarms 

Of worlds, that laugh at Earth! immenſely 
great! | 

Immenſely diſtant from each other's ſpheres ! 

What, then, the wondrous Space through which 

N they roll? _. * 1105 

t once it quite ingulphs all human t e --0 
'Tis com ene oth _ , 

Nor think thou ſeeſt a wild diſorder here; 
Through this illuſtrious chaos to the fight, 
Arrangement neat, and chaſteſt order, reign. 1110 
The path preſerib'd, inviolably kept, 

Upbraids the lawlels aliies of mark ind, 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere : 
What knots are ty'd! How ſoon are they diſ- 
ſolv'd, 
And ſet the ſeeming marry'd planets free! 11135 
They rove for ever, without error Toveg 
Contuſien unconfus'd ! not leſs admire 
This tumult untumultuous; all on wing! 
In motion, all ! yet what profound repoſe ! j 
What ſervid action, yet no noiſe ! as aw'd 1120 
To filence, by the preſence of their Lord; 
Or huſh'd by His command, in love to man, 
And bid let fall loft beams on human reſt, 
Reltle's themſelves, On yon cœruleau plain, 
In exultation to Their God, and Tine, 1125 
They dance, they ſing eternal jubilee, 
Lternal celebration of Hi: praiſe, 
Put, ſince their Song arrives not at our ear, 
Their Dance perplex'd exhibits to the ſight 
Fair Hierozlyphic of His peerleſs power, 1130 
Mark, how the Labyrinthian turns they take, 
he circles intricate, and mvſtic maze, 
Weave the grand cypher of Omnifotence ; 
To Gade, how great! how legible to Man! - 

Leaves fo much wonder greater wonder till? 
: 1135 
Where are the pillars that ſupport the ſkies ? 
What more than Atlantean ſhoulder props 
Th! incumbent load? what magic, what ſtrange 


art, 
In fluid air theſe ponderous orbs ſuſtains? 
Who would not think them bung in golden 
chains? | 
And ſo they are; in the high will of heaven, 
Which fixes all ; makes adamant of air, 
Or air of adamant ; makes all of nought, ? 
Or nought of all; if fuck the dread decree. 
[magine from their deep foundations tora 1145 
The moſt- gigantic ſons of earth, the broad 
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{ Of boundleſs Time. 


-| Momentous, as the e xiſtence of a God, 


f 
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And, light as down, or volatile 4s aif, | 
Their bulks enormous, dancing on the waves, 
In time, and meaſure, exquiſite ; while all 1150 
The winds, in emnlation of the ſpheres, + 
Tune, their ſonorous inſtruments aloft ; f 
The'&ncert (well, and animate the ball. 8 
| Woul 1 amazing? What, then, 
' » wor , ry 
In a far thinner element ſuſtain'd, 1155 
More rapid movement, and for nobleſt ends? _ 

More obvious ends to pals, are not theſe ſtars 
The feats majeſtic, proud „ thrones, 
On which angelic delegates of heaven, 1160 
At certain periods, as the Sovereign nods . 
Diſcharge high truſts of Fengeance, or of Love 3 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand defign, 
And acts moſt ſolemn ſtill more ſolemnize ? 
Ye Citizens of air! what ardent thanks, 1163 
What full effuſion of the grateful heart, 
Is due from man indulg'd in ſuch a fight {. 
A ſight ſo noble! and a fight ſo kind ! 1 
It drops new truths at every ne ſurvey ! 
Feels not Lorenzo ſomething ſtir within, 1190 
That ſweeps away all period? As theſe ſpheres | 
Meaſure duration, they no leſs inſpire | 
The Godlike hope of ages without end, 
The boundleſs Space, through which "theſe om 

5 + 


take | 
Their - reſtleſs roam, ſuggeſts the filter * 
| | = 
Thus, by kind Nature's 


* - 
: 


1 


ill, ä 
To man unlabour'd, that important gueſt, 
Eternity, finds entrance at the Sigi: 
And an Eternity, for man ordain'd, * 
Or theſe his deſtin d midnight counſellors, 1180 
The Stare, had never whiſper'd it to man. 
Nature informs, but ne er inſultt, her ſons, 
Could ſhe theu kindle the moſt ardent wiſh 
'To fappeint it ?--- That is blaſphemy. * 
Thus, of thy creed a ſecond article, - 11359 


Is found (as J conceive) where rarely fought ; 
And thou may'ſt read thy Sou! immortal, Here. 
Here, then, Lorenzo! on theſe glories dwell ; 
Not want the gilt, illuminated, roof. 1190 
That calls the wretched Gay to dark delights. | 
2 This is one divinely bright; 
ere, unendanger'd in health, wealth, or fame, 
Range through the faireſt, and the Sultan learn. 
He, wiſe a« Tow, no Creſcent holds ſo fair, 1195 - 
As that, which on his turbant awes a world 4 
And thinks the Man is proud to copy him, 
Lowk on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 
A mind ſuperior to the charms of Focrer. | 
Thou muffled in deluſions of this lite ! 1200 
Can yonder Mon turn ocean in his bed, 
Prom fide to fide, in conſtant, ebb and flow, 
And purify from ſtench his watery realms ? : 
And Bil her meral infl ee? wants ſhe power 
To turn Lorenzo's ſtubbotn tide of thought 1205 * 
From ſtagnating on Eurth', infefted ſhore, 
And purge from nui-ance his corrunted heart? 
Fail: Ko attraction hen it draws to heaven? 


” U g 


Aud towering Alps, all toſt into the lea; | 


as © I to be Suffer il ; bleſſings to be Left: 1215 | 
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Nay, and to what thou valueſt more, Earth's joy! 
Minds eleyate, and panting for Unſeen, 1210 
And defecate ſrom, Senſe, alone obtain 

Full reliſh of exiſtence, un-deflower d, 

The Life of liſe, the Zeft of worldly blis : 

Al elie on en amounts--»to what? To The: 


rth's richeſt inventory boaſts no more. 

Ot higher ſcenes be, then, the call obey'd. | 
O let me gaze !---Of. gazing there's no end. 
O let me think Thought tog is wilder'd kere ; 
In mid-way flight imagination. tires; 1220 
Vet ſcon re- prunes her wing to ſuar anew, 
Her point unable to ſorbeat, or gain; 
So great the pleaſuze, ſo — he plan! 

A banquet, this, where-men and angels meet, 

Fat the ſame Mana, mingle earth and besven. 


Fe | * | 1225 
How diſtant ſome of theſe nofurnal ſens ! 
So diſtant (fays the ſage), t were not abſurd 
To doubt, if beams, ſet out at Nature's birth, 
Are yet arriv'd wary o * _ ; * 
Thongh nothing 0 rapid as cheir flight. 12 
An eye of awe and wonder let me roll, 1 2 
And roll for ever :'who can ſatiate ſight | | 
In fuck a ſcene? in ſuch an ocean wide | 
Of deep AR nt? where depth, height, 
| t 


Are loſt in theĩt extzemes ; and where to count 1235 
The thick-ſown glories in this field of fire, 
Perbaps a Serap4's computation fails. 
Now, go, Ambition ! boaſt thy boundleſs might 
In 2 oer the tec th part of a grain. 
And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles, 1240 
To give his tottering faith a ſolid ba e. 
Why call for leſs than is already thine ? 
Thou art no novice in theology; 
W hat is a Miracle Tis a teproach, 
"Tis an irnplicit ſatire, on mankind. ; 1245 
And while it ſatisfies, it cenſurer too. 
To common ſenſe, great Nature's courſe proclaims 
A Deity : when mank ind falls afleep, 
A Airacle is ſent, as an alarm; 
To wake the world, and prove Him o'er again, 
y bs 1250 
| By recent argument, but not more /frong. | 
Say, which imports more plenitude of power, 
Or nature's laws to , or te refeal ? | 
To make a ſun, or //op his mid career? 


To countermand his orders, and ſend back 1255 | 


The flaming eovrier to the frighted EA, 

Warm'd, and aftoniſh'd, at his eyeniog ray? | 

Or hid the Men, as with her journey tit d, 

In Ajalon's ſoft, flowery vale rt poſe? 

Great things are theſe; [ti]! greater, to create. 1260 

Ficgg Adam's bower look down thiough the 

whole train 

Of miracles ;---refiifHels is their power? 

They do not, can not, more amaze the mind, 

Thin this, cad un- mĩracul. j: ſurvey, 

If duly weigh d, if ruttoral'y (een, 1255 
f ſeen with Famer eyer, The Prute, indeed, 

See: 10vght but £pang/es here: the Fo, na mate. 


I“ Who bow'd them 


* 
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Fur ſay, could Nature Nature's courſe contre! 
2 miracles apart, whoſe ſees him net | 


Who turns his eye on Nature s midnight face, 
But muſt inquire-— What hand Yehing the 
ſee 


| _ "Hs 1275 
What arm Almighty, put theſe wheeling globes 
In motion, and Wound up the 9 ae, 
Who rounded in bis palm theſe ſpacious orbs? 


% profound, 


Numerous as glittering gens of morning-dew, 
280 


Or ſparks from popvlays cities in a blaze, ! 
And ſet the boſom of Old Night on fire) 

'* Peopled ber deſert, and made horror fmile ?” 
Or, if the military ſtyle delights thee, 

(For ſtars have fought their battles, leagu'd with 


| . man) | 
«© Who marſhals this bright hoſt? enrolls theit 


; <« names? 

3 Appointe their poſt, their marches; and re- 
„ turns 

Punctual at ſtated periods? whe diſbands 

© Thele veteran troops, their final duty done, 

* If e'er diſbandetl ?"'.-.He, whole potent word, 


ö 
: 12 
Like the loud trumpet, levy'd firſt their 1 

In Night's inglorious empire, where they ſle 

In beds of darkneſs : arm'd them with fierce flame, 

Arrang'd, and diſeiptin'd, and cloath'd in gold; 
And call'd them out of Chaos to the field, 1295 
Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief, 

O let us join this army! joining theſe, | 

Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour, 

When brighter flames ſhall cut a darker night; . 
When thele ſtrong demonſtrations of a God. 1306 
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their ſphetet 
And one eternal eu itain cover all * 

Struck at Gat thonght, as new awak'd, I lift 
A more evlighten'd eye, and read the ſtars 

To man ſtill more propitious ; and their aid 1305 
(Though guiltlefs of idolatry) implore; 

Nor longer rob them of their nobleſt name. 

O ye Divider of my Tine] Ye brigh: - 
Accomptants of my days, and months, and years, 
In your fair Kalendar diſtinctly mark'd! 1310 

"Since that authentic, radiant regiſter, ©. 


im; 

Since * and yours, roll on, though man ftands 
ill; 

Teach me my dars to number, and apply 

My trembling het to Piſm; now beyond 1315 

Alt ſhadow of encuſe for fooling on. 

Age ſmooths our path to prudence : ſweeps afide 

The ſnares keen Apperite, and paſſion ſpread 

To catch g ray ſouls ; and woe to that grey head, 

W boſe Fe would undo what Age has done! 1329 

Aid then; aid, al! ye ftars !---Mruch rather, Thou, 

Great Artiit ! Thou, whole finger ſet aright 

This exquiſite Machine, with all its Wheels, 

Thovgh intervoly'd, exact; and pointing out 


Say 'ſt tum, © The courie of Natwegoverns all?“ 
The Cour ſe of Nature ie the Art of God, 
The tnileelee thou call' t br, Ta atten ; 


\ 


1470 | 


Life's ra id and irrevocable flight, 13 
With {ch an Index fair as nane can miſs, . 
Who li.ts au eye, nor ſleepe till it is clcu/d, 


Nature's Controller, Author, Guide and End! © - 


aming through the dark © 


Thougluman inſpe&s it not, ſtands good againſt | 


* 2. 4 0 | \ " 2 
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"" Open mine eye, dread Deity ! to read 1 A man was made for glory, and for bliG, | 
The tacit doctrine of thy works; to ſee All lirfleneſs is an approach to woe; 
Things as they are, un-alter'd through the glaſs" Open thy boſom, ſet thy wiſhes wide, 1390 
d k 1330 And let in manhood ; let in W . 4 
ö Of worldly wiſhes. Time, Eternity ! Admit the boundleſs theatre of thought x 
: ('Tis theſe, mis-meaſur'd, ruin all mankind) From nothing, up to God; which makes A an. 
Set them before me; let me lay thern both Take God from nature, nothing great is leſt ; 
in equal ſcale, and learn their various weight. ] Man's mind is in a pit, and nothing: fees ;=-- 1395 
< Let Time appear a Moment, as it is + 1335 | Man's beat is a Jakes, and loyes the mire.  - 
And let Eternity's full orb, at once, | Emerge from thy profound:  exe@ thine exe; 
| Turn on my. ſoul, and ſtrike it into heaven. See thy diſtreſs ! how cloſe artthbu beficg'd! 
4 When ſhall I ſee far more than charms me now ? ; Befieg'd:by nature, the proud ſceptie s foe! 
. Gaze on cteation's model in Thy breaſt ' Inclos'd by theſe innurnerable worlds, 1420 4 
Unveil'd, not wonder at the tranieript more ? Sparkling conviction on the darkeſt mind, 
Whea this vile, foreign, duſt, which (mothers all |! As in a golden net of Providence. 
That travel Earth's de vale, mall I ſhake off: How art thou caught, ſure captive of belief! + 
0 When ſhall my. ſoul 1 quit, From this thy bleſt captivity, what att, 
| And, re-adopted to thy bleſt embrace, What blaſphemy to reaſon, ſets thee free! 1405 a 
N Obtain her Are in Thee? I This scene is heaven's indulgent violence: 
Duſt think, Lorenzo, this is-wandering wide? I Canſt chou bear up againſt this tide of glory? 
* No, 'tis direaAly ſtriking at the mark ; f What is earth boom d in theſe ambient orbs, A 
To wake thy dead deve tex was my point; | ; | But, faith in God impos'd, and prend on man ? 
And bow I bleſs »i2At's conſeerating ſhades, | Par'ſt thou ſtill litigate thy deſperate caxſe, 1418. 
a Which to a temple turn an waiver/e; 1350 J Spite of theſe numerous, awful, witneſſes, | 
, Fill us with great ideas, full of heaven, And doubt the de / o/ition of the Ries? 4 
q And entidete the peſtilential earth J how laborious is thy way to ruin! 
; la every form, that either frowns, or falls, I Laborious! tis im? radicable quite ; N | 
What an aſylum has the ſoul in prayer: To fink beyond a deub?, in this debate, . 1413 
5 And what a fane is fie, in which to pray: 1355 | With all his weight of wiſdom and of will, 
| And what a God muſt dwell in ſuch a fane And crime flagitious, I defy a fool. Wn 
8 O what a genius muſt inform the Kies! Some wiſh they did; bit man diſteliever. #1 
And is Lorenzo's falamander heart God is a Spirit; Sfirit cannot ſtrike _—_ | 
Cold, and umouch'd, amid theſe ſacred fires? J Thee groſs, material organs; God by man 146. 16 
O ye nocturnal (parks ] ye glowing embers, 1360 ] As much. is ſeen, as man a God can ſee, we 
| On heaven's broad hearth ! who, burn, or burn no-; Ia theſe aſtoniſhing'exploirs of power. N 
* more, ie h What order, beauty. motion, diſtauce, fize ! . 
et Whe blaze, or die, 2s Great Jehovah's breath Concertion of dehgn, bow exquinte! . _ 
Or blows you, or ſorbears: aſſiſt my long ; How complicate, in their divine police! 1425” 
Pour your whole inf! dende: exotelſe his heart, | pt means ! great ends ! conſent to general good 15 
bo long pofleſt and bring Piat back to man, 1355 ach attribute of theſe material gods, 4.4 
3 And :s Lorenzo a demurter #1//? | So long (and that with lpecious pleas) ador'd, 
Price in thy parts provokes thee to conteſt A ſe arate conqueſt gains Her rebel thought 3 
Truth, which, comefted, fut thy fart: tor And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 1436 
ame. Fn. Lorenzo! this may . harangue to thee; 
Nor ſhame they more Lorenzo's head than heart, I Such all is apt to ſeem, that thwarts our will. ' 
o A Fitlleſt keart, how deſpicably (mall! 1370 | Ard doſt thau, then, demand a ſimpſe proof 
A Toy ſtreigbt, ought .gieat,, or zeneroue, to re- Of -this, great maſter moral of the KK es, — 
4 : ceive! 8 Unſkill'd, or dif-inclin'd, to read it there ? 1425 
1 Fd with an atom! fall'd, and ſoul'd, with Self! Since 'tis the baſis, and all drops without it, 7 
And 'el=miſtaken } ſelf, that laſts an hour! I Takeit, in one compact, unbrokeu chain. 
Inſin®s aad 1 of the nobler kind, Such proof inſiſts on an attentive car; 
x Lie ſuffocated there ; or alone, 1395 þ "Twill nat make one amid a mob of thoughts, 
Reiſer apart, would wake high hope; and open, And, ſor thy notice, ſtrugele with theworld. 1449 | 
To nviſh'd thoupht, that inte/ledzal ſphere, Retire the world ſhut out thy thoughts call 
dere, order, cuiſdam, goodneſs, trevidence, | home; 1 
Their endleſs miracles of love diſplay, Tmag ination's airy wing repreſo ; ; 
c And promi g all the truly-great defire, 1380 J Lock up thy ſenſe; let no paſſon ſtit— y 
- The mind that would be happy, muſt be great; Wake all to reaſon let ger reign alone} ” 1 
, Great, in its co es; great, in its ſurveys, {| Then, in thy eule; deep ſilence, and the depth 1445 42] 
end ed views a narrow mind extend Of nature's ſilence, midnight, thus inquire, _ ö 
uſh "ut .t2 corrugate, expanſive make, | As I have done; and ſhall inquire no more. by 
5 Which, ere long, more than planets ſhall em- In nature's channel, thus the queſtions run. | 
4 brace. 2 1385 „% What am I? and from whenge 7 -I acthing ö 
7 man of comfaſs makes a man of rA, 7 \ « know, : , 7 | q 
3:26 conte plate, and become diving, * Buz that I , ſines I am, cencluce 1458 
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Something eternal ; had there e'er been gt, 
* Nought ſtill had been: eternal there muſt be. 
| *© But war stetnal ?---Why not Au race? 
And Adam's anceſtors without an end 7 ·—-— 
That's hard to be conceiv' d; ſince every link 


x 1455 
| 5 Of that bg Ovogr ſneceſſion is ſo oy ; , 
" * Can every part depend, and not the ole 
* Fo grant it true; Pe oor riſe 3 
* I'm (till quite out at ſea ; nor ſee the ſhore. 
„% Whence 755 bright erb Eternal 
N too * a ö 
* Grant matter was eternal; ſtill theſe orbs. 
Would want ſome other father ;---much deſign 
% Is ſeen in all their motions, all their makes ; 
% Deen implies intelligence, and art; 
1 can't be from emſelves---or man ; that 


Art p I 
* Man Fares on comprehend, could man be- 
66 ow 2 ; 

And nothing greater yet allow'd than man,--- 
«©: Who, motion, foreign to the ſmalleſt grain, 
Shot through vaſt maſſes of enormous weichr? , 
* Who bid brute matter's reſtive Jump aſſume 

185 1470 
Such various forms, and give it wings to fly? 
Has matter izaate motion? then each atom, 
«« Aﬀerting its indiſputable right 
To dance, would form an univerſe of duſt : 
Has matter nene ? Then whence theſe glorious 


forms' . 
% And boundleſs flights, from ſhapeleſi, and 
' refer d ; 
« Has matter more than motion? has it thought, 
* Judgment, and genius? is it deeply learn'd 
% In mathematics? Has it fram'd fuck laws, 
„% Whieh but to gueſs; a Newton made immortal? 
1480 
If fo, how each ſage atom laughs at me, 
% Who think a cied inferior to a man / 
« If art, to form ; and counſel, to conduct; 
* And that with greater far, than human {ill ; 
« Refides not in each block ;---a Godhead reigns. 


| 1485 
- Gran, then, inviſible, eternal, Mind; 
« That granted, all is foly'd---But, granting that, 
* Draw I not o'er me a {till darker cloud? 
% Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceive? 
A being without origin, or end 1490 
Hail, human liberty ! There is no God--- 
Net, why? On eicher ſcheme that knor ſub- 


4 fiſts; 
% Subfiſt it muff, in God, or ui race: 
% Tf in the laſt, how many knots beſide, 
% AIndiſſoluble all ?---Why chooſe it there, 
„Where, choſen, ſtill ſubſiſt ten thouſand 
% more? 
% Reject it, where, that choſen, all the reſt 
V Dilpers'd leave reaſor's whole horizon clear; 
* This is not reaſon's diftate ; reaſon ſays, 
« Cloſe with the fide where ene grain turns the 
- ſcale; 1500 
« What vaſt preponderance is here ! can reaſon 
„With louder voice exclaim--- Believe a God? 
* Aud reaſer. heard, is the ſole mark of man, 
8 - 0 


5 | This diſtant earth / 
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What things impoſſible muſt man think true, 

On any other ſyſtem ! and how ſtrange 1505 
To hee, through mere credulity!“ 

If, in this chain, Lorenzo finds no flaw, 

Let it for ever bind him to belief. 

And where the link, in which a' flaw he finds? 

And, if a God there is, that God how greas! 

wy 1510 


How great that power, whoſe providential care 
Though theſe bright orbs' dark centres darts 2 


ray! 
Of nature univerſal threads the whole ! 
And hangs creation, like a precious gem, | 
Through little, on the footſtool of his throne ! 


1515 
That little gem, how large a weight let fall 
From a fixt ſtar, in ages can it reach . 
, then, Lorenzo ! where, 
Where, ends this mig 
n 


i 
The ſuburbs of Creation? Where, the wall 1529 
Whoſe battlements look o'er into the vale 
Of non-exiſtence ? Nothing's ſtrange abode ! 
Say, at what point of ſpace Jehovah dropp'd 
His flacken'd ie, and laid his balance by; 


Weigh'd <wr/ds, and meaſur'd infinite, no more! 
| vine | 


| 

Where, rears his ternirating filler high 

Its extra-mundane head? and ſays, to gods, 

In characters illuſtrious as the ſun, 

*« 1 ſtand, the plan's 

c The work * ; the creation clos d: 

1530 

Shout, all ye gods! nor ſhont ye gods alone; 

Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life, 

That reſts, or rolls, ye heights, and depths re- 
« ſound! 

„ Reſound ! reſound! ye depths, and heights, re- 
« found!“ 


4 


* 


ſtill. 1535 
Is Hi the ſole exploit, the ſingle birth, 
The ſolitary ſon o wine ? 


Or has th' Almighty Father, with a breath, 
Impregnat-d the womb of diſtant ſpare ? 
Has He not bid, In yarious provinces, 1549 
Brother-Creations the dark bowels burſt 
Of night primæval; barren, now, no more? 
And He the central ſun, txanſpiercing all 
Thoſe giant-gererations, which diſport, 
And dance, as motes, in bis meridian ray; 145 
That ray withdrawn, benighted, or ablord'd, 
In that aby/s of korrer, whence they ſprung , 
While Chaos triumphs, repoſſeſt of all | 
Rival creation raviſh'd'trom his throne ? 
Chaos ! of nature both the womb, and grave! 1550 

Think'ſt thou my ſcheme, Lorenzo, {preads too 

- wide?» 7 | 

| Is this extravagant F---No; this is juſt ; 

uſt, in cenjeclure, though 't were falie/in fad, 

f "tis an error, tis an error ſprung : 

From noble roct, high thought of the 9 
W. | 3 
But wheteſore error? who can prove it ſuch! 
He that can ſet Omnipotence a bound. 


* 


building? Where, be- 


roud period ; i propounee | 


Hard are thoſe queſtions ;- Anſwer harder | 
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Can man conceive beyond what Gud can de P 

N«thing, but quite int eſible is herds 

He lummons iut being, with like caſe, 1560 

A whole celan, and a ſingle grain. 

Speaks he the word? a thou and worlds are born! 

A, thouſand worlds? there 's ſpace for millions 
mare; ; 

And in what ſpace can his great fiat fail 

Condema me not, cold. critic | but indulge 4565 

The warm imagination ; why condemn? 

Why not indulge luch thouglits, as ſwell our 

hearts | 
With fuller admiration of at fecrer, 1 
Who gives _ hearts with ſuch high thoughts to 
"twell N ‚ Ne 

Why not indulge in His augmented praiſe? 1590 

Darts not His glory a ſtill brighter ray, | 

The leis is left to Chaos, and the rcalms 

Of Eideous igt, where fancy {trays aghait ; 

And, though moſt ta/kutive, makes no regort ? 
Still ſeems my thought enormous? Think 

again; ' 1575 

Ex erience ſelf ſhall aid thy lame belief. 

Glaſſes (that revelation to the ſight !) 

Have they nat led us in the deep diſeloſe 


Of fine-[pun nature, exquiſitely ſall, 


And, though demonftrated, flill i/{-concerv'd ? 1580 
If then, on the rever'e, the mind would mount 
In magnitzCe, what mind would mount tco far, 
To keep the balance, and creation porſe ? 
Deſec alone can err on ſuch a theme; 
What is too great, if we the cauſe ſurvey? 1585 
Stupendous Architect! Thou, Thou ant all! 
My ſonl flies up and down” in thoughts of Thee, 
And finds herſclc but at the centre Bil 
I Am, thy name! exiſtence, all thine own / 
Creation's nothing; flatter'd much, if {tv1'd 1 
« The thin, the fleeting atmoſphere of God,” 

O for the voice---of what? of whom ?--- What 

voice | | . 

Can anſwer to my want, in ſach aſcent, 
As dares to deem one uriverie tod ſmall ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo !, (for now fancy glows, 1595 
Fir'd in the vortex of Almighty power) 
Is nat this home creation, inthe map 
Of univerſal nature, as a ſpeck, 
Like fair Britannia in our lirtle ball ; 
Exceedlng fair, and glorious, for its ſize, 1600 
oy elſewhere, far 1838 we outſhone ? 

n fancy (for the fact beyond us lies 
Canſt 20 not — it, an Je, almoſt 
Too {mall for notice, in the vaſt of being; 
dever'd by mighty ſeas of #n-bui/t ſpace 1605 
From other realm: from ample continents 


Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell ; 


Leſs northern, leſs remote from Deity, - 

Glowing beneath the /ine of the Supreme ; 

Where ſouls in excellence make haſte, put forth, 

Luxuriant growths; nor the late autumn wait 

Of Auman worth, but ripen ſoon to gods? 
Vet why drown fancy in ueh depths as theſe ? 
eturn, prelumptubus rover: and confeſs 

The bounds of man; nor blame them, as too 

ſmall. ; 1615 

Vor. VIIb 


. | The lifted hand to Luna, or p ur'd out 


k 


L 


* 
Enioy we not full ſcope in what is ſeen ? 
| Full ample the d mimons of the un! 
Full glorious te beho:d ! how far, how wide, 
The matehleſs monarch, from his flaming throne, 
Laviſh of luſtre, chrows his beams about 
STE 1620 
Farther and after than a thought can fly, | 
And feeds his planets with eternal fires! - _* 4 
This Heliopalis, by greater far, . 4 
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built; 
And He aſone who built it eandeſt ay. 1625 _ 
Beyond this city why ſtrays human thought? 4 
Once wonderful, enough tor man to know ! ; 
One infinite! enough for man ta range 
One firmament, enough for man to read ! . San 
O what voluminous inſtruction here ! 1630 
What page of wildom is deny'd him? None; 40 
If learning his chief leſſon makes him wie. 
Nor is / ruct ien, here, our only gain; 
There duell a noble parker in the ſkies, „ 
Which warms our paſſions, proſelytes our | 
hearts, | 1635 4 
How eloquently ſkines the glowing pole! 7 
With what authority it c ives its charge, Fi. * 
Remonſt rating great truths in ſtyle ſublime, 
Though ſilent loud ! heard earth around ; above ; 
The planets heard ; and not unheardin hell ; 1640 . 
Hell has — wonder, though too proud to 
raiſe, : 
Ie earth, - 2 more infernal ? has ſhe thoſe 6 
Who neither fraiſe (Lorenzo) nor admire ? 4 
Lorenzo's admiration, pre-enegaged, 
Ne'er aſk'd the n one queſtion; never ; 
held | 1645 
Leaſt eorreſpondenee with a ſingle ftar : ? 
Ne'er rear'd an altar to the queer: of Aeaven * 
Walking in brightneſs ; og ber träm ador d. * 
Their ſublurary rivals have long fince + 
Engrols'd his whole devotion ; ars malign, 1650 
Which make the fond a/fronemer run mad; a 
Darken his imte/lef, corrupt his heart; 
Cauſe him to facrifice his fame and peac 
To [momentary madneſs, call'd delight. | 
olater, more groſs than ever kiſs'd 1655 
The blood to Jove -O Thou, to whom | 
Ail ſacri fice! O Thou Great Jove unſeign'd; 
Divine Inſtructor; Thy int volume, rs, 
For man's perufal ;. all in. Capitals I 
In mn, and ear (heaven's golden alphabet) 
Emblaz'd to ſeize the fight ; ho , may read ; 
Who reads, can wniterſtand; Tis unconfin'd 
To Chriſtian land, or Jexery ; fairly writ, 
In language univerſal, to Mank iad: 166 
A language, lofty to the learn'd: yet plain 
To thoſe that feed the flock, ur guide the 
| lough, | 
Or, from Nis huſk, ſtrike out the — gona. 
A languages worthy the Great Mind, that, 
ar > 
Preface, and comment, to the ſacred page! 1679 
Which oft refers its reader tu the ſkies, | 
As pre-ſuppoſing his firſt leſſon there, 
And icripture ſelſ a or TS uaread. 
N 5 


, 
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S:upendous bock of wiſdom, to the wile ; 
Stuperdous book! and open d, Night! by 
Thee. | 1675 
By Thee nuck d, I confeſs, O Nrght / 
Vet nere | Wiſh ; but hore ſhall } prevail? 
Say, gentle Night! whoſe modeſt, maideu 
beams ; 1 
Give us a ne creation, and preſent 8 
The world'sgreat picture ſoſten'd to the ſight ; 1680 
Nay, kinder far, tar more indulgent ftill, 
iy, thou, whoie mild daminion-s ſilver key 
Unlocks our hemiſphere, ard jets to view 
Worlds beyond number; worlds cuucea]'d by 


day 
Behind the proud, and envious ſtar of noon! 1085 
Ceanſt thou not draw-a. deeper ſcene !—And | 


ſhew 


© The Mighty Pcrentate, to whom belong 


Thele rich rega/ia pornpouſly diſplay d 

To kindle that high hope? Like b'm of Ur, 

J gaze around; I ſearch on every fide---- 1690 
O tor a glimpie of Him my ſoul adores! 

As the chac'd hait, amid the blank 

Ot foblunary joys. Say, goddeſs! where? 1695 
Where blazes His bright court? Where burns His 
5 throne? ; 3 
Thou know'ſt; for thou art near Him; by Thee, 


| round 
Hrs grand pavilion, ſacred fame reports 
The {able curtain drawn. If not, can none 
Of chy fair daughter-train, ſs ſwiſt of wing, 1700 
Who travel far, di.cover where He dwells ? 
A //ar His dwelling pointed ont Ce. 
Le Pleiades ! Arcturus! Mazaroth ! 
And thou, Orion! of ſtill keener eye! . 
Say ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves; 1705 
And bring them out of tempeſt into pott! 
n which hand muſt I bend my courſe to find 
- Him? 
Theſe courtiets keep the ſecret of their K ing; 
I wake whole nights, ip vain, to ſteal it from 
: them. : | 
J wake; and, waking, climb sig“: radiant 
* afcales. , 1510 
From ſphere to ſphere ; the ſteps by nature ſet 
For man's aſcent ;- at once to tet and aid; 
To tent his eye, and aid his towering thought; 
Till ir arrives at the Great God of all. h 
In ardent aanverflation's rapid car, 1715 
Prom cart, M from my barrier, I tet ont. 
How ſwiſt I mount ! dimimiſch'd earth tecedes; 
I paſs the men; and, from her farther ſide, 
Pierce heaven's blue curtain; ſtrike into remote ; 
Where, with his lifted tube, the ſubtle lage 1720 
Biz artificial, airy journey takes, 
And tu celejtia/ lengthens /zxman ſight. 
[ puuie at every flanet on my road, C9, 
And aſk for Him ho gives their orbsto roll, 
"Their rurcbeads, fair to ſhine, From Saturn's 
| ting, 1725 
Ia which, of earl, an army might be loſt,” 
Witk the bold comer, take my bolder flight, 
Amid thote /cvereign glories of the ſkies, 
Of independent, native luſtre, proud; 


| 
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Though their wide empires -W bat behold f 
N 


A wildernets of wonder burning round; 
Where larger ſuns inhabit Aigher ſpheres ; 


Perhaps the willas of deſcending guds ; 
12 N 
Nor balt I here ; my toil is but begun; 1735 


Tis but the threſhold of the Deity; 

Orgfar beneath it, I am grovelling ſtill. 

Nor is it ſtrange 3 I built on a millake ; 

The grandeur on his works, whence ey ſought 
For aid, to reaſon lets his glory higher; 1745 
Who built thus high for worms (mere worm: to 


Him 
O where, Lorenzo! muſt the Builder dwell? 
Pauſe, then; and, for a moment, here ref 
ire 5 
If hemen thought can keep its ſtation here. 
Where am I?--- Where is earth ?----Nay, where 
art 'Thou, | ; 
O ſun ? ls the lun turn'd tecluſe ? And are 
His boaſted og x ſhort to mine ?-.. 
To mine how ſhort ! On nature's Alps I ſtand, 
And ſee a thouſand firmaments beneath 
A thouland ſyſtems ! as a thouſand grains! 


How can man's curious ſpirit net enquire, 
What are the natives of this world ſublime, 
this fo-foreign, un-terreſtrial ſphere, 
Where mortal, zwntran/lated, never ſtray'd? 1155 
O ye, as diſtant from my little home, | 
« As ſwiſteſt ſun-beams in an age can fly! 
Far fre m my native element 1 roam, |; 
« In queſt of new, and wonderful, to man. 


1< What province This, of ' His immenſe do- 


main, 1760 
** Whom all obeys ? or mortals here, or gods? 


you? F783 

A colony from heaven? Or, only rais'd, 

* By frequent viſit from heaven's neighbouring 
realms, b 


„% Whate'er your nazure, = is pal diſpute, 

Far other life you live, ſar other tongue 

% You talk, far «ther thought, perhaps, you 
think | | 

« Than man. How various are the works of 
God! | 


« But fay, chat though:? is reaſon here in; 
. thron'd, . 1772 
And abſolute ? or ſerſe in arms againſt her? 
„Have you ies lights? or you no e- 

" eeal'd? | 

* Enjoy your happy realms their golden age? 
And had your Eden an abſtemious Eve? 
© Our Eve's fair daughter prove their pei- 


n ree, 
« And ak their Adams HF he would net be 
b doi ſe $29 

„ Or, if your mother fell, are you redeem'd? 

« And if.redeem'd---is your Redeemer ſcorn'd ? 

« Ts this your final refadence? if not, 1780 
% Change you your ſcene, {ran/latz4? or by death? 
« And if by deati; what death F- -Know zu 

diſeaſe 7 | 


The ſcule of ſyitems'! and the lords of kfe, 1730 


So much a ſtranger, and ſo late arriv'd, 179 


Ve borderers on the coaſts of bliſs! what are 


* To ſecondary gods, and half divine ?--— 196; . 


1775. 
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„Or horrid war ?---With war, this fatal hour, 

% Euroua, groans (fo call we 2 ſmall field, 

„Where kings run mad.) In Our world, death 
% deputes | 

« Intemperance to do the work of Age; 1785 

And hanging up the quiver Nature gave him, 

* As flow of execution, for diſpatch | 

*« Sends forth Imperial butchers ; bids them ſlay 

« Their hop (the filly ſheep they fleec'd be- 
«cf re 


And toſs him twice ten thouſand at a meal. 1790 


. * Sit all yowr executioners on thrones ? 


Wich yen, can rage for plunder make i god? 

And bleadſhed waſh out every other ſtain?— 

„But You, 2 can't bleed: from matter 
© ro. E 

* Your Spirit clean, are delicately clad 1795 

In fine-'pun ther, privileg'd to ſoar, 

 Unloaded, uninfe ; how unlike 

+ The lot of man ! How few of human race 

By their own mud unmurdur'd ! How we wage 

« Self-war eternal! Is your painful day 1900 

„Of hardy conflict o'er ? Or; are you ſt ill 

Raw candidates at ſchool ? And have 15 thoſe 

„Who diſaffect Reverfions, as with Us ; 

„But what are Fe? You never heard of Man; 

Or Earth, the Bediam of the univer'e! 1805 

Where Neaſen (un-diſeas'd with You) runs 
«cf x mad, 

And nurſes Fa/fz"* children as her wor ; 

Fond of the fouleſt. In the ſacred mount 

Of Holineſs, where reaſon is pronounc'd 

« Ir fallible ; and thurders, like a god; 138160 

* Ev'n there, by Saints, the Dæmons are outdone ; 

What Theſe think wrong, our Samts refine to 

% „right; | 

And kindly teach du hell her own black arts; 

* Satan, inſtructed, o'er their morals ſmiles.-— 

* But This, how ſtrange.to You, who know net 
« Man! | 

las the leaſt rumour of our race arriv'd? 

« Call'd here Elijah iy his flaming car? 

* Laſt by you the good Enoch, on his road | 

* To thoſe fair fields, whence Lucifer was hurÞ'd; 

Who bruſk'd, perhaps, your ſphere in his deſ- 
«© cent, 1820 


. * Sain'd your pure cryſtal tber, or let fall 


A ſhort eclipſe from his portentous ſhade ? 
* 0! that the fiend had lodg'd on ſome broad 
% orb a 
Ath wart his way; nor reach'd his preſent home, 
© Then blacken'd Earth with footlieps foul'd in 
„% hell, | 1 

* Nor wath'd in Ocean, as from Rome be paſt 

' To Britain's iſle ; 40, 100, conſpicuous Niere? 

7 But this is all digreſſion : where is He, 

i hat 0'er heaven's battlements the felon hurl'd 

To groans, and chains, and darkneſs? Where is 
; He, | 1830 

Mo ſees creation's ſummit in a yale? | 

Ve, Whom, while man is Man, he can't but 


eek ; | 
And if he finds, commences mere than man? 
ot 2 teleſcope his thrrne to reach! 


37? 
x 
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Ye ſearching, ye Newtonian angels tell, 
Where, your Great Maſter's orb? His planets, 
where: 
Thoſe conſcious Satellites, thoſe Morning Stars, 
Firſt-born of Deity ! from central | we, 4 
By vene ration moſt profound, thrown off; 1840 
By ſweet attraction, no leſs ſtrongly dran; 
Ad, and yet rat u d; raptur'd, yet ſerene;  _ 
Paſt thought illuftrious, but with borrow'd beams; 
In ſtill approaching circles, ſtill remete, 
Revolving round the ſun's eternal Site? 1£45 
Or ſeut, in lines dre, on embaſſies ' or 
To nations in what latitude ?---Beyond "or 
Terreſtrinl thought's horizon - And on Nhat 
High errands (ent?---Here h effort ends; 

And leaves me till a ſtranger to Nis throne. 1858. 
Full well it might! I quite miſtook. my ruad. 
Born in an age more Curious than Devout; 5 
More fond to fix the place of heaven, or hell, , 
Than ſtu dious hf to hun, or that ſecure. 

'Ths not the Feriew, but the Lee path, 

That leads me to my point : Lorenzo ! know, 
Without or Star, or Amel, for their putde, | 
Who w:Tſhip God, ſhall find him. Humble Leve, 
And not proud Reaßn, keeps the door of heaven 2 


Man's ſcience. is the cn!ture of of his heart; 


And not to loſe his pſumbet in the depths 


Of Nature, or the more profound of God. | 
Either to know, is an attempt that lets 


3955. | 


The wiſeſt on a level with the fool. 

Te fathom Nature (ill-attempted Here /, 

Paſt doubt is deep philoſophy Aleve; 5 
Higher degrees in Vic: archangels take, 2 
As deeper learn'd ; the deepeſt, learning ſtill. 
For, what a huunder of Omnipotence 1870 


(So might þ dare to ſpeak) is ſeen in Al!!! 
In Man! in Earth! in more amazing Slice? 
Teaching this leſſon, Pride i loth to learn 
Not deeply to diſcern, not mack to A0 — 
Mank ind was born to Wonder, and Adore.” 187 $ 
And is there cauſe for higher winder ſtill, 
Than that which ſtruck us from our paſt ſuxveys ? 
Yes; and for deeper adoration too. b 


4 


From my late airy travel uneonfin'd, * e 
Have Tearn'd nothing? Ves, Lorenzo? 
This; 


| | 1886 
Each of theſe ſtars is a religious houſe ; 3 
I {aw their altars ſmoke, their incenſe riſem 
And heard Heſurnas ring through every ſphere, . 
A ſeminary fraught with futizre gods. 8 55 
Niture all o'er is confecrated gwund, 1985 
Teeming with growths immortal and divine. _ _ 
The Great Proprietor's all-bounteous hand / 
Leaves nothing waſte ; but ſows thefe fizry fields” 
With ſeeds of reaſor, which to virfver riſe 
Beneath His genial xy; and, if eſcap'd 183 
The peſtilential blafs of fiu>born «:#!/, 78 
When grown mature, are gather'd for the fleies” 
And 1s Dewztion thoug! ; too much v1 earth, 
When beings, ſo ſuperior, bemage beaft, & 
And triumph in proſtration to The Throne? x 
But v herefore more of plinets, or of fte 


ume, yelearn'd'on Earth ! or bleſl Above 1835 


\ 


| Ethereal journeys, and, diſcorer'd there, 


* 


1385S 


Leue finds admiſſion, where proud Science fails... , 


# 


* * ol 7 
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/ Ten'thouſand worlds, ten thouſand ways devour, 


And ſuch ideas of th* Almighty's Pl, 


N 


” © 
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All Nature tending incenſe to The Throne, 
Except the bold Lorenzos of Our ſphere? 1900 
Opening the ſolemn ſources of my ſoul, 
Since 1 have pour'd, like feign'd Eridan's, 
My flowing numbers o'er the flaming {kie-, 
Nor ſes, a fancy, or of Jack, ' what mere | 
Invites the Muſe---Here turn we, and review 1905 
Our paſt noQuraal land'cape wide :--- Then fay, 
Say, then, Lorenev! with what burſt of heatt, 
The whole, at once; revolyiny in his thought, 
Muſt man exclaim, adoring, and agbaſt : 
*« Owhat a root! O what a braneb, is here! 1910 
« O'what a Father! What aFawnily ! ON 
„Worlds! ſyſtems! and creaticus !-----And 

| creations, | 
lone agglomerated cluſter, hung, 


«« + Great Vine! On Thee, vn Thee the cluſter 


: hangs ; 

« The filial cluſter ! infinitely fpread 1918 

% In glowing globes, with various being fraught ; 

« And drinks (nectaredu: draug hi j immoral life. 

« Or, mall ! tay (tor h gan tay enough?) 

« A contellation of ten thouſand gems, 

„(And, O! of what dimenſion! of what 
weight!) 4. , 1920 

Set in one Signet, flames on the ria ht hand 

« Of Majeity Divine! The 6/zzing Seal, 

« That deeply ſtamps, on all created mad, 

« Indelible, Hi ſovereign attributes, 


| Then brighten'd; T 
| Nature nog in progre$® ; in advance 


a 


ports 


From low to loſty ; from obſcure to bright J | 
By due gradation, Nature ' ſacred law, 
The Stare, from whence ?---Aſk Chacr---He eas 
Van. 6 ' 
Theſe bright temptations to idclatry, 
Sons of 'Deformity ! from fluid dregs 7 
Tartarean, firſt they roſe to maſſes rade ; - 
And then, to ſpheres opaque; Then dimly ſhone ; 
few dias d out in Perſed 


1960. 
e to better; but, when Mind: al- 


: 


2 *. 4 
From wor 


| cend, | 
Progre:, in part, depends upon themſelves, 
Heaven aids , * makes the Great; 
e voluntary Little leſſens more. 5 
Obe a Man! and thou ſhalt be a G! 1965 
And Half Selfmade Ambition bòqw divine! 
O Thou, ambitious of diſgrace alone 
Still undevout? Unkindled Though bigb- 
taught, ä 
Schol'd by the ſkies, and pupil of the ſtars; 
Rank coward ta the faſhionable world! 1970 
Art thou d to bend thy knee to heaven? 
Curit K of pride, exhal'd from deepeſt 
| Il: g | 
Pride in Religion is man's higheſt praiſe.” 
Bent on deſtruction! and in love with death ! - 
Not all thele luminaties, quench'd at once, 1975 


„ Omnipotence, and Love! That, . paſſing 
ound: 1925 

« And This, ſurpaſſing That. Nor ſtop we Here, 

Fot want of Power in God, but Thought in Man. 
<Y 'n This acknowledg'd, leaves us itill iu debt: 

« If Greater aught, I bat Grestei all is Thine, | 
„Dread Sire !----- Accept this Miniature of 
r þ 19 

« And pardon an. #7:emf t from mortal thought, 


« Ig Which 'archangels might have fail? un- 


blam' d.“ 1 
How fuch ideas of th? Almighty's Fecher, 


Ideas not abſurd) diſtend the thoughr 
feeble morals ! Nor of them along! | 
be fulnels of the Deity breaks forth 
n Irccncervab/es to men, aud god:. 
Think, then, O think ; nor ever drop the thought ; 
How /rw muit Man de cend, whey God; adore! 140 
Have [ mt, then, accompliſh'd my proud boaſt? 
Did not tell thee, “ + We would mount, Lo- 
BE 3 8 
% And kindle our deyotion at the Sf ? 
And have 1 fi? And did I Harter thee? 
And art all adamant? And doſt contute 1945 
* Alburg'd; with one irrefragable Smile F 
Lorenzo! Mirt“ how miſerable ere / 
Swear by the Stars, by Him who made them, 
- ſwear, | W 2 
Thy heart, henceforth, ſhall be as pure az They : 
Then Lien, like Them, ſhalt ſhine; like Them, 
* ſhalt riſe | 


1935 


4 


* Jim xv. I. | + Page 361, 


d 
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% Creation 


u 

Were balf io fad, at one'bealghred mind, 

Which gropes for happineſs, and meets deſJarr. 

How, like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 

Amid her glimmering tapers, filent fits! 

How farrowful, how deſolate, ſhe weeps 1990 

Perpetual dews, and ſaddens nature's ſcene ! 

A icene more Tad Sin make the darken d foul, 

Alt comfort kills, nor leaves one ſpark alive. 
Though blind of heart, 
"oye: | 

Why ſuch magnificence in all thou ſeeſt? 

Of Matter's grandeur, know, one end is This, 


To tell the Rational, who gazes on it 


« Th Thar irameniely Great, till Greater 
; e, . 5 
„ Whoſe breaſt, capacious, can embrace, and 


„ Unburden'd; nature's nniver'al ſcheme ; 1990 
Can gralp Creation with a ſingle thought - 
i; and not exclude its Sire 
To tell hit farther--<* Tt behoves him much 
To guard th important, yet depending, fate 
„Of being, brighter than a thouſand fans : 1995 
« One fingle ray of Thought outſhines them 
| all. P N b | 2 | 
And if man hears obedient, ſoon he'lf ſoar 
Superior heights, and on his purple wing, 
=D purple wing bedropt with eyes of gold, 
Ring, where Thought is now deny'd to riſe, 2900 
Look down triumphant on, theſe dazzling 
ſpheres. a l 


| Why chen perſiſt No mottal ever liv'd | 


{| But, dying, he pronounc'd (when words ap 


true) a 
The whole that charms thee, abfolutely van; 


4 


From Darkneſs, and Confer, took their birth z © 
u | 


ſtil} open is thine 


eee 


— 2 . E 


wy) = = 


725 


2025 
Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, 


SE a 


* 


| YOUNG'S 
Yain, and far worſe 1.-- Think Thou, with dying 


men; | 
O cendeſcend to think as angels think 
O ſelerate a Chance fot happineſs | | 
Our nature ſuch, ill choice enfures ill fate 
And bell 2 deen, though - there had been no 
od, 
Poſt thou not know, my new aſtronomer ! | 4010 
Earth, turaing from the Sun, brings night to 
man: | 124 
Man, turning from his Ged, brings endleſs 
night ; | 
Where thou canſt read no morale, find no friend, 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 


How deep the darkneſs! and the groan, how 
leud ! 4 


| 3x: 

And far, how far, from /ambent are the flames 

dach is Loreuzo's purchaſe ! Such his praiſe ! | 

The prond, the politic, Lorenzo's praiſe ! | 

Though ta his ear, and level'd at his heart, 

I've half read o'er the volume of the (ſkies, 
For think not thou haſt heard all this from 


: | | 
My ſong but echoes what Great N. ture ſpeaks, 

What has ſhe ſpoken ? Thus the goddeſs poke, 
Thus ſpeaks for ever:----* Place, at nature's 


„A ſovereign, which o'er all things rolls his 


eye, 


But, above all, diffuſes endlels good; 
* To wen, for (ure redreſs, the wrong'd may 


Y3 
„The vile, for mercy; and the pain'd, for 


e; 10 | ; 
* hd the various tenants of theſe 
ſpheres, . ö 2030 
* Diverſify'd in fortunes, place, and powers, 
© Rais'd in enjoyment, as in worth they riſe, 
* Arrive at length (if worthy ſuch approach) _ 
At * fountain-head, from which they 
team; a 
* Where conflict paſt redauble: profeme Joy ; 2035 
And preſent joy looks forward on increaſe ;\. 
And That, on more; no period! every ſtep” 
A double boon! a Promiſe, aud a Blifs,”? 
How eaſy fits 2 ſcheme on human hearts ! 
It fuits their make; it looths their vaſt defires ; 
Paſfon is pleav'd ; aud Reaſon aſks no more; 2040 
is rational ! *tis great But what is The? 
It darkens! ſhocks! excruciates ! and canfounds | 
Leaves us quite naked, both of belp, and hope, 
Sinking from bad to worſe ; few years, the 


(port | | | 
Of Fortune; then the morſel of Deſpair. | 
Bay, then, Lorenzo! (for than know'ſt it 


well | 
What's — 7. -Mere want of compaſs in our 
thought. ' 

Religion, what 2--- The proof of Common-ſenſe. 
How art thou whoored, where the Leaft pre- 
vails ? g 20 

Is it my fault, if teſe Truths call thee Foo! ? 
And thou ſhalt never be mi ſealld by me. 
Can neither Shtrme, nor Terrer, ſtand thy Friend? 
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How, like thy guardian angel, have 1 flown; 2055 
cog Nags a earth ; eſcorted thee de 
A * 8 & % 
| TH” etherea] arriies ; walk'd thee like à God, 
Through ſplenuours of firſt magnitude, atratig 
On either hand; clouds threwn beneath thy feet; 
Cloſe-cruis'd on the bright paradiſe of Gol I | 
And almoſt introduc*d thee to The, Throne ! 
And art thou ſtill carouſing, for delight, _ 
Rank poi or; firſt, fermenting to mere froth, 
And then fubfiding into final gall? 72 
To beings of ſublime, immortal make, 206g 
How ſhocking is all joy, whoſe end is ſure! 2 
Such joy, wore ſhock ing ſtill, the more it charms? 
And doft thou chuſe what ends ere well-begun ; 
| And infamous, as ſhort,?. And doſt thou thuſe 
(Tou, to whoſe palate Glory is ſo ſweet) 
To wade into perdition, through contempt, | 
Not of poor bigets only, but thy own ? 
For I have d into thy cover u heart, 
And ſeen it bluſh beneath a boaſtful brow ; -_. 
For, by ſtrong guilt's moſt violent aſſiult, 2055 
Conſcience is but diſubled, not defiray'd. ' 
O thou moſt Aweful Being; and moſt Vain! 
Thy will, how fra!“ how glorious is thy power! 
Though dread Eternity tas ſown her ſeeds 


- 


. 


Jof bliſs, and woe, in thy deſpotie breatt ; 2080 


Though 2 and bell, depend upon thy 
f Choice ; ; ; 

A butterfly comes croſs, and both are fled, 

Is This the picture of. a rational? 

This horrid image, ſhall it be moſt juſt?: 

Lorenzo! No: it cannot, -a not, be, 2083 

If there is force in Reaſon; or, in Sounds. 

Chanted beneath the glimpſes of the moon, 

A magie, at this planetary hour. 

When ſlumber lacks the general lip, and dream 

Thro! ſenſele\s mazes hunt ſouls wn-inſpir'd. 2090 


Attend -The facred myſteries begin- 
5 My ſolemu N ight=born ad;uration bear; 


Hear, and I'll rai'e thy ſpirit from the daft ; © . 
While the fart gaze on this inchantment few, - 
Inchantment, not Infernal, but Divine! ' 2095 


„ By Silence, Deith's peculiar attribute; 
By Darkneſs, Guilt's inevitable doom; 


„% By Darkneſs, and by Silence, ſiſters dread ! 1 


„ That draw the curtain round Night's ebom 


4 2:4 a" oo. SHO 75 4 i + | | 

„% Ahd raiſe ideas, ſolemn as the ſcene! _ 2100. 
% By Night, and all of aweſul, night preſents. _ 
* To Thought or Senſe (of aweful much, to batch, 
* The goddel; brings)! By thele her trembling 


irer, 


5 1 Like Veſta's, ever«barning ; and, like her: 


« Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pute! 2 
« By cheſe bright orators, that prove, and praiſe, 


And preſs thee to revere, the Deity ; 


% Perhaps, to, aid theg, when reyer' d While 
„% To reach his throne ;, as ages of the foul, _ - 
„ Through which, at different periads, ſhe ſball 


als, : ; 
01 Refining gradual, for her final height, 
« And purzing off fone dro'sat every (ſphere! 
« By this dark pall thrown o'er the ſilent warld ! 
„ By the world's kings, and kingdom, moſt re. 


And art thou /#i// an inſect in the mire? 


nown'd, 


— 


% 


* 


F be gliding ſpectre! and the groaning grave! 


As parent of his being, wouldſt thou prove 


tis the moſt def ele, man can make ta man. 


374 


« And thocks her with an hundred centuries, 2120 


o By Serond cast and Eternal might” 
- But own not il diicharg'd my double. debt, 


YOUNG” 


From ſhort ambition's zenith ſet ſor ever ;,2115 
Sad preſage to vain boaſters, now in bloom! 

* By * x8 long liſt of fwiſt mortality, 
Fre. Adam downward to this evening knell, 
« Which midnight waves in fancy's ſtartled 


66 eye 


« Round death's black banner throng'd, in hu- 
4 man thought! 

* By thouſands, new, reſigning their laſt breath, 
* Aud —_ thee wert thou ſo wiſe to 
g 40 ear! 4 . Aru 

„By tcmbs o'er tombs arifing ; human earth 

« Ejected, to make room for- human exrth ; 2125 

++" The monarch*'s terror / and the ſexton's trade / 

* By pompous obſequies that ſhun the day, 

« The torch funereal, and the nodding ume, 

« Which makes poor man's humiliation proud; 

** Boaſt of our 7win / triumph of our dt 2130 

„ By the damp vavtt that weeps o'er royal 
e os 

* And the pale lamp that ſhews the ghaſtly dead, 

® Tre ghaſtly, through the thick incumbeat 

. gloom! | 5 n 
+ By viſits (if there are) from darker ſcenes, 


a | 2135 
« Ry groans, and graves, ant miſeries that 2 | 
For the grave's ſhelter! By delpending men, 
* Senleleſs 25, yn of death, from' pangs of 
Sale] | 
* By oviſt's laſt audit! By yon mor in blood, | 
* The rocking firmament, the falling ffars, 2140 
* And rr Hs ras great nature's 
ne NP 


Be wiſe---Nor let Philander blame my charm ;, 45 


Zee to the living; duty to the dead 
For know 'm but executor ; he leſt 
This meral Tegacy ;.7 make it o'er 
By his cymmand; Philander hear in we? 
And heaven in-both.---Tf deaf to-theſe; O Thear 
Florello's tender voice ; i wen depends 2150 
On ty refolve ; it trembles at thy choiee ; - 
For kis ſake---love Thel: example ftrikes 
All human hearts: a dad example more: 
More ſtill a father's ; that enfirres his ruin. 


2145 


The unnatural parent of his miſeries, 
And make = curſe the being which 
Ts ifs the bleffing of ſo fond a father? 
If careleis of Lorenzo ! ſpare, Oh! ſpate 8 
Florello's father, and Philander's friend! 210 
Florello's father ruin'd, ruin him; * 
And from Philander's friend the world expects 
A conduct, no diftononr to the dead. f 
Let paſſen do, what robler motive fhould; 
Let lee, and emulation, vile in aid | 
To reaſen; and perſuade thee to be Meſt. 
Thi: ſeems not a requeſt to be deny d; 
Yet (ſuch the infatuation of mankind !) 


1 
2165 


4 
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And urge Philander's paſthumous advice, 

From topies yet uubroach'd ?----- F | 

But Oh ! I faint! My fpirits fail !---Nor ſtrance ? 
long on wing, and in no middle clime! . 

To which my great Creator? glory call'd: 21 

And call. but, now, in vain. Slrehs dewy 


wa * 
Has ſtrok d my drooping lids, and jromifes 
My ng arrear of reſt; the downy god 

(Wont to return with our-returning feace) | 
Will pay, ere long, and bleſs me with repo, 2180 


| Haſte, haſte, ſweet ſtranger t from the pealant's 


cot, . 
The fhip-boy's hammock or the ſoldier's ſtraw, 


{| Whence fever never” chac'd thee; with thee 


Ng 
Not hideous viſions, as of late; but dravghts 
Dehetous of weltt-raſted, cordial, reft ; 2185 
an's rich reſtorative; his balmy bath, 
hat ſupples, lubricates, and keeps in plar 
The various movements of this nicemacl.%ne, 
Which aſks ſuch frequent peziods of repair. / 
When tir'd with vain rutations af the duy, 2198 
Sleep winds us up for the ſucereding daun; 
' Freſh, we ſpim on, titÞ-febrnefs clogs our wheels, 
Or death quite breaks the ſpring, and motiop 
ends, : . 
When will it end with me? , 
4-4 fob only know'ſt, 2145" 
Thou, whole broad eye the future, and the f aft, 
6 Foins to the preſem; making one of hee 
* Tu moral thought ! Thou know'ſt, and Thou 
1 alone 


* Ah-Knowing !---all-unknown !---and yet well- 
„ knownt- b 
* Near, though remote! and, though unfathom'd, 
« felt ! A. * 
* And, though inviſble, for ever ſeen ! 
* And ſeen in all! the great and the minute : 
Each globe above, with its gigantie race, _ 
* Each er, each leaf, with its ſmajl people 
* ſwarm' d, «1 SN 
** (Thoſe puny vouchers of Omnipotence !) 2205 
1 To the ficftthought, that aſks, . From whence?” 
FE | « declare : nn . 
| Their common ſource. Thou Fountain, running 
? % (er. | 3h 
In rivers'of communicated joy! 
„ Who gay'ft us ſpeech for far, far humbler 
* themes! 


* Say, by what name ſhall I re ume to call 2210 
Him I ſee burning in-theſe countleſs une, 


As Moſes, in the uh? Hiyftrious Mind!? 

« 'The whole creatlon, leſe, far leſe, to Thee, 

% Than that tu the creation's ple round. 

„ How ſhall Þ name Thee?---How my labouring 


| „ soul 


is Heaves underneath the. thought, too big for 
* birth | 

Great ſyſtem of perſeftions ! michty cavſe 
Of enuſes mighty ! cavſe uncaus'd! ſole Tagt 
„Of nature, that lucuriant growth of God 


„ Firſt Father of efe7s / that progeny 222S 


Oft eodleſꝭ ſeries ! where the golden chain's - 


G27 I then He, in argament, and warmth ? 2170 


% 


* Lait link admits a period, who can tel! 
© Father of all that is or heard, or hgays © 


* 


Lad 
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Father of all that is or ſeen, or ſees! - „ Beaming from Beth! with both 3 
father of all that i, or felt arice ! 2225 And (ſtrange to tell!) incorporate with : 
« Father of this immeaſurable mats - | © By condeicenſion, as Thy glory great, 4 
F „Of mutter mulitturm ; or deaſe, vr rare; + Enſhiin'd in man! of human hearts, if pure, 
« Opaque, or lucid , rapid, vr at 1eſt ; + 1“ Divine inhabitant ! the tie divine ; 
* Minute, ot paſſing bound ! in each extreme “ Ot heaven with diſtant earth: by whom I truſt. 
„ Of like amaze, and myitery, to man. 2230 | 1 
« F«tker of the e bright millions of the night! If not inſpir'd) uncenſur'd this addreſs 
.& „Of which the leaſt fell Gydlead had pro-] Tot hee, to Them---To whom !-—-Myſterious 
* „ cleim'd, f % Power! | 
« Ard thrown the gazer on his knee.--Or, fay, | © Reveal'd---yet gnreveal'd ! darkneſs in light; 
| « I; appellation kigher fiill, Thy choice? Number in unity! our Joy! our Dread! 
4 « Father of matter s temporary lord! 2235 |*©© The 77:ip/e Bolt that lays all wrong im ruin! 2290 
Father of {p;93ts! nobler oftspring ! ſparks «© That animatesall right, the Triple Sun! 
„Or high paternal glory; rich endow „San of the foul ! her never-ſetting Sun ! * 
5 „Mich variouggealures; ard with various modes] Triune, Unutterable, Unconceiv d, 
« Of 1njiinct, reuſen, intxiticn; beams Abſconding, yet Demonſtrable, Great God? 
« More pale, vr bright trom day diuine, to break | © Greater than Greateſt ! Better than che Beſt ! 
/ 10 > 22 N : , f 
| „The darker matter crganiz'd (the ware. ** Kinder than kindeſt] with loft pic eye, 
2 Ot all created ipirit); beams, that rue * e Or ({tronger ſill to ſpeak it) with There Owon, 
Lach over other in luperior light, * Frum Thy bright home, from that high Fir- 
5 Till the laſt 1ipens iro luſtre ſtrong, ; „ mament, 
| * Ot next approach to Godhead, Father fond 2245 | *© Where Thou, from all eternity, haſt dwelt ; 
„(Far forde+ than ee that name on earth) | ** Beyond archangels' unaſſiſted ken; 
4 © Ot imcl/eciual beings ! beings bleſt * From far above what mortals bigheſt call; 
7 „ With puwers to pleaſe Ihee; not of paſſive ply | © F. om eleyation's pinnacle; look down, - _. 
"s « To laws they know not; beings lody'd in ſeats I Through---What ? confounding interval !thra” 
* Of weil-adapted joys, in different domes 2250 all. - N . 
« Of this imperial palace ſer thy ſons; « And more than labou ring fancy can cHheeive 3. 
1 „Of thi- proud, populous, well-pelicy'd, * Thicuzh radiant ranks of eflences unknown; 
| * Thor gh boundleis habitation, plann'd by Thee: , | P. . 2305 
4 « Whote ſeveral clans thei: ſeveral climates ſuit; | * Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach d 
I „Aud ctantpoſition, doubtleſs, would deſtroy. | ** Round varicus banners of Omniputence, 
| 2255 | © With endle change of rapturous duties fir'd ; 
« Or, Oh! indulge, immortal King, indulge Through wondrous beings” interpoſing lwarms, 
« Atitle leis auguſt indeed, but more * All cluitering at the call, To dwell in Thee; 
Te „ Endearing ; ah! how fweet in human care, \ e 
* Sweet in dur cars, add triuir ph in our hearts! | © Through this wide waſte of worlds! this wife 
55 * Father of immortality to, nan 2260 r ; 3 
55 „A theme that & lately ſet my foul on fire--> % All fanded e' er with ſuns; ſuns turn'd to might 
« Ard Thou the Next ! yet equal! Thou; by |* Before //y ſeebleſt beam look down-—down 
og 40 whom , 66 ---downg 273 - 
« That bleſſing was convey'd; far more! was % On a poor breathing particle in duſt, 1 
« beupht ; ; | % Or, lower, an immortal in his crimes. 2315 
er * treff.ble the price! by whom all worlds « His crimes forgive! forgive his virtues, too! 
| Were made; and one, redeem'd ! illuſtrious “ Thote ſmaller faults, hal:-converts to the right. 7 - 
10 * Light Nor let me claſe theſe eyes, which never more = 
* From Light illuſtrious ! "Thou, whoſe regal ]“ May tee the fun (though night's deicendin ſcale 0 
„ power, 5 % Now weighs up mern), unpity'd, and unbleſt 1 3 
* Tivite in fte, but infinite in ſpace, © of k 2320 | 
On more than adamantine baſis fix d, In Y diſpleaſure dwells eternal pain; 
2 " O'er more, far more, than diadems and thrones, I“. Pain, our averſion; pain, which ſtrikes me now ; 
* Irviolably reigns : the Dread of gods! 2270“ And, ſince all pain i- terrible to Man, q 
or „And Oh! the Aricnd of man! beneath whole | Though tranſient, tertible; at Thy good hour, | 
« foot, „ Gently, ah gently; lay me in my bed, 232 
* And by the mandate of whoſe awſul nod, | «« My cl/ay-cold bed ! by nature, now, ſo near; 0 
* All regions, revolution, fyrtunes, fates, % By nature, near; ſill nemer by diſeale— 
| *.Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll * Till then, be ks, an emblem of my grave: | 
2G „Through the ſhort channels of expiring time, [“ Let it out-preach the preacher; every night ö 0 
| , 2275 |** Let it out-cry the boy at Philip's ear; 2339 7 
Or ſhore'eſs ccean of eternity, That tongue of death - — that herald of the tomb L 
* Calm, or tempeſtuous (as thy Spirit breathes) 1 ug And when _ ſhelter of thy wing implor 4 
lo abſy lute ſub eftion !---And, O Thou « My ſenſer, ſooth'd, ſhall ſin in loft rew1le 
* The g1orious Third! diſtinct, not ſeparate! J O fink his truth {till deeper in my foul. - 


* Nig/ics ts Siath and Severihs „ Juggeſted by my pillow, gad by fore, 4 735 


Firſt, in fate'z volume, at the page of mav--- 
* Mann fickly foul, though turn'd and ſeſt'd fer 
© "ever, 


« Fram fide to fide, can reft enmought but Thee: 
* — truſt ; 1 fall jey; 
* On Thee, the romis'd, ture, eternal down 2340 
* Of ſpirits, toil'd in travel through this vale. 
% Nor of that pillow ſhall my ſoul deipond ; 
7 For---Love aimighty | Love almighty (fing, 
«« Exult creation!) Love almighty, reign®? | 
That death of death / that cordial of deſpair / 


« And loud eternity's triumphant ſong! 
Of whom, no more ;---For, O thou Patron- 


. Thou Gad and Arta!“ thence mare God to 
5 « man! 
Man's theme eternal man's eternal theme 
Thou canſt not ſcape wninjur'd from our 
| « praiſe. 2350 4 
„ ,Uninjur'd from pur grate can He eſcape, 
Who, diſemboſom'd frum the Father, bows 
ay heaven of heavens, to kils the diſtant | 
B 5 — of finleſs foul | 

« Breathes out in agonies 2 $ 1 5 
« Againſt the Creſs, Death's iron ſceptre breaks ! 


$97 2355 
« From famiſh'd ruin plucks her human pr ? Of 
1 YVirtze abounds in flatterers and fues , 
{ "Tis pride to praiſe her; penance to perfarm. 2429 
1 To more than words, to more 1 


* Throws wide the gates celeſtial to his foes 
% Their gratitude, for ſuch a boundleſs debt, 
** Deputes their ſufſering brothers to receiye ! 
* And, if deep human guilt in ee 2380 
As deeper guilt prohibits our deſpair / | 
** Tnjoins it, as our du , to rearce / 
* And (to cloſe all) omnipotently kind, 
% Taler his delights among the fans of men. 
What words are thele---And did they come 
from heaven? | 
And were they ſpoke to man? to guilty man? 
hat are all myſteries to love like this ? : 
The longs of angels, all the melodies 4 
Of choral gods, are wafted in the ſound ; | 
Heal and exhilerate the broken beart; 2370 
— Though plung'd, before, in horrors dark as night: 
Rich Sell of conſummate joy ! 
Nor wait we diſſolution to be bleſt. 
This final effort of the moral Muſe, | 
How juſtly * ziz/ed f nor for me alone: 2375 
For all that read: what ſpirit of ſupport, 
What heights of Conſolation, crown my ſong 1 
Then, farewel Night! of darkneſs, now, no 
7 more : 
oy breaks; ſhines; triumphs ; tis eternal day. | 
all that which riſes out of noght complain 2380 
Of a few evils, 2 with endlets joys ? 1 
My ſoul! hencefoxth, in ſweeteſt union join 
The two ſuppoxrts of human bappineſs, © 
-Which ſome, erroneous, think can never meet; | 
True zafte of life, and conſtant thought of death! 


2335 
The thought of death, ſole victor of its dread! 
f Hope, þe thy /o ; and f robiꝙ ihy.ſtiſi; | 
Thy patron He, whoſe diadem has dropp'd 
Yon perns of heaven ; Eternity, thy . 


| 


— 


* 
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Their feather, and their froth, for endle\ tolle: 
hey part with all for that <o/uca cs ner bread; " 


Aud laugh to {corn the fools tliat ai. nat m. re. 


Suppoic Philander's, Lucia's, or Narcifſa's, 
| The trath of things new-blazing in its eye, 
Look-back, aſtyniſh'd, on tbe ways of men, 
Whote lives, whole driſt.is to forget their graves ! 
And u hen dur preſent privilege is paſt, 24% 
To ſcourge us with due ſenſe of its abuſe, 
The ſume aſtomſhment will ſeize vs all. 
What ten muſt pain us, would preſerve ys new, 
Lorenzo ! tis not yet too late; Lorenzo! 
Seize wiſdom, ere tis turment to be wile ; 
That is, ſei ze chem, ere ſhe eizes Her. 
For what, my {mall philoſcher Hi He 
"Tis nothing but full knowledge of the truth, 
When truth, reſiſted long, is lwurn our toe ; 
And cails Eternity to do her right. 
Thus, L. aiding intellectual light, 


2425 


{| And ſacred filence whiipering truths divine, 


And truths divine converting pain to peace. 
My ſong the midnight raven has outwing'd, 
And ſhut, ambitious of unbounded ſcenes, 
Beyond the flaming limits of the world, 
Her gloomy flight. But avails the flight 
aucy, when out kearts remain below? 


2415 


worth of 
tongue, | 
Lorenzo! rite, at this auſpicious hour; 5 
An hour, when heaven's moſt intimate with man; 
When, like a falling ftar, the ray divine 
Glides ſwiſt into the boſom of the 7%; 
And juſt are all, dctermin'd to reclaim . 


2425 


41 Which fets that title high within thy reach. 


Awake, then: thy Philander calls: awake! 

Thou, who ſhalt wake, when the creation Deeps 

When, like a taper, all theie ſuns expire; 2439 

When Time; like him of Gaza in bis wrath, 

Plucking the pillars that ſupport the world, 

In Nature's ample ruins lies intomb'd ; 

And Midnight, Univerſal Midnight ! reigns, 
Exp or THE NIGHT-THOUGH *» 


RESIGNATION 


IN TWO PARTS. 


ö | ce My foul ſhall be ſati ed even as it were eoith m 


1 and fatreſs ? auen my mouth þ raiſeth thee 
« <aith joyful lips,” Ps a Lo Kii . 


PHE days how few, how ſhort the an. 


Of man's too rapid race, 
Each leaving, as it ſwiftly flies, 


„ 
Au leaye the racer“ of the wer/d their own, 2390 
o £& . # * The Cenſelabivn. | 


| 


A ſhorter in its place 


They mortiiy, they iarve, on wealth, fame, power; 


How muit a ſpi tit, late e eapꝰd from earth ; 2295 


410 


415 


\ 


They who the langeſt leaſe enjoy, 
* Have told us with a Guh, . . 
That to be born ſeems little more, 

. Than to begin to die. 


Numbers there are who feel this truth 
With fears alarm'd ; and yet, 

In life's deluſions lull 'd aſleep, 
This weighty truth forget: 

And am not I to theſe akin? 
Age Numbers o'er the quill; 

Its honour bluts, whate'er it writes 3 
And am I writing full? X 


Conſcious of nature iu decline, 
And languor in my thoughts; 
To ſoſten cenſure, and abate 
Its rigour on my faults ; 


Permit me, Madam: ere to You 
The promis'd verſe I pay, 
To touch on felt infirmity, 
Sad fifter of decay. 
One world deceas'd, another born, 
Like Noah they beheld, 
O'er whoſe white hairs, and furrow'd brows, 
Too many ſuns have roll'd : 
Happy the patriarch ! he rejoic'd 
& eo world to lee 7 


My ſecond world, though gay the ſcene. 


Can boaſt no charms for me. 


To me this brilliant age appears 
With deſolation ſpread ; 

Near all with whom I liv'd, and ſmil'd, 
Whilſt life was life, are dead ; 


And with them dy'd my joys : the grave 
Has broken nature's laws; . 

And clos'd, againſt this feeble frame, 
Its partial cruel jaws ; 


Cruel to ſpare ! condemu'd to life ! 

A cloud impairs my fight ; [ 
My weak hand diſobeys my will, 

And trembles as I write, 


What ſhall I write? Thalia, tell; 
Say, long-abandon'd Muſe ! 

What field of fancy ſhall I range? 
What ſubject ſhall I chuſe? 


A choice of moment bigh inſpire, 
And reſcue me from ſhame, 

For doating on thy charms ſo late, 
By grandeur in my theme. 


| Beyond the themes, which moſt admire, 


Which dazzle, or amaze, 
ond renown'd exploits of war, 
Tight charms, or empire's blaze, 


E. — which, in 1 of woe, 
an appeaſe our pain; 
And, in an age of gaudy guilt, 
Gay folly's flood reſtrain 3 
Amidſt the ſtorms of life ſupport 
A calm unſhaken reind ; 
And with unfading laurels crown 


The brow of the refign'd. 
Vos, VIII. ad 


4 


But though full noble s my theme, 


His ſotrows are recall'd to life 


Y-0-U-N/G'8: POEMS © 397 


O Reſignaticn ! yet unſung, 
Untouch'd by tormer ſtrains ; 
Though claiming every Muſe's imile, 
And every Poet's pains, , 
Beneath life's evening, ſolemn ſhade, 
I dedicate my page 
To thee, thou 4 eſt guard of youth! 
Thou fole ſupport of age! 
All other duties creſcents are 
Of virtue faintly bright, | 
The glorious conſummation, Thou! 5 
Which fills her orb with light: ; 
How rarely fill'd ! The love divine 
_ In evils to diſcern, | * 
This the frſt leſſon which we want, | 
The lateſt, which we learn; 


A melancholy truth ! for know, 
Could our proud hearts reſign, 


The diſtance greatly would decreaſe 


'T wixt human and divine. 


Full urgent is my call 
To ſoften ſorrow, and forbid 
The durſting tear to fall; 
The taſk I dread; dare I to leave 
Of humble proſe the ſhore, 
And put to ſea? a dangerous ſea ? 
What throngs have ſunk before * 
How proud the poet's billow ſwells ! 
The God! the God! bis boaſt : 
A boaſt how vain ! What wrecks abound ! 
Dead bards ſtench every coaſt. 


What then am I? Shall I preſume, 
On ſuch a moulten wing, 


Above the general wreck to riſe, 


And in my winter, fing ; ; 8 
When nightingales, when ſweeteſt bards _ 
Confine their charming ſong, | 
To fummer's animating heats, 

Content to warble young ? 


Yet write I muſt; a * Lady ſues; L 


How ſhameful her requ * 
My brain in labour for dull rhrme ! 
Her's teeming with the beſt ! 
But you a ſtrangey will excuſe, 
Nor ſeorn his feeble ſtrain ; 
To you a ſtranger, but through fate, 
No ſtranger to your pain. | 
The ghoſt of grief deceas'd aſcends, 
His old wound bleeds anew ; . 


— 


By thoſe he fees in you; | 
Too well he knows the twiſting ſtrings 


Of ardent hearts combin'd 4 
When rent aſunder, how they bleed, 
How hard to be teſign'd: N 
Thoſe tears you pour, his eyes bave ſhed ; - 
The pang yeu feel, he felt ; 


Thus nature, loud as virtue, bids 
His beart as yours to melt. 
* Mrs, ME obo; 
3 8 
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But what can heart, or head, foggeſt ? | Bids us for ever pains deplore, 
What fad experience lay? 1 Our pleaſures overprize; 
Through truths auſtere, to peace we work ' Theſe oft perſuade us to be weak ; 
Our rugged, gloomy way : Thoſe urge us to be wiſe; 
What are we? Whence ? For what ? and 2 From virtue's rugged E to rigbt 
i ther? By pleaſure are we brought 
Who know not, needs muſt mourn ; To flowery fields of wrong, and mw 
* Thought, bright daughter of the fries! ſ Pain chides us for our fault: 
an tears to triumph turn. Vet whilſt it chides, it ſpeaks of peace, 
7 0 ow Ps tis the mind's a folly i is withſtood ; | 
mpenetrable ſhie ſays, time'pays an cal price 
: When, ſent by fate, we meet our foes, x For our eternal good, N . 
In fore affliction“s field; In earth's dark cot, and in an 
It plucks the frightful maſk from ills, And in delufion 6 
_ © Forbids pale fear to hide, What an @conomiſt is man 
Beneath that dark diſguile, a friend, To ſpend his whole eſtate, 
Which tum affeQtion's tide. | And beggar an eternity ! 5 
Affection frail ! train'd up by ſenſe, For which as he was born, 
Frum Teaſon's channel . 5 More worlds than one {it weigh * 
And whilſt it bhndly points at peace, As feathers he ſhould ſcorn. 
Our peace to pain betrays, - Say not, your joſt in triumph leads | 
Thovght _—_— itx oe; erroneous ſtream 1 74 
From daily-dy „were, h ] 
To noeuriſk rich — blooms, J oys bankrupts of this life, 
In amaranthine bowers ; But not deferr'd your joy fo long; | 
Whence throngs, in extaſy, look down It bears an early date; | 
On what once thock'd their ſight: AMition's ready pay in hand, - 
. And thank the terrors of the paſt | Befriends our preſent ſtate ; 
* For ages of delight. . are the N trickle dous . 
All withers here ; who moſt pc ſſeſi er melancholy | 
Are loſers by . gain, p* | Like liquid pearl? Like pearls of price, 
| Stung by full proaf, that, bad at beſt, ; They purchaſe laſting peace. . N | 
_ Life's idle All is vain: ; | ' - Grief ſoftens hearts, and curbs the will, 
3 , Impetuous paſſion tames, | \ 
r 5 And = 8 inlet atiate, keen defire | 
But murmur ceaſe ; life, then, would ſeem From launching in extremes. | k 
Still vainer, from its end. BY "Through : «time's dark womb, oux judgrnent 
my wretched! who, through cruel fate, =" * — e was VER 1 
; ave nothing to lament! Clear ſhould we ſee, the will divine 
Wich the poor alms this world afford | Has but foreſtall'd our.own.; / 
Deplorably content! ; ; 
: At variance with our future wiſh, 
Had got the Greek his world miſtook, Self- ſever'd we complain; 1 
His wiſh had been moſt wie ; I fo, the wounded, not the wound, 
) To be content with but ane world. | _ Muſt anſwer forthe pain: f 1 
Of earth's e wou! ſtate | hough you may think it flow, | 
A fall 3 124 * 17 | When, in the lift of fortune's ſmiles, . 
We hope; and hope; and hope; then caſt . | You 'll enter frowns of woe. (2 
| The total up For mark the path of Providence; 
— This courſe it has purſued : 
' Deſpair. | ® Pain is the , woe the womb, | 
— 1% Of ſoun » important good: 0 
Since vain all pere, alt future, vaſt, 14 Our hearts are faſten'd to this world 
Embrace, the lot affign'd ; By ſtrong and endleſs. ties: 
Heaven wounds ta heal ; its frowns are friends; | And every ſo b rrow cuts a ſtring, 
5 Its ſtroke ſevere, moR kind. ; = And urges us to rite : by 
But in laps's nature, rooted deep. Till ſound ſevere---Yet reſt aſſur d — 
Blind error domineers ; TITLE I'm ſtudious of your peace Bu: 
And-on fouls errands, in the dark, T hough I ſhould dare to give you joy 


Send out our hopes and fears ; LOEB Yes, joy of his deceaſe; 
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Aa hour ſhall come-(you queſtion this) 
An hour, when you ſhal blets, 
Beyond the brighteſt beams of life, - 
Dark days 1 your diſtreſs. 


Hear then without ſurprize a truth, 
A daughter-truth to this, 
' S$wiſt turns of fortune often tie 
A bleeding heart to bliſs: 


Eſteem you this a paradox ? 
My ſacred motto read; 
A glorious truth l divinely ſung 
y one, whoſe heart had bled : 


To reſignation ſwift he flew, 
In her a'friend he found, e 
A friend, which bleſt him with a ſmile 
When gaſping with his wound. 


On earth nought precious is obtain'd 
But what is painful too; 

By travel, and to travel born, 
Our ſabbaths are but ſew: 


To real joy we work our way, 
Encountering many a ſhock, 

Ere found what truly charms ; as found 
A Venus in the block. | 


In ſome diſaſter, ſome ſevere 
Appointment for our fins, 

That mother bleſſing (not ſo call'd), 
True happineſe, begins. | 


: 


No martyr eber defy'd the flames, 
By ſtings of life unvext ; * 2h 
Firſt roſe ſome quarrel with this world, 

Then paſſion for the next, | 


You ſee, then, -are parent pangs, 4 
The pangs o happy both: 
Pangs, by which only can be born 
The peopled earth look all around, 
Or through time's records run; 


And ſay, what is a man unſtruck ? 
It is a man undone. 


This mornent, am I deeply ftung -- © 
My bold pretence is try'd ; 1 
puts to proof 


When vain man boaſts, Heaven 
Now need I, Madam! your ſupport,--- ; 


To 


The vauntings of his pride ; 
How exquiſite the ſmart ; 


How critically tim'd the * news 
Which ſtrikes me to the heart! 


The pangs of which I ſpoke; I feel: 
If worth like thine, is born, 
O long-belov'd! 1 bleſs the blow, 
And triumph, whilſt I mourn. 


* Whilt the Auther was ering This, he re- | 
terved the nec of Mr. Samuel Ric ardſer's death, 
2 then printing the fer pert of the | 


Vo; my example ſhalt ſupport 


1 Madam! I grant your loſs is great; 


- + "Tis prudent; but ſevere: | 


But with ſoſt balm your pain aſſuage, 


| Whole frequent aid brought kind rellef, 
. - - 
' Ting'd with his beams my clondy page 


To touch our paſſions' ſecret ſprings 


Nature, which favours to the few, 
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Nor mourn I long ; by grief ſubdued 
By reaſon's empire ſhown ; 0 
Deep anguiſh comes by Heaven's decree, 
Contin zes by out own ; 
And when coutinued paſt its point - 
Indulg'd in length of time, 15 
Grief is diſgrace, and, hat Was fate, 
C-trupts iato a crime: | 
And ſhall I, criminally mean, 
Myſelf and ſubject wrong? 


$79 | 


The ſubject of my ſong. 4 


Nor little is your gain ; | 
Let that be weigh'd ; when weigh'd aright, 
It richly pays your pain; | 
When Heaven would kindly ſet us free, 
And eatth's enchantment end; | 
It takes the moſt effectual means, 
And robs us of Aa Friend. 


But ſuch a friend ! and ſigh no more? 


Heaven aid my weaknels, and I drop, 
All forrow++-with this tear. 


Perhaps your ſettled grief to ſooth, 
I ſhonld not vainly ſtrive, 


Had he been till alive; 


In my diſtrefs of thought, 
And beantify'd a fault: 


_ his G eee, care; 4 1 
cep his happy genius div“ © 6% 
In boſoms of t 5 fir: 4 


All art beyond, imparts, 
To him preſented at his birth, 
The key of human hearts, 


But not to me by him bequeath'd 
His gentle, ſmooth addreſs; 
His tender hand to touch the wound 
In throbbing of diſtreſs; 7 = 
Howe'er, proceed I muſt, unbleſs d ; 
With Eſculapian art: | | 
Know, love ſometimes, miſtaken love ! 
Plays difaffeQion's part: 
Nor lands, nor ſeas, nor ſuns, nor ſtars, - 
Can foul from ſoul divide | 
They correſpond from diſtant worlds, 
Though trafſports are deny'd: 
Are you not, then, unkindly kind? 
Is not your love ſevere ? : | 
O! ſtop that cryſtal ſource of oe; , 
Nor wound him with a tear. 
As thoſe abuve from human bliſs 
Receive encrea'e of joy; - | v 
May not a ſtroke from human woe, E, 
In part their peace deſtroy ? 
+ SS.& 
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| He lives in thoſe he leſt :- to wi 72 Share his delight; take Leed to mn HE 
Your, now, paternal care, Of rg por diſeas'd 
Clear from its cloud your brighten'd. eye, | That odd dift Pers, an abſur'd 
1 It will diſcern him there; EReluctanee to be pleas'd: 5 
| In features, not of form alone, I | Some ſeem in love with ſorrow's 'charms, + 
But choſe, I truſt, of gnind ; I And that fou! fiend embrace: 
Auſpicious to the public weal, | 7 8 This temper let me juſtly brand, . 
- And to their ſate refign *4. N , And ſtamp i it with diſgrace: . U 
5 Think on the tempeſts he ſuſtam d ] - Sorrow! of horrid pare : od: able 
Revolve his þattles won; - Thou ſecond-boru of bell 
Aud let thoſe prophecy your joy ; | / Againſt heaven'sendle(, mercies er; 
5 From ſuch à father's ſon: p ow dar'ſt thou tg rebel??? 
ls conſolation what you geek? From black and noxious vapour: bred r 
Fan, then, his martial re And nuts'd by want of thought. 
And arimate to flame the ſparks And to the door of frenzy's . 
Bequeath d him by his hre: Bu perſeverance brought. 
As nothing great is born in baſte, | Thy moſt inglorious, coward tears 
Wile nature's time allow ; .1 From brutal eves have ran; Andes N 
{tis father's laurels may deſcend, | Smiles, incommunicable ſmiles 3 
And flouriſh ot his brow. Axe radiant marks of man; a 
Nor, Madam! be furpris'd to hear f They caft a fudden glory round : 
That laurels may be due Th' illumin'd human faces: 
Not more to heroes of the field, Aud light in ſons of honeſt joy 4 1 
. . (Proud boaſters!) than to you: — Some beams of Moſes“ face: Flt ay 
©ender as is the female frame, |. 1s Reſignation's leſſon hard? ' , 
Like that brave man you mourn, - | Examine, we ſhall find 
You are a ſoldier, and to fight | | That duty gives up little more ] 
Superior battles born; Than anguiſh of the mind; 
Beneath a banner nobler fav ee and all che toad of js 
ag ever was unfurl' | at moment you remove, 
/:: fields of blood ; a banner bright t It heavy n cares L 
High wav'd o'er all the world. - . Devolve on one above: 
it, like a ſtreaming meteor, caſts | | Who bids us lay our burthen down * 
R An univerſal tight ; | | On his almighty hand, 
eds day, ſheds more, eternal day Soſtens our duty to relief, — 8 
On nations whelm'd in night. | Too bleſſing a command. 
Beneath that banner, what exploit For joy what cauſe?, how, every ene V 
Can mount our glory higher, | Ils courted from above 
Than to ſuſtain the dreadful} blow, The year around, with p»eſents rich, 0 
When thoſe we love expire? | The growth of endleis love? 
Go forth a moral Amazon ; | But moſt oferlook the bleſſings pour'd, U 
Arm'd with undauuted thought ; ; | Forget the wonders done, 
The battle won, thongh coſting dear, And terminate, wrapp*d pin ſenſe, H 
You thick it cheaply bought; Their proſpe@ at the 
The paſſive hero, who'fits down 1 From that, their final point _ view, V 
Unactive, and ean ſmile 1PFrom that their radiant goal, 
Beneath affliction's galling load, On travel infinite of thought, A 
Out- acts a Cæſar's toil 0 7 GBets out the nobber ſoul, 
The billows ſtain'd by 8 8 foes - Broke looſe from time's tenacious tie, A 
| Inferior praife afford; And earth's involving gloom, + 
Reaſon's a bloodleſs conqueror, 1 | To range at laſt its vaſt domain, A: 
More glorious than the ſword, And talk with worlds to come: | 
Nor can the thunders of huzzas I LL They let unmark'd, aud unemploy'd, | Hh: 
From fthouting nations, cauſe „ Life's idle moments run; 1 
Such ſweet delicht, as from your heart Aud, doing we wry eh for themſelves, 5 W 
Soft whiſpers of applauſe x24 . Imagine nothing done | | 
The dear deceas'd ſo fam'd i in arms, | | © Fatal miſtake! their fate 3 on, if 
With what delight he Il view g | Their dread account proceeds, Hot 4 
» His triumphs on themain outdone, _ And their not-doing is {gt down 11 


This conquer d, twice, by you,  } - Amongſt their darkeR decdz; E *1 
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Then h man fits ſtill, and takes his eaſe; : 
is at work ou man; 

Ko. means, no moment unemploy'd, | 

To bleſs him, if He can. 


But man conſents not, boldly bent 
To faſhion his own fate ; 

Man a mere bungler in the trade, 
Repeats his crime too late; 

Hence loud laments : let me thy cauſe, 
Indulgent Father! plead ; 

Of all the wretches we deplore, 
Not one by thee, was made. 


What is thy whole creation fair? _ 
Of love divine tbe child; | 
Love brought i it forth ; and from its birth, % 
Has oꝰer it fondly fmil'd ; TY 


Now, and through periods diſtant far, 
Long ere the world began, > 
Heaven is; and has in travel been, 
Its birth the good of man; 


* holds in conſtant ſervice bound 
The bluſtering winds and ſeas; 
Nor ſuns diſdain to travel hard 
Their maſter, man, to pleaſe : 


To final good the worſt events 
Through ſecret channels run ; 

Finiſh for man their defſtin'd courle, 
As *twas for man begun. 

One point (obſerv'd, perhaps, by few) 
Has often ſmte, and ſryites 

My mind, as demonſtration ſt rong; 
That heaven in mau delights : 


What's l nown to man of things unſeen, 
Of future worlds, or fates ? 

So much, ner more, than what to man's 
Sublime affairs relates ; 


What 's Revelation then? a liſt, 
* — inventory juſt - p 
at poor inſeQs goods, ſo late 

Call'd out of night and duſt, 

What various motives to. rejoice ! 
To render joy ſincere, 

Has this no weight? our joy is felt 
Beyond this narrow ſphere ; 


Would we in heaven new heaven create | 
And double its delight? -# 

A ſmiliag world, when heaven looks down; 
How pleaſing in its fight ! 


Argels ſtoop forward from their thrones 
o hear its joyful lays; 
As incenſe ſweet en oy, and join, 
Its aromatic praiſe : 


Have we no cauſe to fear the grole 
Of heaverys avenging rod) ' 
When we preſurne 1 counte ract 
A ſympathetic God? 


If we reſign, our patience makes 
His rod an armleſs wand; 
If not, it darts a lerpent' q ting, 
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Like that in Moſes“ hand; 


* — 
1 


' Of joy 


| Jug ths our money, intereſt dean, 


Proclaims t 


* 
Like that, it t ſwallows up whate er | | 


Earth's yain ans bring, - 
Whole baffled arts would boaſt below _ 


Of joys a rival ſpriug. 


- 


-- Couſummate love the liſt bow lange 


Of bleſſings from thy hand! 


To baniſh forrow, and be bleſt, 


Is thy ſupreme command. 


Are ſuch commands but ill obey'd? | 
Of bliſs, ſhall we complain? 
The man, who dares to be a wretch, 

Deſerves ſtill greater pain, 
oy is our duty, glory; health ; 2 
Joy i our dey; glory; hav foul end 
Our beſt encomium on the * 
' Who ſweetly plans the whole: 
Joy is our Eden ſtill poſſels'd: _ 
Be gone, ignoble grief! 
Ti joy makes gods, and men Gm, 
Their nature, our relief ; 
Relief, for man to that muſt ſtoop, 
And his due 23 of th a 
Tranſport's the lang 0 Lies, 
— the ſtyle og 


Content is joy, and joy in pain 
Is joy and virtue too; 


* 


Thus, whilſt good preſent we 2 2 


More precious we purſue: 


eee eee e 
more have we to come; 


ich daily ſwells the ſum. 


% But how to ſmile ; to ſtem the tide 


«« Of nature in our veins; © 


Js it not hard to weep in joy? 


„What then to ſmile in pains?“ 


Vicgorious joy! which breaks the clonds, 


And ſtruggles through a ſtorrn; 
mind as A as good ; 
And bids it doubly 
If doubly charming in our ſex, 
A ſex, by nature, bold; 


Y 


What then in yours? tis diamond there, 


Triumphant o'er our gold. 


And ſhould not this complaint repreſs ? 
And check the riſing ſigh? 8 Is 


Vet farther opiate to your pain 


I la>our to ſupply. 


Since ſpirits pn damp'd diſtort 
Ideas of deligh 

Look throngh t ds; medium of a * b 
Te ſet your notions right: 

As tears the ſight, e dims the. ſoul 
Its object dark 

True friendſhip, like a riſing ſun, - 
The ſoul's borizon clears. 


A friend 's an optick to the mind 
With. ſoxrow clouded o'er ; 

And gives it ſtrensth of fight lee 
Redrels un'cen before. 


® 


* 
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Reaſon is ſotne Nhat in man; 
Extremely ſmooth an fair, & 
When the, to grace her manly aneh. 
Aſſumes a femaie air: 
A * Friend you have, 104 8 
Whoſe prudent, foft add 4 
Will bring to Nie — — | 
Which dy'd in your diſtreſs ; 
That friend, the ſpirit of my theme * 
ExtraQing for your eaſe, "1 
Will leave to me the dreg, in thoughts 
Too commen ; ſuch as theſe; HE 


Let thoſe lament, to whom full bowk 
Of ſparkling joys are tzic enn; 
That triple bane inebtiates life, + 
Imbitters death, — : 


Wos to the ſoul ar perfect cilſe ! 
Tis brewing perfe& pains; 
1 n , 


ne'er — 8 bene, 
2 5 —_— 
—— miltakes he her mark — W 


; _- ſorrow well ſubdued ; 4. 
in proud fottuneꝰs frown if 
By meek, unborrow'd — 22 


By Reſignation; all in that 
A double fnend may find, 


A wing to heaven, and, «bile near, (oj 


The pillow ef thanking : 


On lows weit of down, for reſt 

r reſtleſs hopes 
When hopes of heaven te warm at heart, 
Our hearts repoſe in peace: | 


The peace, which Refignation yields, 
Who feel alone can guels ; 
'Tis diſbeliev'd by murmuring minds, 
muſt conclude it leſs ; 


The loſs, or gain, of that alone 
Haye we to hope, or fear ; 

That fate controls, and can invert 
The ſeaſons of the year: | 


O ! the dark days, the vear around, 

Of an impatient mind? 
Through clouds, and ſtorms, a Wet breaks, 
To ſhine on the refign'd : 


While man by that, -\ every grace, 
And virtue, is poſſeſe d; 

Foul vice her pandzmonium builds 
in the rebellious breaſt ; 


By Reſignation we defeat 

/ The worſt that can annoy; 

And foffer, with far more repoſe, 
Than worldlings can enjoy. 
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f From ſmall experience this L {peak;, 4 


* + Are Moentagus. 


O! grant to thoſe I love 


E rievcetfullar far, ye powers 


ho form-our fates above! 


My love where due, if not to thoſe 


Who, leaving grandeur, came 
To ſhine on age in mean receis, 
And lighc me to my theme 


A theme themklves! A theme, bod rare! 1 


The charms, which they diſplay, 
To triumph over captive heads, 
Are ſet in bright array: 


With his own arms proud man 's 0 'ercome, | 


His boaſted laurels die: 


Learning and genius, wiſer grown, 


To ——_ boſoms fly. 


This revolution, fix'd by fate, 


In fable was foretold ; 
The dark prediction puzzled wits, 


Nor couid the learn'd unfold; © 


But as thoſe * ladies works I read; 
They darted ſach a ray, g 


| The latent ſenſe burft out at once, 


And ſhone in open day : 


Her mark lies hid in ſorrow's ade xd 4 So durſt, full ripe, diſtended fruits, 


When ſtrougly frikes the fun ; 


And from the purple grape unprefs'd 05 


Spontaneous neftars Tun. 


Pallas, ('tis ma 4 = when Jove grew dull, 


Forlook his drowſy brain; 
And ſprightly leap*d into the throne. 
Of wildom's brighter reign ; 


Her helmet took ; that is, met rays Lack 


Of formidable wit: 
And lavnee,—or, genius moſt acute, 
Which lines immortal writ ; 


And gorgon thield,---or, power to fright _ 


Man's folly, dreadful! ſhone, 

And many a blockhead {eaſy change !) 
Turn'd, inſtantly, to ſtone. 

Our authors male, as, then, — ove, 
Now feratch a Jamag'd hen g | 

And call for what once — there, 
But find the goddeis fled. 


The fruit of knowledge, golden fruit ! 
That onee forbidden- tree, 
Hedg'd-in by ſurly man, is now 
To Britain's daughters free : 


In Eve (we know) bf ſtuit fo fair 
The noble thitſt began; 

And they, like her, have cans'd a fall, 
A fall of feme in man: 


And fince of genius in out ſex, 


O Addiion ! with thee 

The ſun is ſet; how I rejvice 
This ſiſter lamp to lee! 

It ſheds, like Cynthia, ſiwer beams 
On man's nactur nal ſtate ; 

Hi: leflen'd light, and languid powers, 
| ſhow, whilſt I relate. 


Me.. Mentaguc. Mrs. Canteri 
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RESIGNATION. 
BYT what in either ſex, beyond 
All parts, our glory crowns ! 


In ruffling ſeaſons 10 be calm, | 
And ſmile, when fortune frowns.” ? 


Heaven's choice is ſafer than our own ; 

Of ages paſt enquire, | 
What the moſt formidable fate ? 

* To have our own defire.” 


If, in your wrath, the worſt of foes 
you wiſh extremely ill ; 
Expoſe him to the thunder's ſtroke, 
that of his own will. 


What numbers, ruſhing down the ſteep 
Of inclination ſtrong, 

Have periſh'd in their ardent wiſh ! 
Wiſh ardent, ever wrong : 


'Tis Reſignation's full reverſe, 

Matt wrong, as it implies 

Error mdſt fatal in our choice, 
Detachment from the ſkies. 


By cloſing with the ſkcies, we make 
Omnipotence our on; 

That done, how formidable ill's 
Whole army is o'erthrown? 


No longer impotent, and frail, © * , 
Ourlelves above we riſe : 

We ſcarce believe ourſelves below! 
We treſpaſs on the ſkies ! 


The Lord, the foul, and ſoutce of all, 
Whilſt man en'oys his eaſe, 

I; executing human will, 
In earth, and air, and ſeas; 


Beyond us, what can Angels boaſt? 
Archangels what require? 
Whate'er below, 'above, is dane, 
Is done as-----we deſire. 


What glory this for man ſo mean, 
Whoſe life is but a ſpan? _ 

This is meridian maieſty!. | 
This, the ſublime of man! 


Beyond the boaſt of pagan ſong 
My ſac red ſubject ſhines ! 

And for a foil the luftre takes 
Ot Rome's exalted lines, 


All, that the ſun ſurveys, ſubdued, 
** But Cats's mighty mind.“ 

How grand! moſt true; yet far beneath 
The foul of the Reſign'd: ; 


To more than kingdoms, more than worlds, 
To paſſion that gives law; " 
its matchleſs empire could. have kept 
Great Cato's pride in awe ; 
That fatal pride, whoſe cruel point 
Prensfix'd his noble breaſt ; 
Far nobler ! If his fate ſuſtain'd 
lad left to Heaven the reft ; 


\ 


— 


| 
| 
f 


His dart tremendous !---at fourſcore 


At death's arrival they ſhall ſmile 


| 353 | 
Then he the palm had borne away, 
At diſtance Czar thrown; 
Put him off cheaply with the world, 
And made the ſkies his on, 


What cannor Reſignation do? 
3 wonders can perſurm ' 
t powerful charm, © will be done, 
Can lay the loudeſt OP 
Come, Refignation 5 then, from fields, 
Where, mounted on the wing, 
A wing of flame, bleſs'd Martyr's ſouls 
Aſeended to their King: 
Wh- is it calls thee? one whoſe need 
Tranſcends the common ſize; 
Who: ftunds in front againft a foe 0 
To which none equal rife; 
In front he ſtands, the brink he treads 
Of an eternal ſtate; | 
How dreadful his nted poſt! 
How ſtrongly arm'd by fate: 
His threatening foe! what ſhadows deep 
Q'erwhelm his gloomy brow ! 


. My ſole a ylum, thou! 

Haſte, then, O Reſignation ! haſte, 
'Tis thine to reconcile 

My foe, and me; at thy approach, 
My foe begins to imile: _ 

O!] for that fammitof my wiſh, 
Whilſt here I draw my breath, 

That promiſe of eternal iife, 2 
A glorious {mile in death: 25 ) 

What ſight, Heaven's azute arch beneath, 
Has moſt of Heaven to boaſt ?. - 

The man d; at once (erene, 
And giving up the ghoſt. 


Who, not in life o'er gay, a 
Serious, and frequent thought ſend out 
- To meet him on his way; | 
My gay Cozvals! (ſuch there are) 
If happineſs is dear ; 
Approaching death's alarming day 
Diſcreetly let us fear; „ Y, 
The fear of death l truly wiſe, | 
Till wiſdom can riie higher ; | 
And, arm'd with pious fortitude, 1 
Death dreaded once, defire ; - | 
Gland climaQteric vanities | 
The vaineſt will deſpiſe ; | 
Shock'd, when beneath the fnow of aze, F 
| Manimmaturely.dies: *' | + | 
But am not I myſelf the man ? , \ 
No need abroad to roam i 
In queſt of faults to be chaſtis d: ' 
hat cauſe to bluſh at home? 


In life's decline, when men rela; ſe 
Into the ſports of youth, © _ RN 

The ſecond child out-f6ols the firſt, 
And tempts the laſh of truth. 


ö N 4 
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—— 
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His trembling voice att 


Shall a mere truant from the grave 
With rival boys engage? — f 
co 
And ape the poet's rage Tho 
Here maidam ! let me viſit one, 
My fault who, partly, ſhares, - 
And tell myſelf, by telling him, 
What more becomes our years. 
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I 


And if your breaſt with prudent zeal * ? 


For Reſignation glows, 
You will not diſapprove a juſt 
Reſentment on its ſoes, % 


Is youth, Voltaire! our foibles plead 


For ſome indulgence due ; 


Should change their colour too. 
How are you cheated by your wit! 
Old age is bound to pay, 
By nature's Jaw a mind diſcreet, 
For joys it takes away; 


* 


When heads are white their thoughts and aims | 


A mighty change is wrought by years, 


Reverſing human lot ; 
In age * to lie hid, 
Its praiſe to be forgot. 


The wiſe, as flowers, which ſpread at noon, | 


And all their charms expoſe, 


le, 
When evening damps, and ſhade: deſcend, 


Their evolutions cloſe. 


What though your Muſe has nobly ſoar d, 


* 


Is that our true ſublime ? 
Ours, hoary friend! is to prefer 
rnity to time: | 
Why cloſe a life ſo juſtly fam'd 
With ſuch bold traſh as * this ? 
is for renown ? yes, ſuch as makes 
Obſcurity a bli6 ; . 
Your traſh, with mine, at open war, 
Is F. obſtinately bent, 
Like wits below, to ſow your tares 
Of gloom and diſcontent ; 


% 


* Wirh ſo much ſunſhine at command, 


Why light with darkneſs mix? 


* 


Why daſh with pain our pleaſure? why 


our Helicon, with Styx ? 
Your works in our divided minds 


-  Repypnant paſſions raiſe, 


Conſound vs with a double ſtroke, 
We ſhudder whilſt we praiſe; 
A curious web, as finely wrought 
As genius can inſpire, 
From a black bag of poiſon ſpun, 
With horror we admire. 
Mean as it is, if this is rend 
With a diſdainſul air, 
I can't forgive ſo great a foe 
To my dear friend -Voltaire.: . 
Early I knew him, early prais'd, 
And long to praiſe him late; 
His genius greatly I admire, 
Nor would deplore his fate ; 


c + Segal Par 


| Or ſonl from that which never die“, 


I behold 


A fate how much to be deplor'd! _ 
At which our nature ſtarts; - -- © 
Forbear to fall on your own (word, 

\, To periſh by your pants: 


Were then immoftals born? 
Nothing is great, of which more great, 
More gloricus is the ſcorn. 
Can fame your cattaſe from the worm 
Which gnaws us in the grave, 


; Applauding Europe fave ? | 
But fame you loſe; good ſenſe alone 
p Your idol, praiſe can claim; 
When wild wit murders happineſs, 
It puts to death dur fame . 

Nor boaſt your genius, talents bright, 

Ev'n dunces will deſpiſe, 2 
I in your weſtern beams is mils'd 
| A genius for the ſkies ; | 


| Your taſte too fails ; what moſt excels 


True taſte muſt reliſh moſt ! 
And what, to rival palms above, 
Can proudeſt laurels boaſt ? 
Sound heads ſalvation's & belmet ſeek, 
Reſplendent are its rays, 


Let that ſuffice; it yeeds no plume, 


— 


Of ſublunary praiſe. 


May this enable couch'd Voltaire 
| Toſeethar---f . All is right,” 
| His eye, by flaſh of wit ſtruck blind, 
Reftofing to its ſight; : 
If ſo, all 's well: who much have ert'd, 
That much have been forgiven ; 
I ſpeak with joy, with joy he'll hear, 
«« Voltaires are, now, in heaven.“ 
' Nay, ſuch philanthropy divine, 
X 80 bon eſs in . 2 
Its marvellous of love extends 
(Stoop moſt profound !) to me: 
Let others cruel-ſtars arraign, 
Or dwell on their diſtreſs ;* 
But let my page, for mercies pour'd, 


| A grateful heart expreſs : 


Walking, the preſent God was ſeen, 
Of old, in Eden fair; 
The God as preſent, by plain ſteps 
Of providential care, 
ſing through my life; 
His awful voice | hear; * 
And, conſeious of my nakedneſe, 
Would hide myſelt for fear: ; 
But wherethe trees, or where the clouds, 
Can cover from his faght? | 
Naked the center to that eye, 


9 * 
” 


| As yonder glittering lamps on high 
Through night illumin'd roll; : 
May thoughts of him, by whom they ſhine, 
Chaſe dark ne from my ſoul; 


* Epheſ. vie in. t Which his remance ridicule 


* 


* But great your name”--To feed on air, 


To which the ſun is night. 984 


les 
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My ſoul, which reads his hand as clear, 
In my minute affairs, 

As in his ample manuſeript 
Of ſan, and moon, and ſtars; 


And knows him not more bent aright, 
To wield that vaſt machine, 

Than to corre&t one erring thought 
In my ſmall world within; 


A world, that ſhall ſurvive the fall 
Of all his wonders here; 
Survive, when ſuns ten thouſand drop, 
And leave a darken'd ſphere. 


Yon matter groſs, how bright it ſhines ! 
For time how great his care! 

Sure ſpirit and eternity | 
Far richer glories ſhare, 


Let thoſe our hearts impreſs, on thoſe 
Our contemplation dwell ; 

On thoſe my thoughts how juſtly thrown, 
By what I now ſhall tell: 


When backward with at entive mind 
Life's labyrinth | trace, 

I find him far myſelf beyond 
Propitious to my peace: 

Through all the crooked paths I trod 
My folly he purſued ; 

My heart aſtray to quick return 
Importunately woo'd ; 


Due Reſignation home to preſs 
On my capricions will, 
How many reſcues did I meet, 

Beneath the maſk of ill! 


How many foes in ambuſh laid 
Beneath my ſoul's dęſire! 
The deepeſt penitents are made 

By what we moſt admire. 


Have I not ſometimes (real good 
So little mortals know !) 

Mounting the ſummit of my wiſh, 
Profoundly plung'd in woe ? 


[ rarely plann'd, but cauſe l found 
My plan's defeat to bleſs ; 

Oſt I lamented an event; 
It turu'd to my ſucceſs» 

By ſharpen'd-appetite to give 
To good intenſe delight, 

Through dark and deep perplexities 
He led me to the right. 


And is not this the gloomy path, 
Which you are treading no ? 

The path moſt gloomy leads to light, 
When our proud paſſions bow: 


When labouring under fancy'd ill, 
My ſpirits to ſuſtain, a 
He kindly cur'd with ſovereign draughts 
Of unimagin'd pain. 
Pain'd ſenſe from fancy'd tyranny 
Alone can ſet us free; 
A thouſand miſeries we feel, 
Till ſunk in miſery + 
Vol. VIII. 


Cloy'd with a glut of all we wiſh, 
| Our wiſh we reliſh leſs; 
Succeſs, a ſort of ſuicide, 

Is ruin'd by ſucceſs : 


Sometimes he led me near to death, 
And, pointing to the grave, 

Bid terror whiſper kind advice ; 
And taught the tomb to fave : 


To raiſe my thoughts beyond where worlds 
As ſpangles o'er us ſhine, 

One day he gave, and bid the next 
My ſoul's delight reſign, | 


We to ourſelves, but through the means 
Of mirrers, are unknown ; 

In this my fate can you defcry 
No features of your own ? 


And if you can, let that excuſe 
Theſe felf-recording lines; 

A record, modeſty forbids, 
Or to ſmall bounds confines : 

In grief why deep ingulph'd ? You ſee 
You ſuffer nothing rare ; * 

Uncommon grief for common fate ! 
That wiſdom eannot bear. 


When ſtreams flow back ward to their ſource, 
And humble flames deſ.end, 

And mountains wing'd ſhall fly aloft, 
Then human forrows end; 


But human prudence too myſt ceaſe, ' 
When forrows domineer, 

When fortitude has loſt its fire, 
And freezes into fear : 

The pang moſt poignant of my life 

Now heightens my delight ; 

I ſee a fair creation riſe 

From chaos, and old night. 


From what ſeem'd horror, and deſpair, 
The richeſt harveſt roſe ; 

And gave me in the nod divine 

An abſolute repoſe. 


Of all the plunders of mankind, 

More groſs, or trequent, none, 
Than in their grief and joy miſplac'd, 
Eternally are ſhown. ; 

But whither points all rhis parade ? 
It fays, that near you lies 

A book, perhaps, yet unperns'd, 
Which you ſhould greatly prize: 

Of ſelf-peruſal, ſcience rare! 
Few know the mighty gain; 

Learn'd Prelates, ſelf-unread, may read 
Their Bibles o'er in vain : 


Self-knowledge, which from heaven itſelt 
(So ſages tell us) came 

What is it, but a daughter fair 
Ofmy maternal theme ? 


| Unletterd and untravel'd men 
An oracle might find, 

Would they conſult their own contents, 
The Delphos of the mind. 


** 


35 Enter 


— — 2 y 


386 YOUNG'S POEMS. 


Enter your boſom ; there you'll mee 
A revelation new, 
A revelation perſonal ; 
Which none can yead but you. 


"There will you clearly read reveal'd 
In your enlighten'd thought, 

By mercies manifold, through life, 
To freſh remembrance brought, 


A mighty Being! and in Him 
A complicated friend, 

A father, brother, ſpouſe ; no dread 
Of death, divorce, or end: 


Who ſuch a matchleſs friend embrace, 
And lodge him in their heart, 

Full well, from agonies exempt, 
With ather friends may part : 

As when o'erloaded branches bear 
Large cluſters big with wine, 

We ſcarce regret one falling leaf 
From the luxuriant vine. 

My ſhort advice to you may found 
Obſcure or ſomewhat odd, | 


Though 'tis the beſt that man can give, 


* Ev'n be content with God.” 
Through love he gave you the deceas'd, 
Through greater took him hence ; 

IJ his reaſon ſully could evince, 
Though murmur'd at by ſenſe. 


This friend, far paſt the kindeſt kind, 
Is paſt the greateſt great ; 

His greatneſs let me touch in points 
Not foreign to your ſtate ; 
His eye, this inſtant, reads your heart; 
A truth leſs obvious hear; : 

This inſtant its moſt ſecret thoughts 
Arc ſounding in his ear; 

Diſpute you this? Oh! ſtand in awe, 
And ccaſe your ſorrow; know, 

That tears now trickling down, He ſaw 
Ten thouſand years ago; 


And twice ten thouſand hence, if you 
Your temper reconcile 

To reaſon's bound, will he behold 
Your prudence with a ſmile ; 

A ſmile, which through eternity 

Diffuſes ſo bright rays, 

The dimmeſt deifies e'en guilt, 
If guilt, at laſt, obeys : 

Your guilt {for guilt it is to mourn, 
When ſuch a ſovereign reigns) 

Your guilt diminiſh ; peace purſue ; 
Bow glorious peace in pains ! 

N-re, then, your ſorrows ceaſe ; if not, 
Think how unhappy they, 

Who guilt increaſe by ſtreaming tears, 
Which guilt ſhould waſh away; 

Of tears that guſh profuſe reſtrain ; 

V hence burſt thoſe diſmal ſighs ? 

They from the throbbing breaſt of one 
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We are ?—if not to ſuch a God 


Whate'er endears eternity, 


What moſt embitters time, that moſt 


Not angels (hear it, and exult !) 
Enjoy a larger ſhare : 

Than is indulg'd to you, and yours, 
Of God's impartial; care ; 

Anxious for each, as if on each 
His care for all was thrown; 

For all his care as abſolute, 
As all had been but one, 


And is He then ſo near! fo kind! 
How little then, and great, 

That riddle, man! O! let me gaze 
At wonders in his fate; 


His fate, who yelterday did crawl 
A worm from darkneſs deep, 


A turf, to-morrow fleep ; 

How mean !——And yet, if well obey'd 
His mighty Maſter's call, 

The whole creation for mean man 


Is doom'd a boon too ſmall : 


Too ſmall the whole creation deem'd, 
For emmets in the duſl ! 

Account amazing] yet molt true; 
My ſong is bold, yet juſt : 

Man born for infinite, in whom 
Nor period can deſtroy 

The power, in exquiſite extremes, 
To ſuffer, or enjoy; 


Give him earth's empire (if no more) 


He's beggar'd, and undone ! 


{ Impriſon'd in unbounded ſpace ! 


Benighted by the ſun! 


For what the ſun's meridian's blaze 
To the molt tecble ray 

Which glimmers from the diſtant dawn, 
Of uncreated day ? 


"Tis not the Poet's rapture feign'd 
Swells here, the vain to pleaſe ; 


The mind moſt ſober kindles moſt 


At truths ſublime as theſe ; 


They warm e'en me, —1 dare not fay, 
Divine ambition ſtrove | 


Not to bleſs only, but confound, 


Nay, fight us with its love; 


And yet ſo fright ful what, or kind, 


As that the tending rock, 


The darken'd ſun, and riſing dead, 


So formidable ſpoke ? 


And are we darker than that ſun ? 
Than rocks more hard, and blind ? 


In agonies reſign'd. 


Yes, e'en in agonies forbear 
To doubt almighty love; 


Is mercy from above ; 


Eternity endears, 
And thus, by plunging in diſtreſs, 
Exalts us to the ſpheres ; 


* 


And ſhall, with brother- worms, beneath, 
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Joy's fountain head! where bliſs o'er bliſs, 
O'et wonders wonders riſe, 

And an Omni otence prepares 
Its banquet for the wile : 


Ambroſial banquet ! rich in wines 
Nettareous to the ſoul ! 

What tranſports ſparkle from' the ſtream, 
As angels fill the bowl! 


Fountain proſuſe of every bliſs ! 
Good-will immenſe prevails; 

Man's line can't fathom its profound; 
An angel's plummet fails. 


Thy love and might, by what they know, 
Who judge, nor dream of more ; 

They aſk a drop, how deep the ſea l 
One fand, how wide the ſhore ! 


Of thy exuberant good-will, 
Offended Deity ! 
The thouſandth part who comprehends, 
A deity is He, 
How yonder ample azure field 
With radiant worlds is ſown ! 
How tubes aſtoniſh us with thoſe 
More deep in æther thrown ! 


And thoſe beyond of brighter worlds 
Why not a million more ?— 

In lieu of anſwer, let us all 
Fall proſtrate, and adore. 


Since thou art infinite in power, 
Nor thy indulgence leſs ; 

Since man, quite impotent and blind, 
Oft drops into diſtreſs; 


Say, what is Reſignation? Tis 
Man's weakneſs underſtood ; 

And wiſdom graſping, with an band 
Far ſtronger, every good. 


Let raſh repiners ſtand appall'd, 
In Thee who dare not ttuſt; 
Whoſe abje& ſouls, like demons dark, 
Are murmuring in the duſt; 


For man to murmur, or repine 
At what by Thee is done, 

No leſs abſurd, than to complain 
Of darkneſs in the ſun. 


Who would not, with an heart at eaſe, 
Bright eye, unclouded brow, 

Wiſdom and goodneſs at the helm, 
The rougheſt ocean plough ? 


What, though I'm ſwallow'd in the deep ? 
Though mountains o'er me roar 

Jehovah reigns ! as Jonah fafe, 
I'm landed, and adore : 


Thy will is welcome, let it wear 
Its moſt tremendous form; 

Roar, waves; rage, winds } I know, that Thou 
Can'ſt ſave me by a ſtorm, 

From Thee immortal ſpirits born, : 
To Thee, their fountain, flow. 

If wiſe; as curl'd around to theirs 
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Not leſs compell'd by Reaſon's call, 


To Thee our fouls aſpire, 
Than to thy ſkies, by nature's law, 
High mounts material fire ; 


To Thee aſpiring they exult, 

| [I feel my fpirits riſe, 

I feel myſelf thy ſon, and pant 
For patrimonial ſkies ; 


Since ardent thirſt of future good, | 
And generous ſenſe of paft, 


{| To Thee man's prudence ſtrongly ties, 
And binds affeQion faſt ; 


Since great thy love, and great our want, 
And men the wiſeſt blind, 

And bliſs our aim; pronounce ns all 
Diſtracted, or reſign'd ; 


Refign'd through duty, intereſt, ſhame ; 
Deep ſhame ! dare I complain, 

When (wondrous Truth f) in heaven itſelf 
Joy ow'd its birth to pain ? 

And pain for me! for me was drain'd 
Galls overffowing bowl ; 

And ſhall one drop te murmur bold ' 
Provoke my guilty ſoul? 

If pardon'd this, what cauſe, what crime 
Can indignation raiſe ? Þ 

The ſun was lighted up to ſhine, 
And man was born to praiſe; 


And when to praiſe the man ſhall ceaſe, 
Or ſun wo ſtrike the view; 

A cloud diſhonours both ; but maa's 
The blacker of the two : 


For oh ! Ingratitude how black l 
With muſt profound amaze 


At love, which man belov'd o'erlooks, 
Aſtoniſh'd angels gaze. 


ll 


——_—— 
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Praiſe cheats, and warms, like generous wine; 
Praiſe, more divine than prayer; : 

Prayer points our ready path to heaven; 
Praiſe is already there. a 


Let plauſive Reſignation riſe, 
And baniſh all complaint; 


All virtues thronging into one, 
It finiſhes the ſaint; 


* 


Makes the man hleſs'd, as man 6an be; 


Life's labours renders light; 
Darts beams through fate's incumbent gloom, 
And lights our ſun by night; 


"Tis nature's brighteſt ornament, 
The richeſt gift of grace, | 

Rival of angels, and ſupreme 

{ Proprietor of peace; 
Nay, peace beyond, no ſmall degree 
Of rapture 't will impart ; os 
Know, Madam! when your heart 's in heaven, 
« All heaven is in your heart. 

But who to heaven their hearts can raiſe ? 
Deny' d divine ſupport, 

All virtue dies; ſupport divine 
The wiſe with ardour court: 


* 


* 


* 


When 
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"When prayer partakes the ſeraph's fire, 
"Tis mounted on his wing, 

Burſts through heaven's cryſtal gates, and gains 
Sure audicuce of its King: 


The labouring ſoul! from fore diſtreſs 
That bleſs'd expedient frees ; 

I fee you far advanc'd in peace; 
l ſee you on your knees: 


How on that poſture has the beam 
Livine for ever ſhone ! 

An humble heart, God's “other ſeat ! 
The rival of his throne : 


And ſtodps Omnipotence fo low! 
And condeſcends to dwell, 
Eternity's inhabitant, 
Well pleas'd, in ſuch a cell? 


Such honour how ſhall we repay ? 
How treat on” gueſt divine? 

The ſacrifice ſupreme be ſlain ! 
Let felf-wili die: Reſigns + 

Thus iar, at large, on our diſeaſe ; 
Now let the cauſe be ſhown, * 

Whence nit-s, and will ever riſe, 
The diſmal human groan : 

What our ſol fountain of diſtreſs ? 
Strong paſſion For this ſcene ; 

That trifies make important, things 
Of mighty mement mean : | 


When earth's dark maxims poiſon ſhed 
On our polluted ſou's, 

Ovr hearts and intereſts fly as far 
Ajundet, as the poles ; 


Like princes in a cottage nurs'd, 
Unknown their royal race, 

With abject aims, and ſordid joys, 
Our grandeur we diſgrace 


O for an Archimedes new, 


Oft moral powers poſſcſs'd, i 


The world to move, and quite expel 
That traitor from the breaſt. 


No ſmall advantage may he reap'd 
From thought whence we deſcend ; 

From weighing well, and prizing weigh'd 
Our origin, and end: 

From far above the riſing ſun 
To this dim ſcene we came; 

And may, if wiſe, for ever baſk, 
in great Jchovah's beam: | 

Let that brizht beam on Reaſon rouz'd 

In aweful luſtre riſe, 

; Earth's giant-illSare:dwarf'd at once, 

| And all difquiet dies. 

Earth's glories too their ſplendour loſe, 
Thoſe phantoms charm no more; 

Empire's a feather for a fool, 

And Indian mines are poor: 

Then levell'd quite, whilſt yet alive, 
The monarch and his ſlave; 

Not wait enlighten'd minds to learn 
That leſſon from the grave: 


3Tfaiab, Iv. 15. 


* 


A George the Third would then be low 
As Lewis in renown, 

Could he not boaſt of glory more 
Than ſparkles from a crown. 


When human glory riſes high 
As human glory can; 

When, though the King is truly great, 
Still greater is the Man; 


The man is dead, where virtue fails; 
And though the Monarch proud 

In grandeur ſhines, his gorgeous robe 
ls but a gaudy ſhroud, 


Wiſdom ! where art thou? None on earth, 
Though graſping wealth, fame, power, 
But what, O death | through thy approach, 

Is wiſer every hour; 


Approach how ſwift, how unconfin'd | 
Worms feaſt on viands rare, 

Thoſe little epicures have kings 
To grace their bill of fare : 


From kings what reſignation due 


To that almighty will, 
Which thrones be ſtows, and, when they fail, 
Can throne them higher ſtill ? 


Who truly great ? The good and brave, 
The maſters of a mind 

The will divine to do reſolv'd, 
To ſuffer it reſign'd. 


Madam! if that may give it weight, 
The trifle you receive 

Is dated from a folemn ſcene, 
The border of the grave; 


Where ſtrongly ſtrikes the trembling ſoul 
Eternity's dread power, | 

As burſting on it through the thin 
Partition bf an hour ; 


Hear this, Voltaire ! but this from me, 
Runs hazard of your frown 
However, ſpare it; ere you die 
Such' thoughts will be your own. 


In mercy to yourſelf forbear 
My notions to chaſtiſe, 

Leſt unawares the gay Voltaire 
Should blame Voltaire the wiſe ; 


Fame's trumpet rattling in your car, 
Now, makes us diſagree ; 

When a far louder trumpet ſounds, 
Voltaire will cloſe with me: 


How ſhocking is that-modeſty, 
Which keeps ſome honeſt men 
From urging what their hearts ſuggeſt, 
When brav'd by folly's pen 


Aſſaulting truths, of which in all 
Is fown the ſacred ſeed ! 

Our conſtitution's orthodox, 
And clofes with our creed : | 


What then are they, whoſe proud conceits 
Superior wiſdom boaſt ? 

Wretches, who fight their own belief, 
And labout to be loſt! 
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Though Vice, by no ſuperior joys 
Her heroes keeps in pay; 

Through pure diſinterelted love 
Of ruin they obey ! 


Ftrict their devotion to the wrong, 
Though tempted by no prize ; 
Hard their commandments, and their creed 
A magazine of lyes 
From fancy's forge : gay fancy ſmiles 
At reaſon plain, and cool; 
fancy, whoſe curious trade it is 
To make the fineſt fool. 


Voltaire ! long life's the greateſt curſe 
That mortals can receive, 
When they imagine the chief end 
Of living is to live; - 
Quite thougbtleſs of their day of death, 
That birth-day of their forrow ! 
Knowing, it may be diſtant far, 
Nor cruth them till-—-to-morrow. 


Theſe are cold, northern thoughts, conceiv'd 


Rentath an humble cot; 
Not mine, your genius, or your ſtate, 
No * caſtle is my lot: 
But ſoon, quite level ſhall we lie; 
And, what pride moſt bemoans, 
Our parts, in rank ſo diſtant now, 
As level as vur bones ; 


Hear you that ſound ? Alarming ſound ! 
Prepare to meet your fate! 

One, who writes Finis to our works, 
Is knocking at the gars ;” 10 


Far other works will ſoon be weigh'd ; 
Far other judges ſit; 

Far other crowns be loſt or won, 
Than hre ambitious wit : 


Their wit far briphteſt will be prov'd, 
Who ſunk it in good ſenſe ; 
And veneration moſt profound 


Of dread Omnipotence. 

Tis that alone unlocks the gate 
Of bleſt Eternity; 

0! way'ſt thou thou never, never loſe 
That more than + golden key! 


Whate'er may ſeem too rough excuſe, 
Your good 1 have at heart: 

vince from my foul I wiſh you well; 
As yet we muſt not part: 


Shall you, and 1, in love with life, 
Lifc's future ſchemes centrive, 
e world in wonder not unjuſt, 
That we are ſtill alive? 


What have we left? How mean in man 
A ſhadow's ſhade to crave ! 
hen life, ſo vain ! is vainer ſtill, 
Tis time to take your leave: 


* Letter to Lord Lyttelton 
1 diluding to Pruſſia 


* r 


Happier, than happieſt life, is death, 
Who falling in the field 

Of conflict with his tebel will, 
Writes Vici, on his ſhield ; 

So falling man, immortal heir 
Of an eternal prize; 

Undaunted at the gloomy grave, 
Deſcends into the ſkies, 


O! how diſordet'd our machine, 

When contradictions mix! 
| When nature ſtrikeb no leſs than twelve, 
And folly points at ſix ! 


To mend the moments of your heart, 
How great is my delight 

Gently to wind your morals up, 
And ſet your hand aright ! 


That handy which ſpread your wiſdom wide 


To poiſon diſtant lands: 
Repent, recant; the tainted age 
Your antidote demands; 


To Satan dreadfulty reſign'd, 1 
Whole herds ruth down the ſteep 22 
Of folly, by lewd wits poſſeſs d, | 
And periſh in the deep. 
Men's praiſe your vanity purſues ; 
"Tis well, purſue it till ; 
But let it be of men deceas'd, 
And you'll reſign the will; 


And how ſuperior they to thoſe 
At whoſe applauſe you aim; 


How very far ſuperior they 


In number, and in name ! 


POSTSCRIPT. 


THUS have I written, when to write 
No mortal ſhould preſume ; 

Or only write, what noue can blame, 
Hic j ace. for his tomb: 


The public frowns, and cenſures loud 

My puerile employ ; > 

Though juſt the cenſure, if you ſmile, 
The ſcandal I enjoy ; | 


But ſing no more—no more I ſing 
Or reaſſume the lyre, 

Unleſs vouchſaf d an humble part 
Where Raphael leads the choir : 


What myriads ſwell the concert loud! 
Their goiden harps reſound 

High, as the footſtool of the throne, 
And deep, as hell profound ; 


Hell (horrid contraſt !) chord and ſong 

Of raptur'd angels drowns | 
In ſelf-will's e e, blaſphemies, 
And hideous burſt of groans; 


But drowns them not to me; I hear 
Harmonious thunders ro 
(In language low of men to ſpeak) 
From echoing pole to pole 
VLH& 
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Whilſt this grand chorus ſhakes the ſkæles— 
„Above, bene ſon, 
© Through boundleſs age, by men, by 
« Jehdrab's will be dee.) . 
Tis done in heaven ; whence headlong hurl'd 
Self-will with Satan fell; 
And muſt from earth be baniſh'd too, 
Or earth's another hell; < 


Madam! ſelf- will inflits your pains : 
' Self-will's the deadly foe 
Which deepens all the diſmal ſhades, 
And points the ſhafts of woe : 


Your debt to nature fully paid, 

No virtue claims her due: 

But virtue's cauſe | need not plead, 
*Tis ſafe ; I write to, You : 


You know, that virtuc*s baſis lies 
In ever judging right ; 

And wiping error's clouds away, 
Which dim the mental ſight : 


Why mourn the dead? you wrong the grave, 
From ſtorm that ſafe reſort ; 

We are (till toſſing out at ſea, 
Our admiral in port. 


Was death deny'd, this world, a ſcene 
How diſmal and forlorn ? 

To death we owe, that tis to man 
A bleſſing to be born; 


When every other bleſſing fails, 
Or ſapp'd by ſlow decay, 

Or, ſtorm'd by ſudden blaſts of fate, 
Is ſwittly whirl'd away ; 

How happy ! that no ſtorm, or time, 
Of death can rob the juſt ! 

None pluck from their unaching heads 
Soft pillows in the duil ! 


Well-pleas'd to bear heaven's darkeſt frown, ; 


Your utmoſt power employ ; 
"Tis noble chemiſtry to tuin 
Neceſlity te joy. 
Whatc'er the colour of my fate, 
My fate ſhall be my choice: 
Determin'd am I, whilſt I breathe, 
To praiſe and to rejoice ; 


What ample cauſe ! triumphant hope ! 
O rich eternity! 8 

I ftart not at a world in flames, 
Charm'd with one glimpſe of thee. 


Apd thou ! its great inhabitant ? 
How glorious doſt thou ſhine! | 
And dart through ſorrow, danger, death, 
A beam of joy divine ! 
The void of joy (with ſome concern 
The truth ſevere 1 tell) 
Is an impenitent in guilt, 
A fool or infidel: | 
Weigh this, ye pupils of Voltaire! 
From joyleſs murmur free; | 
Or, let us know, which character 
Shall on you of the tlucc, J 
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Reſign, reſign : this leſſon none 


Tov deeply can inſtill ; 


A crown has been reſign'd by more, 


Than have reſign'd the will; 


Though will reſign'd the meaneſt makes 
Superior in renown, 

And richer in celeſtial eyes, 
Than hint who wears a crown; 


| Hence, in the boſom cold of age, 


It kindled a ſtrange aim, 
To ſhine in ſong; aad bid me boaſt 
| The grandeur of my theme; 


But oh ! how far preſumption falls 
Its lofty theme below! N 
Our thoughts in life's December freeze, 
And numbers ceaſe to flow. | 


Firſt ! greateſt | beſt! grant what I wrote 
For others, ne*er may riſe 

To brand the writer ; thou alone 

Caun'ſt make our wiſdom wiſe z 


How infamous the fault ! 
« A teacher thron'd in pomp of words, 
„Indeed, beneath the taught! 


Means moſt infallible to make 
The world an infidel; 

And, with inſtructions moſt divine, 
To pave a path to hell; 


O! for a clean and ardent heart, 

O! for a ſoul on fire, , 
Thy praiſe, begun on earth, to ſound 
Where angels fliing the lyre ; 


How cold is man ? to him how hard . 
(Hard, what moſt eafy ſeems) 
o ſet a juſt eſteem on that, 
„Which yet he—moſt eſteems.” 
What ſhall we lay, when boundleſs bliſs 
Is offer*d to mankind, 
And, to that offer when a race 
Ot rationals is blind? 
Of human nature ne'er too high 
Are our ideas wrought; 


Of human merit ne'er too low 
Depreſs'd the das ing thought. 


| 3 


IS + ng 
THE LATE QUEEN'S DEATH 


And how unwiſe ! how deep io guilt ! - 


| AND 


HIS MAJESTY'S ACCESSION TO THE T= 
INSCRIBED . 
TO JOSEPH ADDISON, Esa. 
SEORETARY TO THEIR EXCELLENCIES Tu 
tons JUSTICES. 
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To eaſe the fullneſs of my grateful thovg 
My fame at once, and duty to pur ſue, 
And pleaſe the public, by reſpect to jou · 


- 


| | | 
Qt: I have long, and with impatience, — 
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| Though Europe's wealth and glory claim'd a 


Though you, long ſince beyond Britannia 
known, . | 
Have ſpread your country's glory with own; 
To me you never did more lovely ſhine, 
Than when ſo late the kindled wrath divine 
nench'd ou? ambition, in great Anna's fate, 
And darken'd all the pomp of human ſtate. 
Though you are rich in fame, and fame decay, 
Though rais'd in life, and greatneſs fade away, 
Your luſtre brightens : virtue cuts the gloom 
With purer rays, and ſparkles near a tomb. 
Know, fir, the great eſteem and honour due, 
| choſe that mqment to profeſs to you, 
When ſadneſs reign'd, when fortune, ſo ſevere, 
Had warm'd our boſoms to be moſt ſincere, 
And when no motives could have force to raiſt᷑ 
A ſerious value, and provoke my praiſe, 
But ſuch as riſe above, and far tranſcend 
Whatever glories with this world ſhall end, 
Then ſhining forth, when deepeſt ſhades ſhall blot 
The ſun's bright orb, and Cato be forgot. 
ſing but ah ! my theme I need not tell, 
dee every eye with conſcious ſorrow ſwell ; 
Who now to verſe would raiſe his humble voice, 
Can only ſhew his duty, not his choice, 
How great the weight of grief our hearts ſuſtain! 
We languiſh, and to ſpeak is to complain, 
Let us look back, (for who too oft can view 
That moſt illuſtrious ſcene, for ever New!) 
See all the ſeaſons ſhine on Anna's throne, 
And pay a conſtant tribute, not their own. 
Her ſummer's heats nor fruits alone beſtow, 
They reap the harveſt, and ſabdue the foe; 
And when black ftorms confeſs the diſtant ſun, 
Her winters wear the_wreaths her ſummers won. 
Revolving pleaſures in their turns appear, 
Ang triumphs are the product of the year. 
lo crown the whole, great joys in greater ceaſe, | 
And glorious victory s loſt in peace. | 
Whence this profuſion on our favour'd iſile? 
Did partial fortune on dur virtue ſmile ? | 
0: did the ſceptre, in great Anna's hand, 
Srctch forth this rich indulgence oer our land? 
Ungrateful Britain] quit thy groundleſs claim, 
Thy queen and thy good fortune ate the ſame- 
„Hear, with alarms our trumpets fill the ſky ; 
lis Anna reigns ! the Gallic ſquadrons fly. 
Ve {pread our canvaſs to the ſouthern ſhore; 
Tis Anna reigns ! the ſouth reſigns her lore. 
Her virtue ſmooths the tumult of the main, 
Aud ſwells the field with mountains of the ſlain, 
Arzyll and Churchill but the glory ſhare, 
While millions lie ſubdued by Anna's prayer. 
How great her zcal! how fervent her deſire | 
How did her ſoul in holy warmth expire ! 
Conſtant devotion did her time divide, 
Not {et returns of pleaſure or of pride. 
Not want of reſt, or the ſun's parting ray, 
But finiſh'd duty, limited the day: 
, s ſweet ſucceeding ſleep! what lovely themes 
mild in her thoughts, and ſoften' d all her 
dreams ! 


Her royal couch deſcending angels ſpread, 


' 


Aud join'd their wings a ſkelter oer ber head. 


_— 
Religion's cauſe reign'd miſtreſs of her heart: 


he faw, and griev'd to ſee, the mean eſtate 


Of thoſe who round: the hallow's altar wait ; 
She ſhed her bounty, pieuſly profuſe, 


Thus on his furrow ſee the tiller ſtand, 
And fill with genial ſeed his laviſh hand; 
He truſts the kindneſs of the fruitful plain, 
And providently ſcatters all his grain. 


riſe | 
New to behold,” and awfully farprize ! - 
Her lofty brow more numerous turrets crown 
And facred domes on palaces look down: 
A noble pride of piety is ſhown, © * 
And temples caſt a luſtre on the throne. 
How would this work another's glory raiſe ! 
But Anna's greatneſs robs her of the praiſe. 
| Drown in a brighter blaze it diſappears, 
| Who dry'd the widow's, and the orphan's tears? 
| Who ſtoop"d from high to ſuccour the diſtreſt, 
And reconcile the wounded heart to reſt ? 
Great in her goodneſs, well could we perceive, 
Whoever ſought, it was a queen that gave, 
Misfortune loſt her name, her guiltleſs frown 


But made another debtor to the crown; 


And each unfriendly ſtroke, from fate we bore, 

Became our title to the regal ſtore, | 
Thus injur'd trees adopt a foreign ſhoot, 

And their wounds bloſſom with a fairer fruit. 


When firft the dreadful blaſt of fame arriv'd, 
Say what a ſhock, what agonies you felt, 
How did your ſouls with tender anguiſh melt} 
That grief which living Anna's love ſuppreft, 
Shook like @ tempeſt every grateful breaſt, 
A ſecond fate our ſinking fortunes try'd! 

A ſecond time our tender parents dy'd ! 


Heroes returning from the field we crown, 
And deify the haughty victor's frown. 


His ſplendid wealth too raſhly we admire, 

Catch the diſeaſe, and burn with equal fire : 

| Wiſely to ſpend, is the great art of gain; 

And one reliev'd tranſcends a million flain. 
When time ſhall aſk, where once Ramillia lay, 
or Danube flow'd that ſwept whole troops away, 
One drop of water, that refreſh'd the dry, 
Shall riſe a fountain of eternal joy. 

But ah ! to that unknown and diſtant date; 
Is virtue's great reward puſh*d off by fate; 
Here random ſhafts in every breaſt are found, 
| Virtue and merit but provoke the wound. 
Auguſt in native worth and regal ſtate, 
Anna-ſate arbitreſs of Europe's fate; 

To diſtant realms did every accent fly, 

And nations watch'd each motion of her ey se. 
Silent, nor longer awful to be feen, 

How ſmall a ſpot contains the mighty queen! 
No throng of ſuppliant princes mark the place, 


The broken earth is ſcarce diſcern'd to riſe, 
And a ſtone tells us where the monarch lies. 
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And thought it more her own in ſacred uſe, 


What ftrikes my fight? does proud Auguſta 


Ye numbers, who on your misfortunes thriv'd, 


Where Britain's greatneſs is compos'd in peace 4 
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Thus end mature heneurs of the crown ! 


This is the laſt concluſion of renown ! 
So when with idle ſkill the wanton boy | 
Breathes through his tube; he ſees, with eager 


joy, 
The trembling bubble, in its rifing ſmall; 
And by degrees expands the glittering ball. 
But when, to full perfection blown, it flies 
High in the air, and ſhines in various dyes, 
The little monarch, with a falling tear, 


Sees his world burſt at once, and diſappear. 


*Tis not in ſorrow to reverſe our doom, 

No groans unlock th' inexorable tomb ! 

Why then this fond indulgence of our woe! 

What fruit can rife, or what advantage flow! 

Jes, this advantage; from our deep diſtreſs 

We learn how much in, George the Gods can 
bleſs. \ . 

Had a lefs glorious princeſs left the throne, 

But half the hero had at frſt been ſhown : 

An Anna falling all the king employs, 

To vindicate from guilt our riling joys: , 

Our joys ariſe and wnocently ſhine, a 

Auſpicious monarch! what a praiſe is thine ! 

Welcome, great ſtranger, to Britannia's throne ! 

Nor let thy country think thee all her own. 

Of thy delay how oft did we complain ! 

Our hopes reach'd out, and met thee on the 
mains 


With prayer we ſmooth the hillows for thy fleet ; 


With ardent wiſhes fill thy ſwelling ſheet ; 


And when thy foot took place on Albion's ſhore, 


We bending bleſs'd the Gods, and aſk'd no more. 
What hand bnt thine ſhould conquer and com- 


poſe, | 
Join thoſe whom intereſt joins, and chace our 
' foes ? ed, 7 
Repel the daring youth's pteſumptuous aim, 
And by his rival's greatneſs give.him fame ? 
Now in ſome foreign court he may fit down, 


And quit without a bluſh the Britiſh crown. 


Secure his honour, though he loſe his ſtore, 

And take a lucky moment to be poor. 
Nor think, great fir, now firſt, at this late 

hour, 

In Britain's favour, you exert your power; 

To us, far back in time, I joy to trace 

The numerous tokens of your princely grace. 

Whether you choſe to thunder on the Rhine, 

Inſpire grade councils, or in courts to ſhine; 

In the wore ſcenes your genius was diſplay d, 

The greater debt was on Britannia laid: 

They all conſpir'd this mighty man to raiſe,” 

And your new ſubjects proudly hare the praiſe, 
All ſhare ; but may not we have leave to baaſt 

That we contemplate, and enjoy it molt ? 

This ancient nurſe of arts, indulg'd by fate 

On gentle Ifis* bank, a calm retreat, 

For many rolling ages juſtly fam'd, 

Has through the world her loyalty proctaim'd ; 


And often pour'd (too well the truth is known!) 


Her blood and treaſure to ſupport the throve! 
For England's church ber lateſt accents firain'd ; 
Aud freedom with his dying hand retain'd, 


+ } 


' 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 


No wonder then her various ranks agree 
In all the fervencies of zeal (or thee. 
ens thy birth a diſtant kingdom 
boaſt, 
And ſeas divide thee from the Britiſh coaſt ? 
The crown's impatient to encloſe thy head: 


I Why ſlay thy feet? the cloth of gold is ſpread, 


Our ſtri& obedience through the world ſhall tell 


That king's a Briton, who can gorern well! 


_ 


THE 


INSTALMEN T, 
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To 


THE RIGHT NON. SIR ROB. WALPOLE, 


KNIGHT OF THE MOST NOBLE ORDER OF 
; THE GARTER. 
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ITH invocations ſome their breaſts in» 
flame; | ; 
I need no Muſe, a Walpole is my theme. 

Ye mighty dead, ye garter'd ſons of praiſe! 
Our morning ſtars ! our boaſt in former days! 
r o'er, your purple wings dif 

play, 
Lur'd by the pomp of this pr ny, apy day, 
Stoop, and attend: by one, the knee be bound; 
One, throw the mantle's crimſon folds around; 
By that, the ſword on his proud thigh be plac'd; 


| This, claſp the diamond-girdle round his waiſt; 


His breaſt, with rays, let juſt Godolphin ſpread; 
Wiſe Burleigh plant the p umage on his head; 
And Edward own fince firft he fix'd the race, 
None pieſt fair gloiy with a ſwifter pace. 
When fate would call ſome mighty genius 
forth | 
To wake a drooping age to godlike worth, 
Or aid ſome favourite king's illuſtrious toil, 
It bids his blood with generous ardour boil; * 
His blood, from virtue's celebrated ſource, 
Pour'd down the ſteep of time, a lengthen'd 
; courſe ; 
That-men prepar'd may juſt attention pay, 
Warn'd by the dawn to mark the glorious day, 
When all the ſcatter'd merits ot his line 
Collected to a point, intenſely ſhine. 
See, Britain, ſee thy Walpole ſhine from far, 
His azure ribbon, and his radiant ſtar; 
A ſtar that, with auſpicious beams, | gle 
Thy veſſel ſafe, through fortune's roughelt tides 
If peace ſtill ſmiles, by this ſhall commere? 
ſteer : 
A finiſh'd courſe, in triumph round the ſpheie; 
And, gathering tribute fred each diſtant ſhore, 
In Biitain's lap the world's abundance pour 


LE, 


0 — ardent, yet his judgment clear, 


if war's ordain'd, this tar ſhall dart its beams 
Through that black cloud which riſing from the 
Thames, 
With thunder, form'd of Branſwick's wrath; is 
ſeat | 
To claim the ſeas, and awe the continent. 
This ſhall direct it, where the bolt to throw. 
A ſtar for us, a comet to the foe. 
At this the Muſe ſhall kindle, and aſ ire: 
My breaſt, O Walpole, glows with grateful fire. 
The ſtreams of royal bounty, turn'd by thee 
Refreſh the dry domains of po ſy. 
My fortune thews, wlien arts are Walpole's care, 
What lender worth forbids us te defpair : 
Be this thy partial ſmile from cenſure free; 
'Twas meant for merit, though it fell on me. 
Since Brunſwick's ſmile has authoriz*'d my Muſe, 
Chaſte be her conduct, and ſubli ne her views. 
Falſe praiſes are the whoredoms of the pen, 
Which proſtitute fair fame to worthleſs men: 
This profanation of celeftial fire 
Makes fools deſpiſe, what wiſe men ſhould admire. 
Le: thoſe I praiſe ts diſtant times be known, 
Not by their author's merit, but th ir owns 
If others think the taſk is hard, to weed 
Fiom verſe rank flattery's vivacious feed, 
And rooted deep; one means mull ſet them free 
Patron! and patriot! let them ſing of thee. 
While vulgar trees ignobler honours wear, 
Nor thoſe retain, when winter-chills the year; 
The genervus Orange, favourite of the ſan, 
With vigorous charms can through the ſeaſons tun; 
Deßes the ſtot᷑ m with her tenacious green; 
And flowers and fruits in rival pomp are ſeen: 
Where bloſſoms fall, ſtill fairer bloſſoms ſpring ; 
And aid(t their ſweets the feather'd poets ſing. 
On Walpole, thus, may pleas'd Britannia view 
At once her ornament and profit too; 
The fruit of ſervice, and the bloom of fame, 
Matur'd, and gilded by the royal beam. 
He, when the nipping blaſts of envy rife; 
its guilt can pity, and its rage deſpiſe; 
Lets fall no honours, but ſecurely great 
Uafaded holds the colour of his fate: 
No winter knows, though ruffling factions preſs ; 
By wiſdom deeply rooted in ſucceſs; 
One glory ſhed, a brighter is diſplay'd *; 
And the charm'd Mules ſnelter in his ſhades 
0 how I long, enkindled by the theme, 

In deep eternity to launch thy name! 
name in view, no rights of verſe I plead, 
But what chaſte truth indites, old time ſhall read: 

. * Behold ! a man of ancient faith and blood, 
Which, ſoon, beat high for arts, and public 


Whole glory great, but natural appears, 

4 The genuine growth of ſervices and years; 

8 Ne ſudden exhalation drawn on bigh, 

. Andfondly gilt by partial majeſty : 

0 One bearing greateſt toils with greateſt eaſe, 

x One born to ſerve us, and yet — to pleaſe : 

= hom, while our rigbts in equal ſcales he lays, 
The prince may truſt, and yet the people praiſe ; 


is flowing, and his heart fincere 
2 Kaight cf the Batb, and then of the Garter. : 
Ver. vill 3k 
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| Now kingdoms fluctuate, and in dark debate 
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10 His conncil guides, his temper cheats our iſle, 
% And, ſmiling, gives three kingdoms cauſe to 
ſmile.” 
Joy then to Britain, bleſt with ſach a ſon, 
To Walpole joy, by whom the prize is won 
ho nobly conſcious meets the ſmiles of fate. 
True greatneſs lies in dating to be great. 
Let daſtard ſouls, or affectation, run 
To ſhades, nor wear bright honours fairly won 3 
duch men prefer; miſled by falſe applauſe, 
| The pride of modeſty to virtue's cauſe. 
Honours, which make the face of virtue fair, 
"Tis great to merit, and tis wiſe to wear; 
'Tis holding up the prize to public view, 
Confirms grown virtue, and inflames the new; 
Heightens the luſtre of our age and clime, 
And ſheds rich ſceds of worth for future time. 
Proud chiefs alone, in fields of laughter fam'd, 
Of old, this azure bloom of glory claim'd, 
As when ſtern Ajax pour#d a purple flood, 
The violet roſe, fair daughter of His blood. 
Now rival wiſdom dares the wreath divide, 
And both Minervas riſe in equal pride; 
Proclaiming loud, a monarch fills the throne, 
Who ſhines illuſttious not in wars alone. 
Let fame look lovely in Britannia's eyes ; 
They coldly court deſert, who fame deſpiſe» 
For what's ambition, but fair virtues ſail? _ 
And what applauſe; but her propitious gale ? 
When ſwell'd with that, ſhe fleets before the wind 
To gloridus aims, as to the port deſign'd; 
When chain'd, without it, to the labouring oar, 
She tolls! ſhe pants! nor gains the flying ſhore, 
Frorh het ſtiblime purſuits, or turn'd aſide 
By blaſts of erivy; or by fortune's tide : 
For one that has ſucceeded ten are loſt, 
Of equal talents, ere they make the coaſt, 
Then let renown to worth divine incite, * 
With all her beams, but throw thoſe beams aright, 
Then merit de oops, and genius dowriward tends, 
When godlike glory, like our land, deſcends. 
Cuſtom the garter long confin'd to few, 
And gave to birth, exalted victue“s due! 
Walpole has thrown the proud encloſure down; 
And high deſert emhraces fair renown: 
Though rival'd, let the peerage ſmiling ſee 
(Smiling, in juſtice to their own degree, ) 
This proud reward by maj-ſty beflow'd 
On _ like that whence firſt the peerage 
wid; ; 
From frowns of fate Britannia's bliſs to guard, 
Lat ſubjects merit, avd let kings rewards 
Gods are moſt Gods by giving to excel, 
And kings molt fike them, by rewarding well, 
Though ſtrong the twanging nerve; and drawn 
afight, A: 
Short is the winged arrow*s upward flight; 
But if an eagle it trausfix on high, 
Lodg'd in the wornd, it ſoars into the ſky. 
Thus while I ſing thee with unequal lays, 
Aud wound perhaps that worth I mean to praiſe; 
Yet T tranſcend myſelf, I riſe in fame, 
Not lifted by my genius, but my theme. 
No more: for in this dread ſuſpenſe of fate, 
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Weigh peace and war, now Europe's eyes are | 


bent 
On mighty Brunſwick, for the great event, 
Brunſwick, of kings, the terror, or defence ! 
Who dares detain thee at a world's expenee ? | 


% 
* 


e ee ee ee 
: | 7 FO TUE b , 
RIGHT HON. GEO. LORD LANSDOWNE, 


4 Parnaſſia laurus | 
« Parva ſub ingenti matris ſe ſubjicit umbra.“ 
8 ; Vimo. 


* 
WHEN Rome, my lord, in her full glory 
, ſhone, | Sg » 7 
And great Avguſlus rul'd the globe alone, 
While ſuppliant Kings in all their pomp and ſtate, 
Swarm'd in his courts, and throng'd his palace 
ate; for. | | 
Ben did oft* the mighty man detain, 
And ſooth'd his breaſt with no ignoble ſtrain; 
Now ſoat'd aloft, now ſtruck an humbler ftring ; 
And taught the Roman genius how to ling. 
Pardon, if I his freedom dare eee 
Who knows no want of Cæſar, finding you; 
The Muſe's friend is pleas'd the Mule ſhould 
reſs . 7 
Throogh circling crowds, and labour;for acceſs, 
That partial to his darling he may prove, - 
And ſhining throngs for her approach, remove, 
To all the Norld induſtrious to proclaim 8 
His love of Arts, and boaſt the glorions flame- 
Long has the weſtern world reclin*d.her head, 
Pour'd forth her ſorrow, and bewail'd her dead; 
Fell diſcord through her borders fiercely rang'd, 
And ſhook her nations, and her monarchs chang'd; 
By land and ſea its utmoſt rage employ d; 
Nor heaven repair'd ſo faſt as men deſtroy'd. 
In vain kind ſummers plenteovs fields beſtow'd, 
In vain the vintage liberally flow'd ; 
Alarms from Joaden boards all pleaſures chac'd, 
And robb'd the rich Burgundian grape of taſte; 
e ſmiles of Nature could no vicfling bring, 
The fruitful autumn, or the flowery ſpring; 
Time was diflinguith'd by the ſword and ſpear, 
Not by the various aſpects of the year ; 

The trumpet's ſound proclaim'd a milder ſky, 
And bloodfhed told us when the fun was nigh. _ 
But now (fo ſoon as*Britain's bie ſſings ſeen, 
When ſuch as you are near her glorious Queen!) 
Now. peace, though long repuls'd,-arrives at laſt, 

And bids us ſmile on all our tabours paſt; 
Bids every nation ceaſe her wonted moan, 
And every Monarch call his crown his own: 
To valour gentler virtues now ſucceed; _ 
No longer is the great man born to bleed; 
Renown'd in councils, brave Argyle ſhall tell, 
Wiſdom and proweſs in one breaſt may dwell : 
Through milder tracks he ſoars to deathleſs fame, 
And without ticmbling we reſound bis name. | 
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No more the riſing harveſt whets the ſword, 
No longer waves uncertain of its lord; 
Who caſt the ſced, the golden ſheaf ſhall claim, 
Nor chance of battle change the maſter's name. 
Each ſtream unſtain'd with blood more ſmoothly 
flows: | / 
The brighter ſun a fuller day beſtows; 
All nature ſeems to wear a chearful face, 
And thank great Anna for returning peace. 
Ahe patient thus, when on his bed of pain, 
No longer he invokes the gods in vain, 
| But riſes to new le; in every field 
He finds Elyſium, rivers nectat yield; 
Nothing ſo cheap aad vulgar but can pleaſe, 
And borrow beautics from his late diſeaſe. 
Nor is it peace alone, but ſuch a peace, 
As more than bids the rage of battle ceaſe, 
Death may determine war, and reſt ſucceed, 
"Cauſe nought ſurvives on which our rage may 
. feed; 
In faithful friends we loſe our glorious foes, 
And ſtrifes of love txalt our ſweet repoſe. 
See graceiul Bolingbroke your friend advance, 
Nor miſs his Lanidowne in the court of France; 
So well receiy'd, ſo welcome, ſo at home, 
(Bleſs'd change of fate) in Bourbon's ſtately 
dome; a 
The monarch pleas'd, deſcending from his throne, 


Will not that Anna call him all her own; 


He claims a part, and looking round to find 

Something might ſpeak the fulneſs of his mind, 

A diamond ſhines, which oft had touch'd him near, 

Renew'd his grief, and robb'd him of a tear; 

Now fiiſt with joy beheld, well pleas'd on one, 

Who makes him leſs regret his darling ſon; 

So dear is Anna's miniſter, ſo great 

Your glorious; friend in his own private ſtates 
To make,our nations longer two, in vain 

Does nature interpoſe the raging main: 

The Gallic ſhore to diſtant Britain grows, 

For Lewis 'Thames, the Seine for Anna flows : 

From conflicts paſs'd each other's worth we find, 


And thence in ſtricter friendſhip no are join'd; 


Each wound receiv'd, now pleads the cauſe of love, 

And former injuries endearments proves 

What Briton but mult prize th' illuſtrious ſword, 

That cauſe of fear to Churchill could afford ? 

Who ſworn to Bourbon's ſceptre, but mult frame 

Vaſt thoughts of him, that could brave Tallard 
tame? 

Thus generous hatred in affection ends, 

And war, which rais'd the foes, compleats the 
friends. 

A thouſand happy. conſequences flow 

(The dazzling proſpect makes my boſom glow); 

Commerce ſhall lift her ſwelling ſails, and 

| Her wealthy fleets ſecure from pole to pole; 

The Britiſh merchant, who with care and pain 

For many moons ſees only ſkies and main; 

When now in view of his lov'd native ſhore, 


| The perils of the dreadful ocean o'er, 


Cauſe-to regret his wealth no more hall 
Nor curſe the merey of the ſea and wind; 
By hardeſt fate condemn'd to ſerve a foe, 


And give him ſtrength to fiike a deeper bone, 


* 


nce; 
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$xeet Philomela providently flies 
To diſtant woods and ſtreams, for ſuch ſupphes, 
To feed her young, and make them try the wing, 
And with their tender notes attempt to ſing: 
Mean while, the fowler ſpreads his ſecret ſnare, 
And renders vain the tuneful mother's care. 
Britannia's bold adventurer of late, 
The foaming ocean plongh'd with equal fate. 
Goodnels is greatneſs in its utmoſt height, 
And power a curſe, if not a friend to right: 
To conquer is to make diſſenſion ceaſe, 
That man may ſer ve the King of kings in peace. 
Religion now ſhall all her Nm diſpenſe, 
And ſhine abroad in perfect excellence; 
Elſe we may dread ſome greater curſe at hand, 
To ſcourge a thoughtleſs and ungrateful land: 
Now war is weary, and retir'd to reſt; 
The meagre famine, and the ſpotted peſt, 
Deputed in her ſtead, may blaſt the day, 
And ſweep the reticks of the ſword away. 
When peaceful Numa fill'd the Roman throne, 
fore in the fulneſs of his glory ſhone ; 
Viſe Solomon, a ſtranger to the ſword, 
Was born to raiſe a temple to the Lord. 
Anne too ſhall build, and every ſacred pile 
Speak peace eternal to Britannia's iſle. 
Thoſe mighty ſouls, whom military care 
Diverted from. their only great affair, 
Shall bend their full united force, to bleſs 
Th' almighty Author of their late ſucceſs. 
And what is al the world ſubdued to this ? 
The grave ſets bounds to ſublunary bliſs ; 
But there are conqueſts to great Anna known, 
Above the ſplendour of an earthly throne ; 
Conqueſts! whoſe triumph is too great, within 
The ſcanty bounds of matter to begin; 
Too glorious to ſhine forth, till it has run ; | 


Beyond this darkneſs of the ſtars and ſun, 
And ſhall whole ages paſt be (till, ſtill but begun. 

Heroic ſhades} whom war has ſwept away, 
Look down, and ſmile on this auſpicious day: 
Now boaſt your deaths; to thoſe your glory tell, 
Who or at Agincourt or Creffy fell; 

Then deep into eternity retire, 

Of greater things than peace or war enquire 3 
Fully content, and unconcern'd to know 

What farther paſſes in the world below. 

The braveſt of mankind ſhall now have teave 
To die but once, nor pieceemeal ſeck the grave: 
Un gain or pleaſure bent, we ſhall not meet 
dad melancholy numbers in each ſtreet 
(Ooners of bones diſpers'd on Flandria's plain, 
Or waſting in the bottom of the main); 

«0 turn us back from joy, in tender fear, 
Leſt it an inſult of their woes appear, : 
Aud ons us grudge ourſelves that wealth, th: ir 


Pcrhaps preſery'd, who ſtarve, or beg for food. 

Devotion ſhall run pure, and ditengage 

From that ſtrange fate of mixing peace with 

rage, 

On heaven without a fin we nom may call, 

And guiltleſs to our Maker proſtrate fall; 
Chriſtians while we pray, nor in one breath 

Ak Mercy for ourſelves „for others Death. 
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But O! I view with tranſport arts reſtor'd, 
Which double uſe to Britain ſhall afford ; 
Secure her glory purchas'd in the field, 

And yet for future peace ſweet motives yield: 
While we contemplate on the painted wall, 
The preſſing Briton, and the fiying Gaul, 


In ſuch bright images, ſuch Kving grace, 


As leave great Raphael but the ſecond place; 
Qur cheeks ſhall glow, our heaving boſoms riſe, 
And martial ardors ſparkle in our eyes; 
Much we ſhall triumph in our battles paſt, 
And yet confent thoſe battles prove our laſt ; 
Leſt, while in arms for brighter fame we ſtrive, 
We loſe the means to keep that fame alive. 
In ſilent groves the birds delight to ling, 


| Or near the margin of a ſecret ſpring : 


Naw ail is calm, ſweet muſic ſhall improve, 


Nor kindle rage, but be the nurſe of love. 


But what's the warbling voice, the trgmbling - 
ſtring, | 

Or breithing canvaſs, when the Muſes ſing ? 
The Muſe, my Lord, your care above the reſt, 
With riſing joy dilates my partial breaſt; 
The thunder of the battle ceas'd to roar, ' 
Ere Greece her godlike Poets taught to ſoar; 
Rome's dreadful foe, great Hannibal, was dead, 
And all her warlike neighbours round her bled z - 
For Janus ſhat, her 7s Peans rung, 
Before an Ovid or a Virgil ſung. 

A thouſand various forms the Muſe may wear 
(A thouſand various forms become the fair ;) 
But ſhines in none with more majeſtic mien, 
Than when iv ſtate ſhe draws the purple ſcene ; * 


| Calls forth her monarchs, bids her heroes rage, 


And montning beauty melt the crouded ſtage ; 
Charms back paſt ages, gives to Britain's uſe 

The nobleſt virtues time did e er produce: 

Leaves fam*d hiſtorians? boaſted art behind; 7 
"They keep the foul alone, and that's confin'd, 


Sought out with pains, and but by proxy tpeaks2 4 


The hero's preſence deep ir preſſion makes; 

The Fcenes his ſoul and body reunite, 

Furniſh a-voice, produce him to the ſight; 

Make our contemporary him that ſtood 

High in renown, perhaps betore the flood; 

Make Neſtor. to this age advice afford, 

And Hector for our lervice draw his ſword, 
More glory to an Author what can bring, 

Whence nobler ſervice to his country ſpring, 

"Than from thoſe labours, which, in man's deſpight, 

Poſſeſs him with a paſſion for the right? 

With honeſt magic make the knave inclin'd 

To pay devotion to the virtuous mind. 

Through all her toils and dangers bid him rove, 

And with her wants and anguiſh fall in love ? 
Who hears the godlike Montezuma groan, 

And does not wiſh the glorious pain his own ? 


Lend but your underſtanding, and their (kill 


Can domineer at pleaſure o'er your will: 

Nor is the ſhort-liv'd conqueſt quickly paſt ; 

Shame, if not choice, will hold the convert fa, 
How often Wave | feen the generous bow} 

With pleaſing force unlock a ſecret {ou!, 

And ſteal a truth, which every ſober {our 

(The proſe of life) had kept within ker power ? 
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Thegrape victorious often has pcevail'd, 
Whe n gold and beauty, racks and tortures, fail d: 
Yet when the ſpirit's tumult was allay'd, 
She mourn'd, perhaps, the ſentjment betray'd ; 
But mourn'd too late, nor longer could deny, 
And on her own confeſſion charge the lye. 

Thus they, whom neither the prevailing love 
Of goodneis here, ar mercy from above, 
Or fear of fyture pains, or human laws 
Could render advocates in virtue's cauſe, 
Caught by the ſcene have unawares reſign'd 
Their wonted diſpoſition of the mind : 
By flow degrees prevails the pleaſing talc, 
As circling glaſſes on our ſenſes ſleal; 
Till throughly by the Muſes' banquet warm'd, 
The paſſions toſſing, all the ſou! alarm'd, 
They tuin mere zealots fluſh'd with glorious rage, 
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To claim attention, and the heart invade, 
Shakeſpeare but wrote the play th Almighty mace, 
Our neighbour?s ſtage-art too bare-fac'd betrays, 
"Tis great Carneille at every ſcene we praiſe ; 
On Nature's ſorer aid Britannia calls, 
None think of Shakeſpeare till the curtain falls; 
Then with a ſigh returns our audience home, 
From Venice, | Perſia, Gregce, pr Rome. 
France yields not to the glory of our lines, 
But manly conduct of our ſtrong deſigns ; 
That oft they think more juſtly we muſt own, 
Not autient Greece a truer ſenſe has ſhown : 
Greece thought but juſtly, they think juſtly too; 
We ſometimes err by ſtriving more to do. | 
89 well are Racine's meaneſt perſons taught, 
But change a ſentiment, you make a fault; 
Nor dare we charge them with the want of flame; 


Riſe in their ſeats, and ſcarce forbear the ſtage, When we boaſt more, we own ourſelves to blame. 


Aſſiſtance to wrong'd innocence to bring, 
Or turn the poignard gn ſome tyrant king, 
How can they cool to villains ? how ſubſide 
To dregs of vice, from ſuch a godlike pride? 
To ſpoiling orpbans how to-day return, 
Who wept laſt night to ſee Monimia mourn ? 
In this gay ſchool of virtue, whom fo fit 
Jo govern, and control the world of wit 


4s Talbot, Lankdowne's friend, has * Britain 


- Him poliſh'd Italy has call'd her own ; 

e in the lap of elegance was bed, 

And trac'd the Muſes to their fountain head; 
But much we hope, be will enjoy at home 
What's nearer ancient than the modern Rome, 
Nor fear | mention of the court of France, 
When I the Britiſh genius would advance; 
There too has Shrew(bury improv'd his talte ; 
Yet ſtill we dare invite him to our feaſt: ; 
For Corneille's fake I ſhall my thoughts ſuppreſs 
Of Oroonoko, and preſume him leſs; 

hat though we wrong bim? lfabella's woe 

aters thoſe bays thzt ſhall for ever grow. 

Our foes confeſs, nor we the praiſe refuſe, 
The Drama glories in the Britiſi Mute. 
The French are delicate, and nicely lead 
Of cloſe intrigue the labyrinthian thread; 

Our genius more affeRts the grand, than fine, 

Our ſtrength can make the great plain action 

e: 

They raiſe a great curioſity indeed, 

From his dark maze to ſee the hero freed; 

We rouze th? aſſections, and that hero how 
Gaſping beneath ſome tormicable blow: 

They ſigh: we weep : the Gelli: doubt and care 

We heighten into terror and defpairy,, 
Strike home, the ſtrongeſt paſſions boldly touch, 


Nor fear our audience ſhou}d be pleas'd roo mach. | 


What's great in nature we can greatly draw, 
Nor thank for beauties the dramatic law, 
The fate of Cæſar is a tale too plain 
Ihe fick li Gallic taſte to entertabn ; 
Their art would have perplex'd, and interwove 
Ide golden arras with yay flowers of love: 
e know Heaven made him a far greater man 
han any Cæſar, in a human plan, i 
And ſuch we draw him, nor are too refin'd, © 


Ty hand af ccd with what Heaven defign'ds 


And yet in Shakeſpeare ſomething ſtill 1 
That makes me leſs eſteem all luman-kind; 
* made one nature, and another found, 

oth in his page with maſter-(trokes abound; 
His witches, fairies, and inchanted iſle, 
Bid us no longer at our nurſes (mile ; 
Of loſt hiſtorians we almoſt complain 
Nor think it the crestjon of his brain. 
Who lives, when his Qthello's in a trance ? 
With his great Talbot “ too he conquer'd France 
Long we may þope brave Talbat's blood wil 

run | 


In great deſcendayts, Shakeſpeare has but one; 
And him, my lord, permit me not to name, 
But in kind ſilence ſpare his rivals ſhame j— 
Yer I in vain that author would ſuppreſs, 
What can't be greater, cannot be made leſs : 
Each reader will defeat my fruitleſs aim, 
And to himſclf great Agamemnon name. 
Should Shakeſpeare riſe unbleſs'd with Talbot's 
ſmile, ; 
Ev'n Zern ſelf would curſe this barren 
iſle : 
But if that reigning ſtar propitious ſhine, 
And kindly mix his gentle rays with thine ; 
Ev'n I, by far the meaneſt of your age, 
Shall not repent my paſſion for the ſtage. 
Thus did the Wilk-almighty diſallow, 
No hnman force could plue t the golden bovgh, 
Which left the tree with eaſe at Jove's command, 
And ſpat'd the lahpur. of the weakeſt hand, 
Auſpicious fate ! that gives me leave to mite 
To you, the Muſes glory and delight; 
Who know to read, nor falſe encomiums raiſe, 
And mortify an Autbor with your praiſe: 
Praiſe wounds a noble mind, when *tis not dve, 
| But cenſure's ſelf will pleaſe, my lord, fon 
you | 
Faults are our pride and gain, when you deſcend 
To point them out, and teach us how to mend. 
What though the great man ſet his coffers wide, 
That cannot gratify the Poet's price ; 
Whoſe inſpiration, if 'tis truly good, 
| ls beſt rewarded, when beſt underſtood. 
| An anceflor of the duke of Shreeſburys who ter- 
quered France, dren by Shakeſpearcs 
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The Muſes write ſor glory nat for gold, 

Tis far beneath their nature to be ſold : 

The greateſt gain is ſeorn'd, but as it ſerves 

To ſpeak à ſenile of what the Muſe deſerves; 

The Muſe, which from ber Lanſdowne ſears no 
wrong, 

Beſt judge, as well as ſubject, of her ſong. 

Should this great theme allure me farther till, 

And I preſume to uſe your patience ill, 


The world would plead my cauſe, and none but 


you 
Will take diſguſt at what I now purſue ; | 
Since what is mean my Muſe can't raiſe, III 
chooſe 
A theme that's able to exalt my Muſe. 
For who, not void of thought, can Granville 
name, 
Without a ſpark of his immortal flame ? 
Whether we ſeek the patriot, or the friend, 
Let Bolingbroke, let Anna recommend ; 
Whether we choaſe to love or to admire, - 
You melt tbe tender, and th' ambitious fire, 
Such native races without thought abound, 
And ſuch familiar glorics ſpread arpynd, 
As more incline the ſtander»by to raiſe 
His value for himfelf, than you to praiſe, 
Thus you befriend the moſt heroic way; 
Bleſs all, on none an obligation lay; 
do turn'd by nature's hand for all that's well, 
"Tis ſcarce a virtue when you moſt excel, 
Though ſweet your preſence, graceful is your 
mien, b 
You to be happy want not to he ſeen ; 
Though priz'd in public, you can ſmile alone, 
Nor court an approbation but your own : 
In througs, not conſciqus of thoſe eyes that gaze 
In wonder fix'd, though reſolute to pleaſe ; 
You, were all blind, would till deſerve applapſe ; 
The world's your glory's witneſs, not its cauſe ; 
That lies beyong| the limits of the day, 
Angels behold it, and their God obey, 
You take delight in others excellence 
A gift, which Nature rarely. does diſpente ; 
Of all that breathe tis you, perhaps, alone 
Would be well pleas'd to ſee yourſelf outdone. 
You with not thoſe, who ſhew your name reſpect, 
so little worth, as might excuſe neglect; 
Nor are in pain leſt merit you ſhould know; 
Nor ſhun the well-deſerver as a foe ; 
A troubleſome acquaintance, that will claim 
To be well us'd, or dye your cheek with ſhame. 
Ton with your country's good; that told fo well 
Your powers are knawn, th' event I need not tell. 
When Neſtor ſpoke, none aſk'd if he prevail'd; 
That god of ſweet perſuaſion never fail'd : 
And ſuch great fame had Hector's valour wrought 
Who meant he conquer'd, only ſaid he fought. 
When you, my lord, to ſy lvan ſcenes retreat, 
No crouds around for pleaſure, or for ſtate, | 
You are not caſt upon a ſtranger land, 
And wander penſive o'er the barren ſtrand ; 
Nor are you by receiv'd example taught, = 
In toys to ſhun the diſcipline of thought; 
But unconfin'd by bounds of time and place, 
Yeu chooſe companions from all human race; 
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Converſe with thoſe the deluge ſwent away, 
Or thoſe whoſe midnight is Britagnia's day. 
Books not ſo much in form, as give conſent 


To thoſe ideas your own thoughts preſent; 


Your only gain from turning volumes o'er, 

Is finding cauſe to like yourſelf the more: 

In Grecian fages ”—_ are only taught 

With more reſpect to value your own thought x 
Great Tully grew immortal, while he drew 
Thoſe precepts we behold alive in you: 

Your life is ſo adjuſted to their ſchools, 


It makes that hiſtopy they meant for rules. 


What joy, what pleaſing tranſport, muſt ariſe 
Within your hreaſt, and lift you to the ſkies, 
When in each learned page that you unfold, 
You find ſome part of your own conduct told! 
So pleas'd, and fo ſurpris'd, Ancas ſtood, 
And fuch triumphant raptures fir d his blood, 
When far from 'Trojan ſhores the hero ſpy d 
His ſtory tbining forth in all its pride; 
Admir'd himſelf and ſaw his actions ſtand 
The praiſe and wonder of a foreign land. 
He knows not half his being, who's confin'd 
In conyerſe, and reflection on mankind : 
Your ſoul, which underſtands her charter well, 
Diſdains impriſon'd by thoſe ſkies to dwell ; 
Ranges Eternity without the leave 
Of death, nor waits the paſſage of the grave, 
When pains eternal, and eternal blifs, 


| When theſe high cares your weary thoughts dif 


miſs, 
In heavenly numbers you your foul unbend, 
And for your eaſe to deathleſs fame deſcend. 
Ye kings! would ye true greatnefs underſtand, 
Read Seneca grown rich in Granville's hand “. 
Behold the glories of your life compleat | 
Still at a flow, and permanently great; 
New moments ſhed new pleaſures as they fly, 
And yet your greateſt is, that you muſt die. 
Thus Anna ſaw, and raiſed you to the ſeat 
Of honour, and conſeſs'd her fervant great 
Conſeſsd, nut made him ſuch ; for faithful Fame 
Her trumpet ſwell'd lang ſince with Granville's 
name, 
Though you in modeſty the title wear, 
Your name ſhall be the title of your heir; 
Farther than ermin make his glory knowu, 
And caſt in ſhades the favour of a throne. 
From thrones the beam of high diſtinction ſprings; 


] The foul's endowment from the King of kings, 


Lo | one great day calls forth ten mighty peers } 
Produce ten Granville's in five thouſand years 
Anna, be thou content to fix the fate 
Of various kingdoms, and control the great; 
But O! to bid thy Granville brighter ſhine ! 
To him that great prerogative reſign, 
Who the ſun's height can raiſe at pleafure higher, 
His lamp illamine, ſet his flames on fire. 

Yet Qill one bliſs, one glory, I forbear, 


— 


A darling friend whom near your heart you wear; 


That lovely youth, my lord, whom you muſt blame, 
That I grow thus familiar with your name, 


See bis Lordſoip's Tragedy intitied © Heroic Love. 
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He's friendly, open, in his conduct nice, 
Nor ſerve theſe virtues to atone for vice: 
Vice he has none, or ſuch as none wiſh leſs, 
But jrzends indeed, good-nature in exceſs. 
You cannot boaſt the merit of a choice, | 
In making him your own, tu as nature's voice, 
Which call'd too loud by man to be withſtood, - 
Pleading a tye far nearer than of blood; F 
Similitude of manners, ſuch a mind, 
As makes you lefs the wonder of mankind, 
Such caſe his common converſe recommends, 
As he ne'er felt a paſſion, but his friend's ; 
Yet fix'd his principles, beyond the force 
Of all beneath the ſun, to bend his courſe “. 
Thus the tall cedar, beautiful and fair, 
Flatters the motions of the wanton air ; 
Salutes each paſling breeze with head reclin'd; 
Tus pliant branches dance in every wind: 
But hx'd the item her upright ſtate maintains, 
And all the fury of the North diſdains. 
How are you bleſs'd in ſuch a matchleſs friend! 
Alas! with me che joys of friendſhip end; 
O Haigiſon ! I muſt, Iwill complain; 
Tears looth the ſoul's diſtreſs, though ſhed in vain ; 
Didſt thou return, and bleſs thy native ſhore 
With welcome peace, and is my friend no more ?— 
Thy taſk was early done, and I mult own 
Death kind to thee, but ah ! to thee alone, 
But 'tis in me a vanity to mourn, 
The forrows of the great thy tomb adorn ; 
Strafford and Bolingbroke the loſs perceive, 
They grieve, and make thee envy'd in thy grave. 
With aching heart, and a foreboding mind, 
I night to day in painful journey join'd, 
When fiſt inform'd of his approaching fate; 
But reach d the partner of my ſaul too late: 
»Twas paſi, his cheek was cold, that tuneful 
tongue, 
Which Iſis charmed with its melodious ſong, 
Now languilh'd, wanted ſtrength to ſpeak his 
in, : 
Scarce rais'd a feeble groan, and ſunk again: 
Each art of lite, in which he bore a part, 
Shot like an arrow through my bleeding heart. 
To what ſerv'd all his promis'd wealth and 
power, | 
But more to load that moſt unhappy. hour? 
Yet ſtill prevail'd the greatneſs of his mind; 
That, not in health, or life itſeif conſin'd, 
Felt through his mortal pangs Britannia's peace, 
Mounted to joy, and ſmil'd in death's embrace. 
His ſpirit now juit ready to teſign, 
. No longer now his own, no longer mine, | 
He a fe my hand, his ſwimming eye- balls 
roll, 
My hand he graſps, and enters in my ſoul; 
Then with a groan—ſupport me, O! beware 
Of holding worth, however great, too dear +, 


* His Lordfbip*s Nephew, who lo Orders, 
YounG, 


+ The Author here bexvaili that mo/? ingenious gen- 
tleman, Mr. WV (liam Harriſon, Fellow of News 
College, Oxon,a-Y 0UnNG,——| See a more particular 
aceount of bim in the ( Supplement to S vu. 
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Pardon, my lord, the privilege of grief, 
That in untimely freedom ſeeks relief; 
To better fate your ve I recommend, 
O! may you never I ſo dear a friend! 
May — interruph your happy hours; 
Enjoy the bleflings peace on Europe ſhowers: 
Nor yet difdain thoſe bleſſings to adorn ; 

To make the Muſe immortal, you was born. 
Sing; and in lateſt time, when flory's dark, 


| | This period your ſurviving fame ſhall mark ; 


Save from the gulph of years this glorious age, 
And thus illuſtrate their hiſtorian's page. 

* Thecrown of Spain in doubtful balance hung, 
And Anna Britain ſway'd, when Granville ſung : 
That noted year Europa ſheath'd her ſword, 
When this great man was firſt ſaluted lord, 


r wo 
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MR. POPE. 
| CONCERNING 
THE AUTHORS OF THE AGE, 
MDCCXKX. 
HILST you at Twickenham plan the 
future wood, 


Or turn the volumes of the wiſe and good, 

Qur ſenate meets; at parties, parties bawl, 
And pamphlets ſtun the ſtreets, and load the ſtall; 
So ruſhing tides bring things obſcene to light, 
Foul wrecks emerge, and dead dogs ſwim in ſight; 
The civil torrent foams, the tumult reigns, 
And Codrus' proſe works up, and Lico's ſtrains. 
Lo] what from cellars viſe, what ruſh from bigh, 
Where ſpeculation rooſted near the ſky ; 
Letters, Eſſays, Sock, Buſkin, Satire, Song, 
and all the Garret thunders on the throng ! 

O Pope ! 1 burſt; nor can, nor will, refrain; 
I'll write; let others, in their turn, complain: 
Truce, truce, ye Vandals! my tormented ear 
Leſs dreads a pillory than a pampbleteer ; 

I've beerd myſelf to death; and, plagu'd each 
hour, 

Shan't 1 return the vengeance in my power ? 

For who can write the true abſurd like me ?— 

Thy pardon, Codrrs } who, 1 mean, but thee ? 

Pope ! if like mine, or Codrys', were thy ſtyle, 
The blood of vipers had not ſtain'd thy file ; 
Merit leſs ſolid, leſs deſpite had bred ; 

They had not lit, and then they had not bled. 
Fame is a public miſtteſs, none enjoys, 

But, more or leſs, his rival's peace deſtroys; - 
With ame, in juſt proportion, envy grows; 

The man that makes a character, makes foes : 
Slight, peeviſh inſeQs round a genius riſe, 

As a bright day awakes the world of flies; 
With kearty malice, but with feeble wing, 


{| (To ſhew they live) they flutter, and they ay > 


the 
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Bat as by depredations waſps proclaim 
The faireſt fruit, ſo theſe the faireſt fame. 

Shall we not cenſure all the motley train, 
Whether with ale irriguous, or champaign ? 
Whether they tread the vale of proſe, or dlimb, 
And whet their appetites on , cliffs' of rhyme ; 
The college ſloven, or embroider'd ſpark; 
The purple prelate, or the pariſh clerk ; 

The quiet Quidnunc, or demanding prig ; 

The plaintiff Tery, or defendant Whig ; ; 

Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay, or fad ; 

Whether extremely witty, or quite mad; 

Profoundly dull, or*ſhallowly polite ; 

Men that read well, or men that only write; 

Whether peers, porters, taylors, tune the reeds, 

And meaſuring words te meaſuring ſhapes ſue- 
ceeds ; 

For bankrupts write, when ruin'd ſhops are ſhut, | 

As maggos crawl from out a periſh'd nut. ; 

His hammer this, and that his trowel quits, 

And, wanting ſenſe for tradeſmen, ſerve for wits. 

By thriving men ſubſiſts each other trade; 

Of every broken craft a writer's made : 

Thus his material, Paper, takes its birth | 

Fiom tatter'd rags of all the ſtuff on earth. * 

Hail, fruitful % “ to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and brokers in old ſohg ; 
Thee well a land of liberty we name, 
Where all are free to ſcandal and to ſhame ; '- 
Thy ſons, by 'print, may ſet their hearts at eaſe, 
And be mankind's ange whene'er they 

pleaſe ; 
Like — filth, their vile and abject ſenſe 
Is unperceiv'd, but when it gives offence : 
This heavy proſe our injur'd reaſon tires; 
Their verſe immortal kindles looſe deſires : 
Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime, 
Our ſport and pity, puniſhment and ctime. 

What glorious motives urge our Authors on, 

Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ! 

One loſes his eſtate, and down he fits, 

To fhew (in vain 1) he ſtill retains his wits : 

Another marries, and his dear proves keen ; 

He writes as an Hyppotic for the ſpleen : 

Some write, confin'd by phyſic ; ſome, by debt; 

Some, for *tis f ſome, ſome becauſe Pris 
wet; 

Through private pique ſome do the public right, 

And love their king and country out of ſpight : 

Another writes becauſe his father writ, 

And proves himſelf a baſtard by his wit. 

Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound ? 
Neither: why write Gon ? He wants twenty 


pound: 

His belly, not his ne this impulſe give: 11.4 
He Il grow immortal; for he cannot live: 

He rubs his awful front, and takes his ream, - 
With no proviſion made, but of his theme; 
Perhaps a title has his fancy ſmit, 

Ora quaint motto, which he thinks has wit t 

© writes, in inſpiration puts his truſt, 


them juſt; 
Genius direQly from the gods deſcends, 


fad who by labour would diſtruſt his rim? | 


Thus 8 reaſon'd with couſommate Kill, 
In immortality he dips his quill : 

And, ſince blank paper is deny'd the” preſs, 
He mingles the whole aſphabet by gueſs : 

In various ſets, which various words compoſe, 


Of which, he _— mank; nd the meaning. 


knows: 

So ſounds ſponturioons 0 the Sibyl broke, 
Dark to herſelf the wonders which ſhe ſpoke; 
The prieſts found out the meaning, if they could; 
And nations ſtar'd at what none underſtood. 

Clodio dreſs d, dane d, drank, viſited, (the 
whole 
And great concern of an immortal ſoul! ) 
Ott have I ſaid, Awake! exiſt ! and ſtrive. ' 
„For birth! nor think to loiter is to live!” | 
As oft I overheard the demon ſay, 
Whoa daily met the loiterer in his way, 
„e meet thee youth, at White's :” the FO 
replies. 
« P} Cold thee there,” and falls his ſacrifice ; 
His fortune ſquander'd, leaves his virtue bare 
To every bribe, and blind to every ſnare : + 
Clodio for bread his indolence muſt quit, 


Or turn a ſoldier, or eommence a wit. 
Such heroes have we! all, but life, they ſake ; 
| How muſt Wan tremble, and the German 


- ſhake 
Such writers Wa we! all, but ſenſe, they print; 
Ev'n George's praiſe is dated from the Mint. 
In arms contemptible, in arts profane, 
Such ſwords, ſuch Pens, diſgrace a Monarch“ 
reign. 
Reform your lives before you thus aſpire, 
And fleal (for you cen /tea! } cœleſtial fire. 
O! the juſt contraſt ! O ! the beauteons flrife ! 


it thelr'cool writings, and pindaris life: & 


Lame r/o with phlegm, bur then they live with 

re; 

They cheat the lender, and their work; the buyers 
| revexence misfortune, not deride ; 

l pity poverty, but laugh at pride : 

For who io fad, but muſt ſome mirth confeſs 

At gay Caſtruchio's miſcellaneous dreſs ? 

Though there 's but one of the an works he 

wrote, 

There 's ten editions of his old Led coat. 

Theſe, nature's commoners, who watit a home, 
Claim the wide world for their majeſtic dome ; 
They make a private ſtudy of the tirvet 3  - 
And, looking full on every man they meet, 

Run ſouſe againſt his chaps ; who ſtands umaz*d 
To find they did not ſee, but only gaz'd. : 
How muſt theſe bards de rapt into the (kies ? 
You need not yead, you feel your eeſtaſies. 

Will they perſiſt? Tis madneis; Lintot, lun, 
Sce them confinꝰd—“ O, that 's already None.“ 


Moſt, as by leaſes, by the works they print, 


Have took, for life, poſſeſſion of the Mint. 


If you miſtake, and pity theſe poor men, 
'} Ef wiubris, they cry, and write again. 
Though wrong his thoughts, the gods "wil 5 


Such wits their nuiſance manfully expoſe, 
And then pronounce juſt judges lcarning's ſoes; 
O frail concluſion; the reverie is true; 9 
if foes te learning, they 'd be ſricnds to * : : 
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Treat them, ye j with an honeſt ſcorn , 

And weed the cockle from the generous corn: 

"There's true good-nature in your diſreſpect; 

In juſtice to the good, the bad neglect : 

For immortality, if hardſhips plead, - 

It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 

But; O! what wiſdom can convince a fool, 

But that tis dulseſe to conceive him dull? 

"Tis fad experience takes the cenſor's part, 

Couvichon, not from reaſon, but from ſimart. 
A virgin- author, recent from the preſs, 

 The'theets yet wet, applauds his great ſucceſs ; 

urveys them, reads them, takes their charms 


to þed, | | * 
Thoſe in his hand; and glory in his head: 
*Tis Joy too great; à fever of delight ! 
His heart beats thick, nor cloſe his eyes all night! 
But, ring the next morn to claſp his fame, 
He finds that without ſleeping he could dream : 
So ſparks, they ſay, take goddeſſes to bed, 
And find next day the devil in their ſtead; 

In vain edvertiſements the town v*erſpread ; 
They 're epitaphs, and ſay the work is dead. 
Who preſs for fame, but ſmall recruits will raiſe ; 
*Tis volunteers alone can give the bays. 

A famous author viſits a great man, 
Of his immortal work diſplays the plan, 
And ſays, Sir, Ym your friend; all fears diſ- 
'« Your glory, and my own, ſhall live by this; 

« Your power is fixt, your fame through time 
convey' d. | | 10 
6“ And Britain Europe's Queen —if I am paid.“ 
A Stateſman has his anſwer in a trice; 0 
Sir, ſuch à genius is beyond all price; 
* What man can pay for this?” Away he turns: 
His work is folded, and his boſom-.burris: 
His patron he will patronize no mare; 
But ruſhes like a tempcit out of door. 
Loit is the patriot, and extinct his name 
Out comes the piece, zngther, and the ſame ; 
For A, his magic pen evokes an O, 2 
And turns the tide of Europe on the foe : 
He rams his quill with ſcandal and with ſcoff; 
But tis fo very foul, it won't go off: 
Dreadtul his thunders; while unprinted, roar ; 
But, when once /publiſh'd, they are heard no 
more. | | 
Thus diſtant bugbears fright, but, nearer draw, 
The block's a block, and turns to mirth your 


We. 8 
g Cay thoſe oblige, whoſe- heads and hearts are 
uch! | 
No; every party 's tainted by their touch. 
Infected perſons fly each public-place ; 
And none, or enemies alone, embrace 
To the ſoul fiend their every paſſion 's ſold : 
They love, and hate, tempore, for gold: 
What image of their fury can we form? 
Dulneſs os rage, a puddle in a ſtorm. 
Reſt they in ? If you are pleas'd to buy, 
To ſwell your fails, like Lapland winds they fly : 
Vane Oy with rage? The tempeſt quickly 
29; 
A ſate-Ulyſſes tames them with his bags; 


— 
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Let him be what he will, Tork, Pagan, Jew: 
For Chriſtian miniſters of ſtate are few. 
Behind the curtain lurks the fountain head, 
That pours his politics through pipes of lead ; 
Whilſt far and near ejaculate, and ſpout 
O'er tea and ,cofite, poiſon to the rout: 
But when they have be ſpatter'd all they may, 
The ſtateſman throws his filthy 1quirts away | 
With golden forceps, theſe, another takes, 
And ate elixirs of the vipers makes; * 
The ricbeſt ſlateiman wants wherewith to cy 
A ſervile ſycophant, if well they weigh 
How much it coſts the wretch to be fo baſe ; 
Nor can the great powers enough diſgrace; 
Enough chaftiſe, ſuch proſtitute applauſe, 
If well they weigh how much it ſtains their 
cauſe; 
But are our writers ever in the wrong ? 
Does virtue ne'er ſeduce the venal tongue? 
Yes; if well brib'd, for virtue's ſelf they fight ; 
Still Pod wrong, though champions for the 
right: 5 TIL 
Whoe'er their crimes for intereſt only quit, 
Sin on in virtue, and good deeds commit. 
Nought but inconſtancy Britannia meets, 
And broken faith in their abandan'd ſheets ; 
From the ſame hand how vatious is the page! 
What civil war their brother pamphlers wage | 
Tratts battle tracts, ſelf- conttadictious glare; 


Say, is this Junacy ?—l wiſh it were. 


If ſuch our writers, ſtartled at the ſight, 

Felons may bleſs their ſlars they cannot wiite ! 
How juſtly Proteus' tranſmigrations fit 

The monſtrous changes of a modern wit ! 

| Now ſach a gentle fream of eloquence 

As ſeldom riſes to the verge of ſenſe ; 


Now, by mad rage, transtorm'd into a flame, 
Which yet fit engines, well apply'd, can tame; 
| Now, on immodelt traſh, the ſine obſcene 

| Invites the-town to ſup at Drury-lane; 

| A dreadful den, now he roars at powers 


Which ſends him to his brothers at the Tower; 


| He 's now a ſerpent, and his double tongue 
| Salutes, pay licks, the feet of thoſe be flung; 


Wat knot can bind him, his evaſion ſuch-? 


'| Onezknot he well deſerves, which might do much. 


The flood, flame, fwine, the lion, and the ſnake, 
Thoſe fivefold monſters, modern authors make : 
The Snake reigns moſt, Snakes, Pliny ſays, ate 

bred 93nd? 
When the brain 's periſh'd in a human head. 
Ye grovelling, trodden, whipt, ſtript, turncoat 
things | Ty : 
Made up of venom, volumes, ſtains, and ſtings ! 


Thrown * Tree of Knowledge, like you, 


cur 
To ſcribble in the duſt, was Snake the firſt» 
What if the ſhould in fa# prove true? 
*, why not in you? 


Poer Elkenah, all other changes paſt, 

For bread in Smithfield dregens hiſt at laſt, 
Spit ſlreams of fixe to make the butchers gape, 
And found his manners fuiced to his ſhape: 
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Luch is the fate of talents miſapply d; 


f 
3.44 


$0 livd your Prototype; and fo he dy'd. 


Th' abandon'd manners of our writing train 


May tempt mankind to think religion vain ; _ 
But in their fate, their habit, and tfieir mien, 
That gods there are is eminently ſeen: os 
Heav'n ſtands abfolv'd by vengeance on their pen, 
And marks the murderers of fame from men: 
Through 8 jaws they draw their venal 
breath, . wh 
As gbaſtly as their brothers in Macbeth: | 
Their. feet through faithleſs leather meet the dirt, 
And oftener chang'd their principles than ſhirt, 
The tranſient veſtments of theſe frugal men, 
Haſtens to paper for our mirth again ; 
Too ſoon (O merry-melancholy fate!) | 
They beg in rhyme, and warble through a grate : 
The man lampoon'd forgets it at the Gght ; 
The _ through pity gives, the foe through 
woos | nd. 
And; though full conſtious of his injur l purſe, 
Lintot relents, nor Curll can with them worſe, 
So fare the men, who writers dare commence 
Without their patent, probity and ſenſe. - 
From theſe, their politics our Quidnuncs ſeek, 
And Saturday 's the learning of the week: 
Theſe labouring wits, like paviours, mend our ways, 
With heavy, huge, repeated, flat eflays; 
Ram their coarſe nonſenſe down, though ne'er 
ſo dull; W 
And hem at every thump upon your ſcull: 
Theſe ſtaunch-bred writing hounds begin the cry, 
And honeſt folly. echoes to the lye, 
O how 1 laugh, when La blockhead ſee, 
Thanking a villain/ for his provity / | 
Who ſtretches out a moſt reſpectful ear, 
With ſnares for woodcocks in his holy leer: 
It tickles through my ſoul to hear the coct's 
bincere encomium on his friend the fex, 
Sole * of his liberties and rights / 
While graceleſs Reynard liſtens— till he bites. 
* when the trumpet ſounds, th' o' erloaded 
ate 
Diſcharges all her peer and profiigate ; | | 
Crimes of all kinds diſhonowr*d weapons wield, 
And priſons pour their filth into the field; 
Thus nature's refuſe, and the dregs of men, 
Compoſe the black militia of the pen. 


2 


| 


— 


E FIS TL E II. 
FROM oxronb. 


\ LL. write at London ; ſhall the rage abate 
Here, where it moſt ſhould ſhine, the 
Muſes' feat ? +4 
Where, mortal, or immortal, as they pleaſe, 
The learn'd may chuſe eternity or eaſe ?. 
Has not a + Royal Patron wiſely ſtrove 
To woo the Mute in her Athenian grove ? 
Added new ſtrings to her harmonious ſhell, 
was»; new tongues to thoſe who ſpoke ſo- 
8 | 


Let ebeſe inſtruct, with truth's illuſtrious ray, 


Serious ſhould be an author's final view: 


With whom would you conſult to gain the bays? 
With thoſe 


7 


| Woe to the page which has not that to plead ! 


Sidney and Waller, brighteſt ſons of fame, 
Condemn the charm of ages to the fu 


Y 


{| Injurious ſtill to virtue's facred cauſe ;- 


Provokes the Muſe, extorts A pollo's curſe; 
| His ſacred influence never ſhould be fold, 


| Tis immortality ſhould fire your mind; 
|| Scorn a leſs paymaſter than all mankind. 


| Who writes fort virtue has the lar geſt bribe : 
The bad, when intereſt or ambition guide, 


He boaſts à greater friend, and both may ſpate. 


| And what is virtue; but ſuperior ſenſe ? 


| 
'| What is a ſcandal” 


r 


2 — 


2 
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trot 


Awake the world, and ſcare our owls away. - - 
Mean while, O friend! indulge me, if 1 give 
Some needful precepts bow to write, aud live ; 8 


* 


— —— ——— 


W ho write for pure amuſement, ne*er amuſe. 
An Author! Tis a venerable name! 
How few deſerve it, and what numbers claim! 
Unbleſt with ſenſe above their peers reſin d, 
Who ſhall ſtand up, 4i&aters to mankind } = 
Nay, who dare ſbine, if net in virtue's cauſe, 
That ſole proprietor of juft applauſe 
Ve reſtleſs men, who pant for letter'd praiſe, 


—ů 


* 
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— 
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great authors whoſe fam d works you 
read? | | | 

"Tis well: go; then, conſult the laurel'd ſhade, - 
What anſwer will the laurel'd ſbade return? 
Hear it, and tremble! he commands you burn 
The nobleſt works his envy'd genius vit, 
That boaſt of nought more excellent than wit. 
If this be true, as tis a truth moſt dread; + 


— yy 
1 * 
noe * „ 


Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wiſh'd unwrote 
The ſprightlieſt efforts of their wanton thought: 


3 


n =_—— 7 


n 


And in one point” is alktrue wiſdom caſt, 
To think that early we muſt think at Laff.” 
Immortal wits, even dead, break nature's laws, 
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And their guilt growing, as their bodies rot, 
(Revers 'd ambition +) pant to be forget. 
Thus ends your courted ſme does lucre then, 
The ſacred ir of gold, betray your pen? 

In proſe tis blameable, in verſe tis wotſe, 


”E 


ns * 
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is arrant fimony to ling for gold: 
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If bribes ye ſeek, know this, ye writing tribe! 


ERS — „3 


®, 2 pp FE; 
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All 's on the party of the virtuous man; 
The good will furely ſerve him, if they can; 


And ' tis at once their intereſ and their pride - 
But ſhould both fail to take him to their care, 


Letters to man uncommon light diſpenſe; 


In parts and learning ye who place your pride, 
Your favits gre' crimes, your crimes are double- 
dy'd. od 4446; $ £46 : * 
of the firſt renown, 
But letter'd knaves, and atheiſts. in a gown ?- 
'Tis harder far to pleaſe than give offence; = 
The leaſt miſconqu@ damns-the brighteſt ſenſe z 
Each ſhallow pate, thar cannot read your name, 
Can read your life, and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious manners make impreſſions deep 
On thoſe that o'er a page of Milton fleep : 
Nor in their dulneſs think to ſave your ſhame, 
True, theſe are fools; but wiſe men fay the 
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Wits 
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Wits are a deſpicable race of men, 
If they confine their talents-to the. pen; 
When the man ſhocks us, while the wiiter ſhines, 
Our ſrorn in liſe, our envy in his lines. | 
Yet, proud of parts, with:-prucdence ſome diſpenſe, 
And play the fool, becauie thry're men of enſe. 
What inſtances bleed recent in each thought, 
Of men to ruin by their genius brought 1 
Againſt their wills what aum eis ruin ſhun, + 
Purely through: want of wit to be-undone? 
Nature bes ſhewo, by making it ſo mre, | 

That ts a jewel which we need Not Wear. 
Of plain'faund ſenſe life's current-<oin. is made; 
With, that we drive the moſt fubſtantial trade. 

Prudence protects and guides ue, wit betrays ;. 
A ſplendid ſource of ill ren thouſand ways; 
4 certain ſnare to miſeries immenſe; 

A gay. prerogative from common ſenſe; 
Voleſt uxong judgment that wild thing can tame, 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 

But grant your judgment equal to the beſt, | 
Senſe fuls your head, and genius tires your breaſt; 
Yet ſtill -forbear : your wit (conſider well) 

Tis great to ſhew, but greater to dorceal z 
As it is great to ſeize the golden prize - 
Of place or power; but greater to deſpiſe. 

If ſtul von languiſh for an author's name, 

Think private merit leſs chan public fame, 
And fancy not to write is not ta live g 
Deferye, and take, the great prerocative. 
But ponder: what it is; how dear wall cot, 
To write one page which you may juſtly boaſt, 

Senſe may de good, yet not deſerva the prets; 
Who write, an awful character profeſs; 

"The world as pupil of their wiſdom claim, 
And for their ſtipend an immortal fame: 
Nothing but what is ſolid or reſitd, 
Should dare aſk public audience f mankind. 

Sererely weigh your learning and your wit: 
Keep down,your pride by what) is nobly writ ; 
No writes, fam d in your an way, paſs o'er; 
Much truſt. example, but reflexion more: 
More. had che avticnts wht, they more had 


*S _ 


taught; i" 
Which. ſhews ſome "work. is tet for, modern 
thonght. 
This weigh'e knew 9: andy know: 


Toil, burn. for that; but do not atm at more; 
dove, deneath it, the juſt limits hx; |; 
nd zealonlly prefer four lines ta .. 

Write and re- write, blot out, and; write again, 

Aud for its ſteiſtu ſo ne er applaud veur pen. 

Leave to the jockeys that Newmarket ptaiſe, 

Slow runs the Pegaſus that wins the . 

Mucſ time for inmortany fo pay, 

J« jolt and wiſe; for le/+ is thrown away. 

Tie only can mature the lahou ing brain; 

Time is the father, and the midwite poin : 

"The Came good ſenſe that makes a man excel, 

Still wakes him donht he nc'er. has written well. 

Downright impoſſibilities they ſeek ;; 

What man can be immortal in a week? 


Excpſe no fault ; though beautiful, 't will 
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arm; 
88 more than twenty beauties charm», * 
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Our age demands core def.: Addiſon 
And you this commendable uit hay done. 
New: wiiters, bnd, as ance Achilles ound, 
is mortal, if a 4@:;/;un;oupd, 7 
1 ftrikes ext, and;lirikes not out . 
Pours lultce. in, and cignifics the, regt. ** 


Give e er ſo little, if what's right be there, 
| | We praiſe for what you burn, ang what you./pore; 
Tue part you burn, lie}ls ſweet, hethie the thrine, 


And is as incenſe to the part 4ivine. 
Nor froqueat write, though-ycu can, 20 it well: 


| Men, may tqu , though, not. too, mw hb, excel. 


A few, goed works nns = n, fal their 


price; 500 
Mankind are Sele and and. hate paving, emica. | «bj 


Do bold!y what you de; and. Jet, your page 
Smile, if it ſmiles, and it it tages, rage. 
So faintly Lucius cenſures and commendi , 
That Lucius has no fges, except his triends. } 
Let ſatire leis engage you than epplauſe : 


| It ſhews. a generous mind to wink at. flaws : 


2 yours ? Be vec Glorious ed, 
Be your lng, country's, tra-, religion's friend: 


{ The public glory by your own beget ;/ 


Rug nations, run policrity, in debt. i 5 
And fince the fam ' d alone make others lire, 


ut bawe that glory vou preſume to give. 


If _ charms, ſtrike faults, but oe. Ps 


'Tis quil to be as, iy as you can. 

Satire recoils wheneves che. g'd too high; 
Round your own fame the fatal ſplinters fly, 

As the toft plume gives ſwittncis to the dart, 
Good-breeging tens-the ſatire to the heart. // 


' | Painters and fargrops mey the /{rufture ſcan; 


Genive and morals be with you the avon: 


*I Defaults in thoſe alone thauld, give: offence { 


Who ſtrikes the p.r/on, pleads bis innocence. - 
My narrow- minded fatire can't extend | 
:'To.Codros? form; 1 *'m,not. fo much his friend? : 
Himſelf ſhould poblich that (the world agree) 
Before his works, ot in the pilory. 

Let him be black, tair,, tall, ort, thin, or fat, 
Dirty or clean, I. had no theme in that: 
Is that call'd lumeut + lt has, this-pretencey 


| Tis neither virtue, breeding, witzor ſe nie. 


Unleſs you toaſt the genius of a Swift, 


Beware of burr, the duft rogur's 4% Fist. 


Can others write like you ? Your taſk vive Oer, 
"Tis printing what was publiſh long before. 
t vonght peculiar through your Jabowrs run, 
They're duplicates, and twenty are but one. 
Thiok frequently, think cloty, read nature, tpr 
Mens manners o'er, and half your volumes byrn; 


o nurſe with quick reflection be your ſtrife, 


Thoughts born from preſent objects, warm from 
life; 4 

when moſt un ſought, ſuch inſpirations riſe, 

lighted by fools, and cheriſh'd by the, wiſe : 

Expect peculiar fame from theſe alone 

Theſe make an author, theſe are 2 your own. 

© Life, like their bibles, coolly men turn ober; 


Hence unexperienc'd childrep of — ws 


1 


They granted you, writ well, what,can they mare, 
Unleſs you let them praiſe. tor giving oer? 


fry 


True, All wen thidals 'of . * wot nen 
dream; 
And if they” Mightly vhink; "ris ue rbe ae 
Letters adus rot of a-balf-rono den; - Art; wt 
They give you nothing, or they give a'orotron, 
No work eder gain"U #Ave fame, or ever can, 


* hat did honor to the name of man. 
eigtrty the , cogent the Hauses 

. de the le, the very ſoutd of foice 5 

Eaſy the , limple'the A ,, 

Striking the 'woruh, and thefoul divine's 

Let nature art, and Judgment wit, exceeds © 


Oer learning 4eaſon "reignz oer chat, your 
ee t | 
Thus 2 at once, und made; ; 
Do thus, and tiſe a Pope, or 2 Deipreaa: 
And when your geaius exquiſitely thines, 
Live up to che full luſtre of your lines: | 
Parts but expoſe thoſe men who virtue "__ * 
A tallen angel is a fallen wit; ; 
Aud they pleat Lucifer deteſtell cauſe, ' 
Who tor bare talents challenge our applauſe. 
Would you reitore juſt honours, to the pen ? 
From able wrlters vi to worthy men. Us 
„Who's this with W nonſenſe would 
e reſtrain? 
„Who's this Lau ay ſ agen ſchools the 
4. vain ? $49 
* Whe damus our'reah, with fo much traſh a 


« plete? 


« As, three ells round, huge Cheyne rails at 


„meat!“ 

Shall I with Bavius then my voice exalt, 

And challenge all mankind to find obe fault | 
With huge exumers overwhelm my page, 
And darken reaſon with dogmatic rage? 
As if, one tedious volume writ in rhyme, 
In profe a daller could excuſe the crime ? 
Sure, next to writing, the molt idle thing 
ls gravely to harungue on what we hug 

At that tribunal ſtands the writing tribe, 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe, - 

Time is the judge; Pime has nor friend nor 

foe; 
Falſe fame mf? wither, and the true a/ grow. 
Armd with this truth, 'all-crities I defy; 
For if I fal, by my pen [ die: 
While ſnarlers ſtrive with proud wan” feats 


— 


— 


pain, 

To wand 2 or to. fla he Mates 1 
Sore preſt with danger, and ia awful area 

Of twenty pamphlets level'd at my head, 

Thus have 1 forg'd a buckler iti my brain, 

Of recent form, to ſerve me this campaigu; Y: 

And fafely hope to quit the dreadful fielen [| 


Delug'd with ink, and fleep behind my (ſhield ; 


Unleſs dire Codius rouſes to the fray 
In all his might, and damns me— for a day. 

As turns a flock of geeſe, and, on the — | 
Poke out their foolih necks in aukward lern, 


Ridiculous in rage !) to hiſs, not bite, 


S0 Gar their mull, when eus of dulneſs write 
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JAR Mage of genius, by experience 


taug 
Gives. thee to ſound the depths. of. ben 
thought, _. 
To trace the various workings of the miad, 
And rule the ſecret ſprings, that-rule manki 
(Rare gift!) yet, Walpole, wilt thou conde 
To liſten, if thy unexperienc'd friend 
Can aught of uſe impart, though void of , 
And win attention by ſincere gond-will; 


The heart may furuiſh what the head denies. 
As when the rapid Rhone, o'er Twellingtides, 

To grace old Ocean's court, in triumph rides, 

{ Though rich his ſource, he drains a thauſand 

ſprings, 

Nor ſcorns the tribute each ſmall rivolet briegs. 
So thou ſhalt, hence, abſorb each ſceble ray, 

Each dawn of meaning, in thy brighter day; 

Shalt like, or, where thou cauſt not like, excuſe, 


| Since no mean intereſt {hall profane rhe Mule, 
| No malice, wrapt in truth's diſguiſe, offend, 
Nor flattery taint the freedom of the friend, 


When firit a generous mind ſurreys the great, 
And views the crowds that on their fortune wait 3 
Pleas'd with the ſhow (though little underſtood), 
He only ſeeks the pover, to do the good; 
Thinks, till he trizs, tis godlike to difpole. 

And gratitude ſtill ſprings, where bounty ſons s 

That every graut ſiucere affection w 

And where our wants have end, our love es x 2 

But thoſe A long the paths of ſtate, have tiod, 

Learn from the, but of tac murmuring 
- crow d, 

Whieh grab i, yet craving till, their utes 
beſicge, 

Tis eaſier far to give, than, to ablige. . 

This of my conduct ems the niceſt patt, 


| The chief, perfection of the 8 s art, 


Jo give to fair alloat a fairer fad 
Or ſoften a xefulal into grace: 
But few there ate that can be truly kind, 
4 Or know to nx their favours on the mind; 
Hence, ſome, hene er they would oblize, offend, 
And while they make the fortune, loſe the friend; 
Still give, unthank'd.; Rill ſauander, not beflow ; 
For great men want not, what to give, but how. 
be race of men that follow courts, tis true, 
Think all they get, and mois thay all, their due; 
. ae (4 ' a » 4-4 a 
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Fox friendſhip, ſometimes, want of parts oy © 
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I be man by no mean fears or hopes control'd, 
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Still aſk; but nel er conſult their own, deſerts, 

And meaſure by their intereſt, not their parts: 
From this miſtake ſo many men we ſee, 

But ill become the thing they wiſh'd to be ; 
Hence diſcontent, and freſh. demands ariſe, 
More power, more favour in the great man's 


„ AT YHx; - 
All feel a want, though none the cauſe ſuſpects, 
But hate their patron, for their own defects; 
Such none can pleaſe, but who reforms their 
hearts, GY 


x 


Anz when he gives them places, gives them 


parts. , — * 
- - As theſe o erprize their worth, ſo fure the great 
May ſell their favour at too dear à rate; 
When metit pines, while elamour is preferr'd, 
And long attachment waits among the herd ; 
When'ne diſtinction, where diſtinction 's due, 
Marks from the many the ſuperior feu; 

ſtrong cabal conſtra: ns them to be juſt, 

And makes them give at laſt - becuuſe they muſt; 
What hopes that men of real worth ſhould prize, 
What neither friendſhip gives, nor metit buys? 
The man who juſtly o' er the whole preſides, 
His welk-weigh'd choice with wiſe affection 


guides 
Knows when to ſtop with grace; and when ad- 
vance, 1525 a. el . . 


Nor gives through importunity or chance ; 
But thinks how little gratitude is ow'd,' 
When favouts ate extorted, not beſtow'd. 74 
When, ſafe on ſhore ourtelves, we fee the 
” croad bd SH 33: hon N + 3; 98 ' ; 
Surround the great, importunate, add loud; 
Through fach a tumult, *tis no caſy taſk 
To drive the man of real worth to aſk; 
Surrounded thus, and giddy with the ſhow, - 
YFis hard for great men, rizhtly to beſtows; 
From hence ſo few arc ſxill'd, in either cafe, 
To aſk with dignity, or give with grace. 
Sometimes the great, fednc'd By love of parts, 
Conſult our genius, and neglect our hearts z 
Pleas'd with the glittering fparks that genius 
fl ings, | GW. 7199 | | 
They lift vs, towering on their eagle*s wings, - 
Mark' out the flights by which themſelves begun, 
And teach our dazzled eyes to bear the ſun; 
Tul we forget the hand that made us pteat 
Aud grow to envy, not to emulate 2+ - + | 
To cmulate;a generous warmth implies ß, | 
To reach the virtues, that make great men r 
But envy wears a mean malignant face, 
And aims not «t their virtues but their place. 
Such to oblige, how vain is the pretente! 
W hen every favour is afreſh oſſence, 5 
By which foperior power is ſtill imply'd, ( 
And, While it helps their fortune, hurts their 
pee... eee nee . 
Slight is the hate, neglect or hardſhips breed; 
But thoſe who hate from envy, hate indeed. 
«©Since ſo perplex'd the choice, whom ſhall 


—— wo 


--. 


we truſt?“ 


Methinks 1 hear thee cry The brave and juſt; 


ho n rxes thee from affection, not for gold, 


Fierce oppoſition he, unmov'd, 
| Modeſt in favour, daring in diſgrace, 


POE MS. 


We love the honeſt, and eſteem, the brate, 
Deſpiſe the coxcomb, but deteſt the knave ; 
No ſhew of parts the truly wife ſeduce, 
To think that knaves can be of real uſe. 
The man who contradiQs the public voice, 
And ſlrives to dignify a worthleſs choice, 
Attem pts a talk that on that choice teflecis, 
And lends us light to point out new defects. 
One worthleG wan, that gains what he pretends, 
Diſguſts a thouſand unpretending friends: 
And ſince no art can make a counterpaſs, 
Or add the weight of gold to mimi braſs, 
When princes to bad ore their image join, 
They more debaſe the ſlamp, than raiſe the coin. 
Be thine the care, true merit to reward, 
And gain the good—nor will that tak be hard; 
Souls form'd alike fo quick by nature blend, 
An honeſt man is more than half thy friend. 
Him, no mean views, or haſte to riſe, ſhall 
fway, | 0 „ at dig. 
Thy choice to ſully, or thy truſt betray: 4 
Ambition, here, ſhall at due diſtance ſtand; 
Nor is wit dangerous in an honeſt hand: 
Befides, if failings at the bottom lie, 
We view thoſe failings with a lover's eye; 
Though ſmall his genius, let him do his beſt, 
Our wiſhes aud belief ſupply the reſt. 
Let others barter ſervile faith for gold, 
His friendſhip is not to be bought or fold : 
all face, 


To ſhare thy adverſe fate alone, pretend; 
In powet, a ſervant; out of,pbwer, a friend. 


| Here pour thy favours in an ample flood, 


Indulge thy boundleſs thirſt of doing good: 


Nor think that good to him alone confin'd ; 


Such to oblige, is to oblige mankind. 

if thus thy mighty maſter's ſteps thou trace, 
The brave to cheriſh, and the good to grace; 
Long ſhalt thou ſtand from and faction free, 
And teach us long to love the king, through thec: 


Or fall a victim dangerous to the foe, 


And make him tremble when he ſtrikes the 
blow; yy | 
While- honour, gratitude, aſſection join . + | - 
To deck thy cloſe, and brighten thy decline; 


| (Mluſtrious doom !) the great, when thus dif 


<a % * 


place d Del Ys 
With friendſhip guarded, and with virtue grac'd, 


In aweful tuin, like Rome's ſenate, fall, 


The prey and worſhip of the wondering Gaul. | 


No doubt, to genius ſome reward is due, 
(Excluding that, were fatirizingyou;;) | 
But, yet, believe thy undeſigning friend, 
When truth and genius for, thy choice contend,” 
Though both have weight when in the balance 


Let probity be firſt, and parts the laſt, _ 

On theſe foundations if hon ar be great, 
And check the growth of folly and deceit; . 
When party rage ſhall droop through length. of 

days, ts 
And calumny be ripen'd into praile, 
Then future times ſhall to thy worth allow 


* fame, which envy would call flattery 


ww >>» wa 


Thus far my zeal, though for the taſk unfit, 
Has pointed out the rocks where others ſplit ; 
By that inſpir'd, though ſtranger to the Nine, 
And negligent of any fame but thine, - 
| take the friendly, but ſuperfluous part; 

You act from nature what I teach from art. 


—— 
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But they tò glory by degrees aroſe, 

Meridian luſtre you, at-once diſcloſe, 
Tis continence of mind, unknown before, 
To write fo well, and yet to write no more. 
More bright renown can human nature claim, 
Than to deſerve, and fly immortal fame? 


YI, 0 2 0 

Next to the godlike praiſe of writing well, 
Is on that praiſe with juſt delight to dwell. | 
O, for ſome God my drooping ſoul to raiſe ! 
That I might imitate, as well as praiſe; 
For all commend : 'ev®n foes your fame confeſs; 
Nor would Auguſtus“ age have priz'd it leſs; 
An age, which had not held its pride ſo long, 
But for the want of ſo compleat a ſong. 


A golden period ſhall from you commence : 


g 1. Ane ; | 
ROM man's too curious and impatient ſight, | Peace ſhall be ſign d'twixt wit and manly ſenſe ; 
The future, heaven involves in thickeſt night, Whether your genius or your rank they view, 
Credit grey hairs t though freedom much we The Muſes find their Haliſax in you. 


boalt, . : | a 
$ome leaſt perform, what they determine moſt, 
What ſudden changes our reſolves betray ? - 
'To-morrow is a ſatire on to-day, 


And ſhews its weakneſs. "Whom ſhall, men be- 
lieve, Lu d | Lc | 
When conſtantly themſelves, themſelves deceive. 


«4 'fs ©. * k / 
Long had I bid my once-lov'd Muſe adieu; 
You warm old age; my paſſion burns anew. 


How ſweet your verſe | how great your force of 


mind ! 


z 
% 


Like him ſucceed! nor think my zeal is ſhewn 
For you; *tis Britain's intereſt; not your own. 
For lofty ſtations are but golden ſnares, ; 
| Which tempt the great to fall in love with cares, 


Ty. - | "IE 
4 1 would proceed, but age has child my vein, 
Tvas a ſhort fever, and I'm coal. again. 


| Though life I hate, methinks I could renew 


Its taſteleſs, painful coutle, to ſing of you. 


| When ſuch the ſubject, who ſhall curb his flight ? 
When ſuch your genius, who ſhall dare to write? 


In pure reſpect, I give my rhyming o'er, 


What power of words what (ill in dark man-] And, to commend you moſt, commend no more, 


kind ! 2 et 
Polite the conduct; genetous the deſign ; 


And beauty files, and ſtrength ſuſtaias, each line. 


Thus Mars and Venus are, once more, beſet, 
Your wit has caught them in its golden net. 


IX. 

Adieu, whoe er thou art ! on death's pale coaſt 
Ere long I'll talk thee o'er with Diyden's gholt; 
The bard will ſmile. A laſt, a long farewell! 
| Henceforth I hide me in my dulky cell; 

There wait the friendly ftroke that ſets me free, 


111. | a a 
But what ſtrikes home with moſt exalted giace And think of immortality and thee— 


ls, haughty genius taught to know its place; 


My ſtrains are number'd by the tuneful Nine: 


And, where worth ſhines, its humbled creſt to Each maid preſents her thanks, and all preleut 
1 | 


bend, 
Wich zeal devoted to that godlike end. 
When we diſcern ſo rich a vein of ſenſe, 
Through the ſmooth flow of pureſ* eloquence ; 
'Tis lixe the limpid ſtreams of Tagus roll'd 


O'er boundleſs wealth, o'er ſhining beds of gold. 


| . e eee 
But whence ſo finiſh'd, fo refin'd a piece? 
The tongue denies it to old Rome and Greece; 


And ſlowly take poſſeſſion of the fame. 
t I nor know, nor care by whom "twas writ, * 
Enough fox me that tis from human wit, 
That ſyoths my pride: all glory in the pen 
Which has done honor to | & race of men. 
But this have others done; a like applauſe 
a ancient _ a * modern Horace draws. 


eisen : 


4, 1776, 
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thee mine. 
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| VERSES-SENT BY LORD MELCOMBE ro 
| * _. Docror voi. 
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ce; or ions BEFORE nis LORDS!IP'S DEATH*. 
The Genius bids the moderns doubt their claim, | 5 „ 


TY 


IND companion of my yeutl, 
X." Lov'd for genius, worth, and truth! 
Take what friendſhip can impart, 
Tribute of a feeling heart; 


1 „ Poetica Bpifile- from the late Lord Mu- 
| * combe to the Earl of Bute, with correfions by the 


« Author of the Night Thaughts,” was publiſced in 
N : | Take 
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Take the Muſe's latoft ſpark“, | | i 4 
Ere we drop into tbe dark. EEE Wis kindly couch'd thy cenſue's rye, 
He, who parts and virtue gave, ry And gove thee clearly to | 
ſ Bad Thee look beyond the (grave; © & + sound judgment giving law to fancy irong ? Haſt 
| Genius ſoars, und Virtue guides; þ Wis half inclin'd thee'to . 
Above, tbe love of God pteſides. 45 Nor could thy do le, n 
There 's a gulph /'twixt us and God; That Milton's blindneſs lay not in his ſong? And 
Let the gloomy path be uod: * - —— — - 
l Why ſtand ſhivering on the more 1 e 1 But ſuch debates long fince are own ; * 
| Why not boldly venture oder? ys 2 For ever ſet the funs that ſhane / ; ] 
4 Where unerring Virtug guides, | Jon airy paſlimes, ere our brows were pr Y; ln ſm 
| Let us have the winds and tides : Ho ſhortly ſhall we Both fo ws od N g 
| Safe, through ſeas of doubts and fears, | I To thee my patron I my * g F 
Rides the bark which: Wes. Qeers. | I J And thou to thine for Pruſſia's golden key. Fame 
| ; 2 : | - Val. e 
| * | The 1 in oblivion caſt, 7 
A e Ao 07, # Full ſoon ſhall ſleep, as ſleeps the paſt; | 
; 8 EA-PIEC E: | | Full foop the wide diſtinction dic between 1 
| | uy ve The frowns and favours of the great; * 
: | CONTAINING ..../,- .' J High flub'd ſucce i, and pale defcat ; # hh I 
1 | Je tan The Gallic gaiety, and Britiſh ſpleen. 2 n 
1. THE BRT TISH SAILOR'S EXULTATION. od wie ad, Wh 
| RE] NT. ve u ee Gr 
| zz, HIS 8 I Oh vera, as df es yapid, they ; * 
| — I Life's Httle drama done, the curtain falls In 
* Doſt thou not hear it? I can hear, Of inds] 
THE DEDICATION. I Though norbing firikes the liftening car; fr, 
| . MA. D | Time groans his laſt | Eterual loudly calls! Lit 
| . | . The we 
| . Nor calls in vain; the call inſpires | 
} Mr Muſe, 2 bird. of of paſſe, fe Far other counſels and defires, vu} Bri 
From trozcnclime to milder ſkies; Than once prevail'd ; we ſtand on higher ground; A 
From chilli ng blaſts ſhe ſecks thy chearing beam, What ſecnes we ſce Exalted aim 3 
A beam of favour, here deny'd; With ardours ac, our ſpirits flame; A 
Conſcious of faults, her blufhing pride Ambition bleſt! with more than luurel. N 
Hopes au aſylum in b * a name, S NOM The 
+ To dive full Wer in ancient da ye, 1 o 
The =arrior's ardent decds to raile, 7 DO f | | The 
And ma, aggrandize;—the glory, Ten e 2. Aud 
Tine is the drama, how renown'd ! | FF AS 8 Aud cails 
- 'Thine, Epi.'s lofticr trump to ſound ;— | | eg 30S anode old In i 
But let Atiou's ſea-ſtrung harp be Mine: .es mn, nod Whi 
11 Tumuitug 
But where *z his dolphin ? Know'ſt = THE barrier 8 mos EXULTATION 
where ! — = ; > wo at A th 
May that be found in Thee, — 9 © Rack 
Sare thou from harm. my plunge into the wave: N lofty ſounds let thoſe delight | 1 d. g 
4 n * 3 x Who braje the foe, ba fa theft ; __ 
ning ere mor tal lay s, And, bold in wor decline the erf 
So patroniz 'd, are reſcued front the grave. | Tn mean e great to dend And leave 
iv. Jo foes the counſel. of a friend; b 
«Tell me; yt thou, who courts ny nile? And nee te of the e they po. 
« What ſtranger ſtray d from pays iſle ooo 
No ſtranger, Sir! though born in foreign climes; Tam eG alarms? he u 
On Dorſet downs, when Milton's page, 1 Why g dmg ear that loud hems? There war 
With Six and Death, provok'd thy rage, War, bath'd in blood, from ambition f 
Thy rage 2 who Horns wich W f prings : | Z Whole 
rhymes ? * | ” Ambition ! mean, 3. rages nM „ get * f 
Fee Mr. CoſPs 2256 5 A Perhaps thei ardours mag fubſide, : rk ber (> 
1 of the Le Chara Ton xiy. Whey wrigh's the wonders B ritaia' Jae — 
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and; 


n 4. 


Heat, and ——_ Britain's nod, 
From each enchanted grove. 
Haſte's the huge oak, or ſhadeleſs 
The mountain pines ne new forms, 


Fame from . deck, from e 


Theſe miniſters of "fate fulfil, 
On empires wit, an ander will, 
hen tHrones unjut wake vengeance: habe, yo 


balls, 


powers 

In ſudden night, and 
And floods of flame, the tempeſt falls, 
When brav'd\Britannia's auful ſenate lowers. af 


In her * grand council ſhe ſurveys, 

in patriot picture, hat may raiſe, 

a warm difdain ; 

from hope*s trkimphant ſum mit thrown, 
Like darted lightning, ſwiftly down 

The wealth of Ind, 1 55 nem of Spain. 


Of infolent attempts, 


Britannia ſheaths her courage keen, 

And ſpares her uitrous- magazin 

Her cannen ſlumber, till the proud aſpire, 

And leave. all lau below them; then they) 
blaze ! 

They thunder from reſounding ſeas, 

Tack'd by their injur d matter's ſoul of fires 


Then furies rue! the battle raves ! 
And rends the ſkies ! and warms the waves! 
lad calls a tempett from the prateful deep, 
in ſpire ot nature, ¶ ite of joe, 

While all- ſerene, and huth'd above, 
Tunuituous winds in azure chambers ſleep. 


A thouſand deaths + burſting bomb 1 
Hu is ii om her:difembowel'd womb. ; 

dia d. glowing globes, in dread alliance hoid, 
Red-wung'd by ſtrong, ſulpiaureaus blaſts, 
$werp, in black whislwinds, men and 

Ad leave fing'd, . ee deake 


behind. 
Dwarf laurels rife in 00 8 mib : 
The wreath immortal ocean yields; 


There war's whole ſting is ſhot, whole fire is 


ſpent, 


Whole grp bim r Bow pale how tame, 
How e is Bellona flame? 
ſtorms lagviſh'on the continent! 1% 


_ * Hoſe of Era. 


wood 
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leaves; 


Ma 


{ 
, 
\ 


o 


1 = 


[ 
, 
' { # 


" | 


4G > > 


— — —— 


IL OCUNG'S,. POEM S. 


XI. 
From the dread front of. antient war ; 


Her caſtled elephant, and battering beam, 
| Stoop to thoſe engines which deny 


| 
: Leſs terror frown'd;; her ſeythed car. 
[ 


Spread — — y.through dorms, Superior terrar to the ſky, 

And ride o'er ey bi on foaming; waves. And danſt thei clouds, thei thunder, and their 

it e. 

She nodr again: the labopring earth | 
Diſtloſes a . birth; ; | The flame, the. 4 nd the cloud, 

ln ſmoaking rivers runs her molten 00 * The night by day, the ſea of blood, | 
Thence monſters. of enormous * f Hollis whirl'd in air, the yell of ſinking chronge. 
And hideous, aſpect, threatenin The gravelefs dead, an ocean warm d, 


A firmament by mortals ſlorm d, 
re patient Britain's angry brow belongs. 


1 XIII. 
Or da E dream? Ot de Lrase? 
Or ſee I Vulcan's ſooty- cave, 


Thoſe ſwaxthy gods of foil and heat, 
Loud peals on mountain anvils heat, 
And panting tempeſts rome the roating flame. 
„re. ; 
Ye ſons of tna] hear my call; 
Unfiniſh'd let thoſe baubles fall, 
Von ſhield of Mars, Minerya's helmet blue: 
Your ſtrokes, ſuſpend, ye brawny throng ! 
Charm'd.by.the, magic of my ſong, 
Drop the ſeign'd thunder, and attempt the true, 
XV. 
Begin: . 
Fierce fame, and clouds of thickeſt night, 
And ghaſtly terror, paler than the dead; 
Then borrow from the north his rar, 
Mix greans and deaths, one phial pour 


| Of wrong'd Britannia's wrath; and it is made: 
Gaul ſtarts and trzmbles—at your dreadful trade, 


— 
— In 
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o THE SECOND: 


IN nien IS 


THE SATLOR'S PRAYER BEFORE 
ENGAGEMENT. 


4 1. 6 * 
O form'd the bolt, ordain'd to break 
Gaul's haughty plan, and Bourbon ſhake; 
If, Britain's crĩmes ſupport not Britain's foes, 
And edge their ſwords: O power divine! 
If bleſt by Thee the bold deſign, 
Embattled hoſts a er arm o'erthrows. 


Ye warlike dead, wha fell of old 


In Britain's: cauſe, by fame enroll'd 


| 


ö 


In deathleſs annal ! deathleſs deeds inſpire; 
From oozy beds, for Britain's ſake, 
Awake, illuſtrious chiefs ; awake; 


And kindle, in your ſous paternal fire, 


Allan Firgids fte u of Tul 


| Where Jove's; red bolts the giant brothers frame 2 
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The day commiſſion'd from above, 


If war's full ſhock foo to ſuſtain ; 

Or firm te ſtand its final low, 
When vital ſtreams of blood ſhall flow, 
Aud turn to crimſon the-diſcolour'd main; 

Iv. 
That day 's arriv'd, that fatal hour !— 
Hear us, O hear, Almighty Power! 


* Our guide in counſel,” and our irength in 


a 7 41 / et $4. * " | 
* Now war's important die is thrown, 
« If left the day to man alone, 


How blind is wiſdom, and how weak is might 


1 
* 


: 


v. 
Let proſtrate hearts, and awful fear, 
« And deep remorſe, and fighs ſincere | 
* For Britain's guilt, the wrath divine appeaſe ; 
« A wrath, more formidable far 1 
. Than angry nature's waſteful war, 
The whirl of tempeſts, and the roar of ſeas. 
* | 
From ont the deep, to Thee we cry, 
& To thee, at nature's helm on high ! 
& Steer thou our conduct, dread Omnipotence! 
To thee for ſuccour we reſort ; 
« Phy favour is our only port; 
Our only rock of ſafety, thy defence. 
vir. 
O thou, to whom the lions roar, 
% And, not unheard, thy boon implore ! 


\ 


«© Thy throne our burſts of cannon loud invoke : 


Thou canit arreſt the flying ball; 
„Or ſend it back and bid it fall 


on thoſe, from whoſe proud deck the thunder 


© broke. * 


111 

Britain in vai extends her care 

©« To climes * remote, for aids in war; 
© Still farther maſt it ſtretch to-cruſh the foe ; 

% AThete 's one alliance, one alone, 

„Can crown her arms, or fix her throne ; 
And that alliance is not found below. 

nn 
„Ally Supreme! we turn to Thee ; 
« We learn obedience from the ſea ; 


* 


© With ſeas, and winds, henceforth, thy laws 


* „% fulßl ?: Nax 


' Tis thine our blood to freeze, or warm; 


* To rouze, or huth the martial florm; 
« And turn the tide of conqueſt, at thy will, 


IX, 
« *Tis Thine to beam ſublime renown, 
% Or quench the'giories of acrown ; 


« *Tis Thine to doom, tis Thine, from death to 


\ « 50 ney? <2 4 
% To turn afide his level'd dart, 
* Or plack it from the bleeding heart :— 
„ There we'calt anchor, we conſide in Thee, 
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every province, than in the ſalline; our two la- 
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| 


Our worth to weigh, out hearts to prove, 


Thou, who haſt taught the north to roar, 
« And ſtreaming + lights nocturnal pour 


| # Of frightful afpe&t ! when proud foes invade, 


« Their blaſted pride with dread to feize, 
„ Bid Britain's flags, as meteors, blaze; 


| * And George depute to thunder in thy ſtead. 


| XTT, 
« The right alone is bold and ſtrong; 

% Black, hovering clouds appal the warn 
« With dread of vengeante n nature's awful fre ! 
* Lefs that one moment ſhouldſt Thou frown 
Where is puifſance and renown ? © _ 
«4 Thrones tremble, empires fink,” or worlds ex- 

* pire. 5 


An eee er 
Let George the juſt chaſliſe the vain: 


Thou, who durſt curb the rebel main, 


To mount the ſhore when boiling billows rave ! 
« Bid George xepel a bolder tide, . 
The boundleſs ſwell of Gallic pride; 


And check an inis. qerwhelming ware, 


X1V. 

« And when (all milder means withſlood) 
Ambition, tam'd by loſs of blood, 

% Regains her xeaſon;- then, on angels wings, 

Let peace deſcend, and ſhouting greet, 

« With peals of joy, Britannia's fleet, 

« How-richly freighted ! It, triumphant, brings 

«© The poiſe of kingdoms, and the fate of 

| kings.“ | 1 
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| NAVAL” L'YRICK: 


'WRITTEN * IMITATION or 2 
PiN D ARS SPIRIT. 
* | , . x . 
. r22aPBEFA CH, 


; Pindaric carries a formidable ſound ; but there 
is nothing formidable in the true nature of 

it; of which (with utmoſt ſubmiſſion) I conceive 
the critics have hitherto. entertained a falſe idea. 
Pindar is as natutal as: Anacreon, though not ſo 
familiar, As a fixt ſtar is as much in the bounds 
of nature, as à flower of the fie ld, though let 
obvious, and of greater dignity- This is not the 
received notion of Pindar ; 1 ſhall therefore 50 


| fupport at large that bint which is now given. 


Trade is /a very noble, ſubject in itſelf ; more 
proper than, any for an Engliſbman; and party 
cularly ſcaſonable at this juncture. . 
We have more ſpecimens of good writing n 


mous Epic Poems excepted. , | I was willirg to 


make an attempt where l had feweſl rivals. , 
: % a » 4 


+ Aurera Bereelle 
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It, on reading this Ode, any m has a fuller 
dea of the "= intereſt, or ee * of his 
country, than before; of a 1 inpre Mon from 
it, or a Warmer concern for it, I give up to the 
.ritic any farther reputation, 

We have many copies, and tranſlations that paſs 
for originals. This de 1 humbly conceive is an 
original, though it pron fond imitation. No man 
can be like Pindar, by imi any. of his par- 
ticular works; any more than way fu Raphael, by 
copying the cartcarr. "The genius and ſpirit of 
ſuch great men mult be collected from the oh0/e ; 
and when thus we are poſſeſſed of it, we mult 
exert its energy in ſuljech and deſigns of our own. 
Nothing is fo wnpindarical as following Pindar on 
the foot, Pindar is at original, and he muſt be 


þ too, who would he like Pindar in that which is 


his greateſt praiſes - OE Jo unlike ay. 3 c/e/: 


cp, and a noble le arigia 


w a- 


As for leugtb, Pindar has an unlroken, Ode of ſix | 


hundred lines. Nothing is long or ſhort in writ- 
ing, but relatively to the demand of the lubzec, 
and the manner of treating . & diftich may be 
long, and a folio, ert. Hoe, L bave broken this 
Ode into Struins, each of which may be conſider- 
ed as a ſepa rte Ole if you pleaſe, And if the 
rariety and fullneſs of matter be confidered, Fam 
nther apprehenſive of danger from brevity in this 
Ode, than from length. But lank writing is | 
what I think onght moſt ta be declined, it for 
nothing elſe, for our plenty „ 805 

The Ode is the moſt ſpirited kind of poetry, and 
the Pinduric is the moſt ſpirited kind ot Gdz.; this | 

| ſpeak at my on very great peril : but truth 
has an eternal title to our er though We 
ate —_ to . by it. i 
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THE MERCHANP 


QDE TUE FIRST, 
ON TURE 


BRITISH TRADE AND NAVIGATION. | 
TO. HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF CHaxpos. 


FITS O44 mavroley Ne- 
ow t. ve edo. 
22 zur rav. 


905 X0TMELY, Pix D, Nem. Od. VI. 


WW — 
THE PRELUDE. 


The Propoſttions An addreſs. to the veſſel that 
brooght over the King. Who ſhould og, on this 
vccahons A Pindaric boaſt, 


| Ls. 
F. AST by the ſurge my limbs are ſpread, 
The naval oak nods o'er my head: 
The winds are loud 3 the wayes tumultuous roll; 
Ye winds! indulge your 1age no more; 
Ye ſounding billows ! ceaſe to roar ; 


e God deſcends ; and tranſports warm my ſoul 
Vo, VIII. 


TOUNG'Ss vs 409 


„ a wy hs 
+ 8% „ - - 


S ſpent !— 
This kingdom, from the kingdoms rent, 
celebrate in fang—Fam'd Iſle ! no leſs, 
By.nature's fevour, from mankind, 
Than by the foaming ſea, disjoin-d z; 


Cm an ile, in bappigebs ++ den 
een "ap or 
Thoogts! Fate and Time have Way my 
ſtrains, 1 


Though youth no lon 1 | 
Though flow thel: dene in this cold- climate 


run; 

The royal eye diſpels my N a 
Recals the warmth of blooming years, 
Returning George A the diele Tan. 


Away, my ſoul ! alte the * Pine, 
That glads the heart of Caroline, 
Its grand-depoſit. faithful-to reſtore; © 
Salute the ber that ne'er ſhall bold 
So rich a freight in gems or gold, 
And loaded from both _—_ would be poor. 


My foul! to thee, — ſpreads * ſails; 
Their boſoms fill with facred gales; 
With ivſpiratioa from the godhead — ; 
New. bound for an eterzal clime 
O ſend her down the tide of Time, 
| Snatch'd from oblivion, and ſecure. from lon. 


vr. 

Or teach bis flag, like that to ſoar, 
Which Oods of old and Heroes bore ; * 

Bid her a Britiſh conſtellation riſe— 1 
The ſea ſhe ſcorns; and, wes bers Jerome 
On lofty billows of "ſweet ſound, 

L am her pilot, and her port the A / 

Cares 


Dare yeu to ſing, ye tinkling train? 
Si!zvce, ye wretched ! ye-profanie {+ 


Who ſhackle proſe, and boaſt of abſent Gods; 


Who murder thought, and numbers maim, 
Who write Pindarics cold and lame, 
And labour, Riff Anacreovtic Odes. 


VIII. ; 
Ye fil Sons of Genius rie! 9 — 
Of genuine title to he ſkies ; 
Ye founts of Learning! and'ye int of Fame 
You, who tile w the mortal part 
Of glowing thought, with Attic art, 
And drink pure long from Canvs ot * ſtream, 


974 


k 1 
I gow, I burn! the ae pure, 
High-flayour'd, delicate, mature, | 
Sponraneous ſtream from my uulabour'd breaſt, 
Az, when full-ripened-teems the vine, 
Ihe genercus .burits of willing wine 
Diſtil nectareous from tue grape wnpref, . 


STRAIN 


2 G 
8 l 


R 22 * 
. 


— ͤ — r 


"OO - 
=. 


" & 1 N - F ” 
— arts "wy 


nf — 8 
— 


„ 


WER 


a 
_—CCC — 2 


2 — 2 — ” ; 
— i. ww I 


. 


— 


5 3 1 — 


r wn  SLEYIIT® 


— —_ * 


5 + a cc: 
„„ Emo WW 


3 
— n 
. . 


5 *. 


412. 


STRAIN THE FIRST, 


— 
3 
by 


5 Tür . ** 5 


the King attended." A proſpie of 3 ; 
4 * Tae A — — ol in old 
a The miſchief of eb. What kappt | 
— 2 Is, Shth its greateſt: enemy. Trade na- 
tural to Britain, Trade invoked. Deſcribed: 
greateſt human excellence. The 
praiſe. of wealth. - its uſe, act ed. The 
variety of nature. The an of it. 
Fe hk: man's nee ia: Britains den 
She makes all Nature ſerviceable 
ber ends. Of yea/on. Its excellence... How we 
* ſhould our imat ot things. a n 
difficult x 2 2 the &rlt glory. bers. Her 
. in old 


« OUR Monarch wa norTEes alone!” | 
What ſhining forms furround his throne, 
O Sun! as planets thee To my loud ſtrain 
See Pesce, by Wisdom Jed; advance; 
The Grace, the Muſe, the Seaſon, dance; 
And N recs behind her OO train ! 


4 leg — —* | 1. 
« * Our Monarch comes! nor Fe! alone: 
I -w glories kindle yound his 33 
The ss riſe ! I triumph as 1 | 
— 75 By Pindar Jed, I turn d of 2 
The volume dark, the folds of rate 3 
And, now, am preſent to the future blaze. 


1 

ä 

1 ; 
1414 i . 

I 

4 


41 


By Gercke and Jore it is decreed, 


RE mighty months in pomp tladceed,: 1 


n the ſun 0 thou divine, 

Induſtry! a ſmiling cartngn 
2880 ther alere derives its binb: of 

By thee the n and its waſter ſhine, 


IV. 6s 
From dhe, moſt,” cables . r, 2 
From thee the caunen and His rer.; 
n oaks nurn. rear d by thee, wealth, empire 
„ 
0 a Fruit! el well might 3 41 
6 3 tree, the tree of — pror | 5 
All Jore can give, the nevel oak er 
. A ” 9 
bat cannot induſiry compleat ? 
When Povick war fir} ſlam d, the great, 
"Bol, active, ardent, Roman fathers meet? 
40 ee your A 4 Flamen cries; / 
As ſoon they fall; as ſoon they riſe ; * 

| One moon, foreſt, and the next, a cet. 

Vis. + "on 
10 ſloth indulgence ?- "Tis a tat; N. 
Vnerxates man, and damus the ſoil; 

efeates creation, plunges in diltrets, 

Cankers our heing, all devours; + 4 
A full exertion of var powers ! ; | 


| Thenct, and thence only, glows ow happiness. 


+ | Religion, habit, cuſtom, to 


Round earth and mals 5 
and fame 


L 
, 


EX 0. UN 6's, rern 


um 


24 711. P 
| The! Wat way * 8 
Ihe ſun ſuſpend his ſwift ae *. * 
Yet healthy Nathre ſee her we anted * 
Ere man, his àctiye Joris e 
Can ruſt in body and wag 1 
Yet. taſte of blio, of 555 N choaks the are. 


4 1 * 5 «4 


+. Where, Induſtry 1 hy daughter fair? | 
| Recal her to her native air ; ;- 
Heres ht _ born = brody bers toni 


- And — er dal ſhe f. bere. 
What though ſhe 2 
inn heart; eee thong 2 


4. 


Wake; 
On thy xt anchor puſh from ſhore, 
Earth lies before thee, every. climate court. 
|= Aud fee, ſhe 's rous'd,-abiolv'd from fours, 
- Her brow, in cloudleſs azure, rears, ö 
ee ces her fail, and. De angel port.” 


8 cheriſh'd by 15 viſter, Peace, 
he levies gain on every place, 

„and name! 
A gain, ſhe travels with the ſun, 
7 be Again, ſhe draws a palden zone 


nn of. 5 


hs Eons 
Ten thouſand active hands, that hung -- 
In ſhameful * with nerves unſtrung, 
The nation's languid load, defy the ſtorms; 
The ſheets unfurl, and. anthors weigh, .' 
The long-moor'd' veſſel wing to ſea, 


7 


1 


| bales worlds ſalute; —— ocean ſwarms, 


' Arn. 
His FB Po, Ganges, Danube, Nile, 
Their ſedgy foreheads lift and ſmile; 
Their'urns inverted prodigally pour 
Streams, charg'd with wealth, and vow to buy 
Britannia for their great ally, , 
With climes paid down; | what can the gods, do 
* more 2 


"W379: | 
Coll Ruſſia collly furs from far, 


4 Hot China ſends her painted jar, 


pom, generous wings. to crown it, Arab ſweet | 
With gales of incenſe ſwells our fails, 
Nor dittant Ind our merchant fails, 
Her richeſt ore tue bal/oft of our fleet. 
xiv. 
'Luxpriant iſle ! e that flows, _ ” 
Dr ſtream that glides, or wind that blows, 


| | Or genial ſun that ſhines, or ſhower that pours, 


But flows, glides, breathes, * pours 
„un Hor thee 2. 
How'every heart dilates to ſee 
Each land 5 vach ſeaton or pt on thy ſhores? 


14 
„6 +4 6/ 


= - > " | 


. 0 0 - */434 


? *twas but for, 


ant ber up. Tide! lean no more. 


Q 
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| 5 | 
All thefe-one Britiſh harveſt make! | ; 
 » The ſervant Ocean for thy ſake | = 
Both ſinks and ſwells : his arms thy — 
And fondly give, in boundleſs dower, 
To mighty George's growing p power,” 4 
The wafted world into thy loaded leg. 
VI. 
Commerce brings riches, riches crown | 
Fair Virtue with the firſt renown : 
A large revenue; anda large expenceg 
Whew dende for others welfare zb, 
And ſpend as free às gods beſtow, 
Gives the full bloom to mortal execllencel 
„ ors. 
Glow then my'brealt ; Aba my ſtore ! 
1 and this boldly i implore, 
Their wax? and apathy let Stoicks boaſt Me Os 4 
P. tous and riches; | or ill, 
As us'& by mam, demand out gal; | 
All bleſſings wound us; when diſcretion's loſt. - 
19111. 
Wealth, in Ihe virtuous and the wiſe, 
"Tis vice and folly to deſpiſe : ' 


| Let thoſe in/ praiſe of poverty refine, 


Whoſe heads or hearts pervert its uſe, 
The narrowſorl'd, or the profuſe, .* | 
The truly-yr tat find #6rals in the mines 

XIX. 

Happy the man! who large of heart, 
| as leatnt the rare illuftriots v7 
Of being rich: ſtores far ve us, of they Y; * 

From gold, if more than A mic ſkill, 

Extract not what is 64g) lidl: 

[is hard to gui, much prove tn je ye. 


Plenty * $a weants — Joy lier end : 
Exalted minds their joys extend: | 
& Chandosthines, when others 10ys are done: 
As lofty turrets, by their height,” 
When humble feenes reſigu their light, 
Retain the rays of the decliving ſich; 
111. 
pregnant with bleſſings, Britain ! fwear 
No /ordid fon of thine hath dare 
Offend the donot of thy wealth and peace; ; 
Who now his whole creation drains 
Jo pour int thy tumid deins f 
That ban of nation! commerce Aud increaſe. 
P i ee „ 599 OT 0! & 
How warious Nate! turoid grain 
Here holding feats the Sbfaed plalh ; 
« bere, Werne v. dave likken webs; W e 
Nut nes „Miete bes 1 8. % 
Tay forth their purple to che ſun, | 
Beneath the *foil,” were barretts run, | 
Ard kinds revennes ripen in the b. — 4 
11111 | 
Wher 's apfoue Nathrb ? Att dine 
Man's ſoul to foften and refines 5 
Heaven different growths to ai 
imparts, i 
That all may ſtand in oe of 7 | 
And intereft draw around the ball, 
A sst to cus and join all human hearts, 


| And human want performs for human wie. 
1 Huge mountains wee cable, anchor, maſt! 
S And ſend the ſtream 


4 Her keel each yielding /ea enthrals, 
? Her pilot into ſervice li 


| The man of Rea 


E7 | | How 


| Thus has the great Creitor's pen 
His law ſupreme, to mortal men, — 
Ia their 
Evin 
Ot ab 


1 


diſtinctily ritt: 
| ſupplies the place at 1 : 
it virtue, abſent grace: 


XLV. 
Vaſt. naval epfigns ſirow'd around... . 
. Tue confound. !? 
ds the deep-aw'd continent àghaſt: 
As 4 be proud ſcepter d fohs ſurvey, 
At every, port, on every Quays, ..: 


The unwieldy Py | the onderous bale! 1 
Each prince his own clime ſet to ſale 

Sees here, by fudheerr br a Britiſh King: | 
How earth *s abridg'd ! all nations range 
A, narrow 188 our throng d Exchange 

s of plenty from their pris 
xxvII. 

Nor earth alone, all Nature bends 

In aid to Britain's glorious ends: 
Toils; ſhe in grade or bleeds in e 4. 
Each willing wind her canvas calls, 

lis, the flats. ; 

ry XLVIII. tos Ude 5 
In Gre confin'd, and humhly 1 . f. 

Yhat thongh we creep bentath ſhades, 
And. ſeem as emmets on this point, the ball 2 
Heaven lighted up the human ſoul, 
Heaven bid its rays tranſpierce the Whole, 
And, giving godlike Rea/on, gave us Alt. 

888 
Thou plden chain, tu at God aud men; 
Bleſt Reaſon! guide my life and pen; 
All ins, Ne Zbofls, trembling at thy light £ 
W hozbee obeys, reigns over all; 
Smiles, Ulough the itars 5 atound him fall; 
A God is nought but Reaſon Infinite. : 
xxx. 

n is 120 . 
Who ſcoths to to'Fortutie's nbd : 
Sole Agent he denearh tue fi ſphere, 0 

Others are pgs, are impen d;, 

Are frighten'd, flatter d; ſank, * earn. | 
As accidrat is pleas'd' to du . 

xxxI. * 
8 ur and feert are much to b 
OPT Nie he, or. crowns inflame . 
From — miſtake our idle tumglt ſprings; 
Thoſe men the ſilly world diſarm, 
..- Elude the dart; dilfolye. the charm, 
Who know the ind worth of men. aud ihingss | 
XIII. 
he prgſen object, reſent day;... : 

bi e, and aw ' 

What s lo/ting only does exiſt, Koe 735 
Tiäte, fame, friends, freedom, empire, 15 

Peace, Commerce Freedom nobly fall 

To 1 us en the el gf cad, bly: | 
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| XXI TI. 
How foreign theſe, though: oft in view 
Go, look your arbor exiſtence thiough; 


* 


'POEMS. 


4 V9, 
The fir of Senir makes her-floor, | 
And Baſhan's oak, transform'd, her dar; 


Thence, form your rule g thence hx your. eſtimate, . | High Lebanon her maſt; far Dedan warms 


For ſe the Gods: but as the gains, | 


Laing 
How great the tail { ?Twill coſt.more pains, 
To vunquiſh. Fully, than reduce a Sta-. 


AKV. Z 

Hence Noe ? the f palm is thine, | 
0% Britain lernt From thee" to minen: 

By l Teedom' 4 
=o Eads nen ene 


Arien, wat of fatal fun sz 
: e che pride, Arts flowing down; © 
Enrich, exalt, defend, infirebt our iſle, 
>». a7 JISWBIKNq $22 + $523, YES 
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1+ THE ARGUMANT« © 
TV 
Ati ftoth Commerce. Why Britains ſhopld pur- 
foe in” Witt wealth inclvd%; _ An Iftoricah 
digreſon; which*kind is mot frequent in Pin- 
dar. The Sale ind wonderfuf Jer of Tyre. 
The ere of her ruin. The cauſe of it 
Her c 
miſerahfe fall- The neighbobring kings juſt- 
refletion ont. An awful iHage bf the Divine 
Power und Vengeance, From what Tyre fell, 
And how dg her enlamitꝛ 
5 1. wy 
COMMERCE Dives. artzs as well as gain; 
By Commerce wafted ofer the main, | 
They borharogls Elimes eoliphten 2s they run 3 
Aru, the fich traffick of he foul! ©. 
Max travel, thus; from pole to pole, | 
And gild the world with eamping's brighter fun. 


x IF. * 

Commerce gives: urg, M gold / | 

» Ply Commerce, then, ye Britons bold, | 
Inur'd to Winds and ſeas ! left Gods repent :'- | 


The Gods that thron'&you-in the wave, 
. And, as the td : emblem, gave 
A triple realm, that awes the continent: * 4. 


It. 
And awes with wealth ; for wealth is power ' 
When Jove deſcends a golden ſhower, | 
Tis navies, armies, empire, all in one — 
Viewſethitlete, ogtibine old Tyre : 
In ſearlet rob/d, with gems on fire. 
Het merchants; fri#6#+ 7 every deck; a throne / | 
»132&&KXx 
WE LO | YEP RA Ra. 
She fate an empreſs! aw'd the flood! | 
Her /ably . eine 
She call'd the. nations, and ſhe call'd the ſcar, 
; By Boch obey'd : the Syrian fings ; 
The Cyprian's art her viol ſtrings ; 
Togarmigh's ſteed along her valley neighs. 


nes through #l['ranks and ofders. Her 


Her mantled hoſt ; Arabia feeds ; - 
Her ſail of purple Egypt ſpreads; 


\| Arvad ſends mariners; the: Petfan, arms, 


„ 

The world's laſt limit hounds her fame; 
The galden«ity; was her name 

Thoſe ſtars on earth, the epos, onyx, blaze 


| Beneath her foot: extent of coaſt, 


And rich as Nile's, let others boaſt ; 
Hers the fat nobler herveft of the ſeas. ' 
A VIIs 
O merchant land! as Eden fair! 
Anticnt of Empires l. Nature's care ! 
The ſtrength of Ocean I. bead of Plenty, Springs 
The pride:of Iles ! In wats rever'd ! 
Mother of crafts / loy?d!, coprted ! fear'd ! 


Pilot of kingdoms! and ſupport of king! 


VIII. 
Great mart of nations But ſhe fell: 
Her pamper'd ſons revolt! rebel! 
Againſt his favourite iſle loud roars the main / 
The tempeſt;howls ? her ſculptur d dome 
Soon, the wwolf's refuge ;- dragon's home! 
The landy one alter / a whole. people, lan 


IX 
The deſtin'd day puts on her frown ; | 
The ſable bout is coming down;  ' 
She 's on her march from yon Almighty throne: 
The, fwoord aad form ate in her hand; 
She trumpets ſhrill ker dread command : 


| Dart be the light of earth ! the boaſt, uninowa / 


*. 
For, oh ! her ſins are red as blood, 
As crimſon deep, ontcry the flood ; 


| The Queen of Trade is bought / once wiſe and 


juſt, | ' 
| Now, venal is her council's tongue : 
How riot, violence, and wrong, 


Turn gold to dreſs, her bloſſom into duft / 
45 x1 : 
To things inglorious, far beneath 


Her ſordid: nob/e ſinks! her mighty, bow. ! 
Is it for this, the groves around | 
wal Return the, tabret's ſprightly ſound ? 
Is it for this, her great- ones toſs the brow ? 
s non eie Wim: *. 1 . 
What burning fyeds twist brothers reign ! 
+% To nuptials cold, how glows the vein, 
Confsunding kindred, and miſleading right ? 
The /prrjous lord it o'er the land! * 
Bold Plaſphemy dares make a ſtand, 
Aſſault the iy, and brandiſh, a her might: 
111. 
Tyre's artizan, ſweet orator, | 
Her merchant ſage, big man of war, 


| Her judge, her prophet, nay ber boary heads, 


Whoſe brows with wj/dom ſhould be crown'd, 
Her very pric/ts in guilt abound ; 


Hence, th 's ceda/ all her hoaars ſheds. 
1 n 3 a . ä What 


Thoſe, high · horn ſouls they proudly breathe 


Wha 


Wha 


Tor 


Whe 


And 


V'er 


To / 


Who 


«0 


nd 


he 


YOUNG'S POEMS. 413 


x iv. 
What deagh of truth / what thirſt of gold / 
Chiefs warm in peace, in battle cold ! 
What youth unletter'd ones lifted high! 
What fablic boaſts ! What private views ! 
What deſert temples ! crowded ſtews! 
What waren wan d but to rowl an eye! 


xxirt. a 
«This, This 1s the, wid manly ſoar'd : 
© Alas 1 how how, to be ader d, 
« And tile herfelt a God |— Though Goring. wats 
„This Eagle-tfle her thunder bore, /- 
« High-fed her young with buman gore; 


| © And would have built her neſt among the ſtars. 


XXIV. 


O! fon] of heart, 8 faireſt dames 
Decline the ſun's: intruding beams, 
To mad the midnight in theſr gloomy haunts: 
Alas! there is, who ſces them there ; 
There is, who flatters not the fait, 
When cymbals" tink le, * virgin chaunts. 


4 
He ſees, and er Ne, in vain ! j 


The courſet paws, and foam the tein ; ; 
and chariots ſtream alopg the printed ſoil?ẽ 


In vain ! Her high, prefamptuoas air | TT 


ln gorgeous veftments-rich and rare, 
Oer her proud ſhoulder” throws the poor man's 
toil. 


1 xvii; 9 e N 
in robe or gems, her coſtly Hain, ' 
Green, po azure, ſhine, in van! 
in vain! their golden heads her turtets rear; 
In vain!” . 4 cnd! foreign fruits, E 
Sydonian oils, aud Lydlan futes, * 
Clide o'er her tongue, and melt upon her car. 
XVIII. ' 
in vain ! wines flow in various ſtreams, _ 
With helm and ſpear each pillar gleams ; : 
Damaſcus, , vain! unfolds the Weg! ſtore; 
The golden wedge, from phit's coaſts, 
From Arab incenſe vain, ſhe boaſts, 9 
Vain are her gods, and 1 men adore. 


Bell falls ! the N Nebo bende! 
The natious hiſs! ber glory ende 
To hide, her confidence! ſhe flies from foes ; ; 
Fogs meet her tere: tue wind, the pave, 
That once aid, ſtrength, and grandeur 
Plunge her in ſeas, from which her gory x0 oy 
xx. 
Her 5 e 
And m of cedar hought avail, 41 
Or pilot learn'd She Hoksz not ſink s ae,, 
Her Gods ſink with her to, the ſky; 
Which never more ſhall meet her eye; 
She ſends her ſoul out in one dreadful groan; . 5 | 
X.. 
What though fo vaſt cher naval might, 
In ber fir& dawn'd the Britiſh right? 
Al flog: abu? lier ſen · dominion greet 5... 
What though the longer -warr'd than Troy " 
At length her foes that Ifle-deftroy - | 
Whoſe conqueſt fail'd, as far as fail'd:her fleet. 
XXIt, 
The kings ſbe cloath'd in purple ſhake 
Theit — rows 4 * O foul e. 
% fatal piide (they cry) this, this is ſhe, - 
* Who ſaid—with my — — and arm, 
Y ln the world's wealth. l e 
- Aud fnell g at heut, c Eyypreſt of tbe 


* 


— -—— —— : 42 eas — ——— - $f M002 — 4 


* 


. — 2 


„But ah, frail man 1 how impotent 
To ſtand Heaven's vengeance, or prevent! 
« To turn aſide the great Creator's aim 
„Shall Iſland-Kings with Him contend, - 
« Wha makes the Poles beneath him bend ? 


24 fn And ſtall drink up the ſea herſelf with flame? 


: . XXV. p 
« Earth, Ether, Empyreum bow, 
cc When from the brazen mountain's brow 


F ; The God of Battles takes his mighty bow: 


Of wrath prepares to pour the flood, 
& Puts, on his veſture dipt in blood, 


And marches out to ſcourge the world below. 


xxvi. 
« Ah! wretched Ille, once call'd the great 
Ah! wretched Iſle, and wiſe too late! 
The vengeance of Jehovah is gone out: 
„Thy luxury, corruption, pride, 
„And freedom Joſt, the zealms deride, 
« 2 thee ſtundiag, o'er . ruins, out: 
XXVII. 
To ſcourge with war, or peace 225 
« Was thine, O fallen! fallen low! . 
« Tu thine, of jarring thrones to {till debates: 
Ho art thou falls down, down, down! 
| 2” Wide waſte, and. night, and Lorror frown, 
„Where Empire flam'd in gold, and balanc'd 
eo Aa e <7 ws 50 | 


* 
** " aw 
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THE ARGUMENT; .: "74 

An inferance from this hiſtory n e 10 Haun. 

More proper to her than offer Nations. How 

far the ſtroke of tyra caches. Mt ſup- 

ports our endeavours. The, uncon/ider?d) bene- 
„ ;fits of bern. Huitaig's obligation to purſde 
trad.. Why above half the ghe is e. Bri- 
tain!s grandeur tram her{/cuativn. he winds, 
the /cas, the :onfeltalioas,: deſcriheod. tf Ifaag 
Newtgn's praiſc,,, Britain com ed with h- 
States. The Leviathan deſcribed. * Britain's 
lite, a ancient title to the c. W rivals 
her. f Venice. Holland. Same deipiſe 
+ Frat/35 men. Ae is Jg,“ glo- 
The late Car, Scene. Aurprizing in- 
ſtance of, —— Tue merghans's dig 
aity. ee wh wes vir af has 


HENOE learn, as 5 * ate foul or pure, 
Our fortunes wither or endure: 
Nations may #yive, or periſo by the wave, 
_ ſtorms from Jove's anweilling — 5 
ople's crimes ſolicit down 
| $ the u of riches, add te grave, _ 
ie 
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11. ö 
This Truth, O Britain! pondet wal: 
Virtues ſhould riſe, 2s Fortunes ſwell : 


What is large property — The of * 
Of worth ſuperier : if or | 
5 


And charge the Gods with favours miſteflees. 


This council ſuits 2 Ille, 
High-Huſh'd with wealth, and Freedom's 
_ © ſmile: 

To vaſſals priſon'd in the Continent, _ 
Who ſtarve, at bene, on meagre toil, 
Ard ſuck to death their mother foil, 

"Twere uſeleſs caution, and 4 truth nicipent. | 

Iv: 
Fell Tyrants ſtrike beyond the bone, 
And wound the foul ; how Genius dawn, 

Lay Virtue waſte ! for wotth or arts, who ſtrain, 

To throw them at a aron/ter*; foot? 
"Tis property ſupports purſuit. | 
Freedom gives e and — gain, 


She pours thong t, and forms the 10 
She — hugh, ſpirits boil ; * q 
I feel her now and rouſe, and riſe, Sd rave 
In Theban ſong : O Muſe, not tbinz, 
Verſe is gay Freedom's gift divine : ; 
The man that can yum greatly, is no ſlave, 


5 Others may trafick if they pleaſe 
Britain, fair daughter of the ſeas, 
is born for trade ; to plough her field, the wave: 
And reap the growth of every coaſt : _ 
A ſpeck oß land ! but let her boaſt, 
Gods gave the world, when they the waters gave. 
vii. 
Britain! behold the world's wide face; | 
Nor cover'd half with alis ſpace, 
Three parts are fluid; empire-of the fea ! 
And why? for Commerce. Ocean ſtreams | 
For that, throngh all his various names - 
r enen Ocean nous for Thee. f 
sene — | 
Britain, like ſ me great potentate | 
Of Eaſtern clime, retires in ſtate, ' 
out the nations 5 Would a Prince 20. 
MAN h? 149 #5 
He paſſes her Orong"jierds, the Saves” 
24610 Of Fee, winds eden craves, | 4 
e eee ee 8 


— he frinhle ; folt Ze there 
2 „ Keen Eurus, __ never fair, | 42 
8 pole : wa; 
Arid urge for her, their various toil} © l 
' The Caſpian; the broad Bukitk don. 

[And int life the dad Preben 


- Thett are her f « mardaPa tral: ' 
F = 
By tam . cg and by turns tetrea t:: 
They may retreat, but not from her ; + 
The ſtar that quits this hemiſphere - 4 


Aua quit 4be Alen jo went a Rritiſh fleet. 


. 
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| He ſzeps an iſle ! 


POEMS. 


Aire, for bee, leans e hav min 5 
For her, Orion's , burn, 
The Pleiads For Britons ſet and riſs 
The fair-fac'd _— Mazarotb, 
Near the deep chambers of the South, 
| The raging Dog that fires the it ies 


Theſe nations Newton .made . 
All intimate with him alone. 
His mighty ſoul did, like a giant, run 
To the vaſt volume?s. clog lar; 
22 every character: 
pour'd new light upon the fon. 
Ii. 
Let the proud brothers of the land 1 
Smile at our rock and barren ſtrand, 


His reaſon 


Not fuch the ka; let Fohe's ancient line 


Vaſt tract and ample beings bs 
The camel low, fall clephant— 


0 Britain! the Leviathan i is thine, © 


X1v. ; 
Leviathan ! whom Nature's ſtrife 
Brought forth, her largeſt piece of life; 
his ſports” the billows warm ! 
Dreadful Les! ! thy ſpout” | 
Inyades the ſkies ; the ſtars are out: 
He drinks a river, and * a form. 


Th' Atlantic ſurg cargind db Wee © 
German and Caledonian roar; 

| Their mighty Genii hold us in their Jap: 

Hear Egbert, Edgar; Ethelted: 

The ſeas are burg. The monarch fuld 


The floods their hall, their hands the _ 


E on ins 


91. ” 
Whence is a fand, "ay to, riſe ? 
Can he be found beneath the Kies? 


| No, there, they dwell, that can | give Britain feat 


Wer nts ct: earth, by rival m 
grandetir but the more ptoclatit ; 


And 1 prove re their dance moſt, as en dran 
near | . 


Pods Wyle 8 ep the waves; $70 
Ker foot ambitious Oceans laves :- . 
Art's nobleſt buaſt! but O what wondrons a0, 
"Twixt Venice and Britannia's iſſe — 
»Twirt mortal and imthortal 1011 
* n _ dy Gods. 


What wonders riſe from out 


det 
—— Ng 


ate there, — ot lofty. brow,” 
think trade mean, and farm ta bor 


| So far beneath the ſiate of wle birth ? 


Alas! theſe chiefs. but little know 
Commerce how High, banſelver how low; 


1 Tie (uz of (fl rh Yau does: 4 
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1 
And what have earth's mean ſons to do, 
But reap ber fruits, and warm purſne 

The world's chief good, nok glut on others toil ? 


9 POEMS. ; 415 


STRAIN THE FOURTH. 


ru ARGUMENT, 


1 $ 


High Commerce from. the Gods came down, | Pindar invoked, ' His praiſe. Britain 


With compaſs, dbgrt,, and Harry crown, 
Their delegate, to maße the nations file, 


Xl», 
Bluſh, and behold the Ruſſian bow. 
From forty crowns, his mighty brox - 
To trad.. Lo toil he turns his glorious hand - . 
That arm, which. ſwept the bloody ſield, 
See ! the huge are, or hammer, wield; 
While /ceptres, wait, and thrones impatient ſtand. 
xxII. 
O ſhame to ſubjes / firſt renown, - 
Matchleſs example to the crown 7 “ 
0:7 Time is por, , what age boaſts-ſuch-a ſight ?- 
Ye drones / adore the, man divine - | 
No; Vartue {till as mean decline, 


cal Ruſſians barbarous, and yourſelves polite. 


XX111, 

He too of Judah, great, as wiſe, 
With Hiram ſtrove in merchandize: 
Monarchs with monarchs ſtruggle for an ar“! 
That Merchant ſinking to his grave, 

A flood of treaſure ſwells the cave; - 

The king left mach, the mgrchant bury'd more. 
xxiv. 
is Merchant an inglorious name ? _ 
No; fit for Pindar ſuch a theme, 
Too great for me; I pant beneath the weight 
If loud as Ocean's were my voice, 
If words and thoughts to court my choice 
Out-number'd ſands, I could not reach its height, 


2 P 


XXV. 

Merchants o'er proudeſt heroes reign ; 

Thoſe trade in 6/e//ing, thoſe in pain, | 
At laughter ſwell, and ſhout, while nations groan: 

With purple Moparchs, Merchants vic; 

If great to Jpend, what, to ſupply? ? 
7;ieſts pray for bleſſings ; Merchants pour them 

dow. 5 | 


| XXvls 4» 
Kings, Merchants are in league and love; 
Earth's odours pay ſoft air above, 
That o'er the teeming field prolific range; 
wy are Merchants ; take, return, 
uſtrg aud heat; by trafick burn; 
The who Creation is one — 3 Kar t6 
XXVII. | 
1: Merchant an inglorious name ? 
What ſay the ſons of letter'd fame, 
Proud of their volumes, ſwelling in theit cell? 
In open life, in change of ſcene, 
Mid various manners, thronge of men, 
Experience, Arts, and /olid Wiſdom dwells. 
XXVIII. 
Trade, Art's mechanick, Nature's ſtores 
Well-weighs ; to Harry Science foars : 
5 warm in life (dead-colour'd by the pen} 
The ſeites, tongues, intereſts, of the ball;: 
Who ſtudies Trade, he ſtudies all ; 
Accompliſh'd Merchants are accompliſh'd Men. 


derful effects of trade. 


America deſcribed, 


s glory navally repreſented. 


" f 1 * ab "2 p58 X 
HOW ſhall I farther rouſe the ſoul? 
Ho flath's laſcivious reign control 
By verſe with undiſtinguiſh'd ardour wrought ? 
How every breaſt inflame with mine? 
How bid my theme ſtill er ſhine, 
With wealth of words, and u 
11. 

O thou Direzan-ſwan, on high, | 
Round whom familiar thunders fly! 
While Jove attends a language like his own - 

y ſpirit pout, like vernal ſhowers, - 
My ver ſ« ſhall burſt out with the flowers, 
While Britains trade advances with her ſun, 

11. 
Though Britain was not born to fear, 
Graſp not at bloody fame from tar 


| Nor war decline, if thrones your right invade : 


Jove gathers tempeſt black as night; 
ove pours the golden flood of light; 


| Let Britain thunder, or let Britain trade. 


IV. ; 
Britain a comet, or à far, 
In commerce this, or that in wer, 


Let Britons ſhout! earth, ſeas, and ſkies reſound! 


Commerce to kindle, raiſe, preſerve, 
And ſpirit dart through every nerve, 


Hear from the #brone f a voice through time re- 


now n'd. 4 


kin 

So fall from heaven the vernal ſhowers, 

To chear the glebe, and wake the flowers; 

The bloom call'd forth {ces azure fcies diſplay'd ; 

The bird of voice is proud to ſing, 

Induſtrious bees ply every wing, 

Diſtend their cells, and urge their golden trade. 
vr 


Trade once extinguiſh'd, Britain's ſun 
Is gone out too; his race is run; 

He ſhines in vain! her iſle 's an iſle indeed, 

A ſpot too ſmall: to be o ercome; 

Ah, dreadful ſafety! wretched doom 1. 
No foe will conquer what no foe can fred. | | 


2 The King's ſpeech, 


* Vaſt treaſure taken from Solomon's lem 1500 
. 


* 


Ide 


line war but boldly aſſert her ' trade, Eu- 
4 ed from the throne: Britain's condition 
| "without trade. Trade's charadter, and ſurpriz- 
ing deeds. Carthage. Solomon's temple. St. 
Paul's church. The ier chatacter. The 
, religion re- 
commended to the ke. Wh, ER joy. 
What, true. What religion is to the merchant. 
Why trade more glorious in Britons thau others. 
How warmly, and how long, to be purſued by us. 
The Briton's legacy. Columbus. His praiſc. 
| 8 Worlds ſtill un4zown. 
2 Elizabeth. King George the Second. 
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„ Ln, Ad o 


& | N M 1 . 
vir. 
Trades the ſource, x new foul of all : 
Trade's all herſelf ; Mers, Vers, the ball; 


nicen, the, ill. is 

Ha lee leads the ENS blaze, 
courtier s Romp the nt?s eaſe 5 

re r pr 


1 41 N — 


— 
—— 
— 
7 
ä 


The punio boar. it 72 * | 
Ka bl or av wor I n al 

web cordial from is nav ark _;.... 

Vent the, (tropg ſpirits to his e 14 
That bid the Ari Megehant graſp * 
. 1 

"Where i is, on earth, chovah's s home? , 

Trade mark'd the fail, and built the pay 
In which his Majeſty fr ff deigned to dwell; 

The walls with ver ſheets o'erlaid, 

Rich, & the ſun, through g dld unweigh”Z, 
* the moon d arch, and bid the! aan oye | 

*. 


4 unknown do Solomon. 8 5 | 
Methinks the labouring earth ſhould, groan, 
Beneath yon load“: created ſure, d made I, 
Servant and rival of the fkies ! | 
Heaven's arch alone can higher riſe : 
What hand mortal _ thee ? Humble Trade. 


| 
Were hndft thou book, if left at. large, 
Thoſe ſine wy arms that tugg'd the baige, | ö 
Had caught at pleaſure od the flow'ry green; 
If they that watch” d the midnight ſtar 9 
Had ſwung he händ the volling car, f 
{I'd ' with diſgrace, here yn been ? | 
- £44; | „ 
As by replatios men conſume, 
A brptdence is the miſer's % ;]; 
I,xp-nd tt rebly.; he that lets it meſs 1 es 
hich, paſſing numerous hands, would Sine; 1 
Is not a man, but living mine, 
Woe to the geo and rival to the 4% . 
1 1 xi. 11 
7 Tat harbgrove lands can poliſh fair; 
Maze earth well worth the wiſe man's care; 
Call fofth ber foreſts, charm them into flects: 


Can make one bouſe of human. race ; J. 


(Can bid the diſtant, poles embrace; 
Fer: & ans n and India, Io dia = 
f x IV. 2 9 | 
IJ | Ton Monarchs crowns, and arts imports, | 
With bounty feeds, wich laurel courts : 
Trade gives fait Virtue fairer ſlill toſhine; 1 


Fnacts ole. guards. of gain, the laws; - 1 : 


A dt een i Freedom? 8 glorious cauſe— . 
"Trade l warn'd by Lyre, 0 make. Religion thine* | 

XV. 1 : 8 

Tra lend each 0 her mutual. aid: 3 


Why is heaven line, in wealth, ey d ! 


Not tq place vice, but virtues in our power: 

Pleaſuse geelir'ds is n 
Boundleſs in time and in degree * 
Plenfore exjey "At the tui of an Agr, 


s | 


TT + S$ ww * 


S:. Poul“, built Iv t! r coal-tak YouNG- 


4 
7 


XVI. 
Falfe joy 4 \ Nfcompoling thing, " 
cre 2 on "natare's 8 trembling ſtring, a 


Tem ſts the ſpiriu, a and \ untunes the Jrame : 9 


rae joy, the fuhſntne of the fout, © 
A bright ſerene thay calms the whole'; 


Which tbe ne'er * _ other Han 


Merchant ! ehe hen” af the care 
To grow as 1 angels are; 

To know falſe coin from true; to ſweep the wal; 
The mighty fake ſecure, pe. | 


The ſtrongeſt tic of 3 * 
Commerce gives gold, rs io mak it gan. 
XVIII. 

Join, then, Religion to thy (tore, 

- ,Qr India's mines will make ther pon 
Greater than Tyre! O bear a nobler mind 
Sea-ſovereign ite! proud tay decline, 
Trade patronize'? what glory thine, 
Ardent to 6%, who could(t /ubdut mankind ! 
"XI; 
Rich commerce ply with Par Arkls 
By day, by night ;\ the far: are thine, 
Wear out the ſtars in t trade etetnal run 
1 age to age, the noble glow, 
A rige to gain, and to teſtorw, 
While ages laft ! in trade burn out the ſun | 


Trade, Britain's al wie fires fent down 
With toil; blood, treafure, ages von; 


, Edgar great bequenth ; this, Edward bold: 


Let Forbiſbers, let Raleighs fire ! 

O let Columbus“ thade'inſpire ! 
New worlds diſeloſe, with Drake ſurround an of; 

XX? 

Columbus] fcarce inferior fame 

For thee to find, than heaven to frame 
That womb of gold and gem: her wide domain, 

An univerſe { her rivers; ſeas ! 

Her fruits, both men and gods to pleaſe ! 


| Heaven's fairett birth! and, but for thee, is viii { 


XXLI. 
Worlds il mtnown deep ſhadows wrap; 
Call wonders forth from nature's lap; 
New glory pour on her Eternal Sire: 
O noble ſearch! O glorious care ! 
2 ye not Britons ? why deſpair ? ? 
New wor ds are due to ſuch a godlike fue-· 
n 
Swear by the great Eliza's foul, 
That Trade, as long as waters roll | 
Ab! no the gods chafliſe my raſh, decree : 
Hy great Eliza do not ſwear; 
For thee, O George! the gods declare: 
And thou for them! late time [hall fwcar by thee, 
. XXIV. 
Truth, bright as fora with thee prevails; 
Full be thy Jaxe, as twelliog ſails, 
W as tides, thy mind; as u, elate; 
T TY iuftice, an unerring belm 
5 0 leer Britannia's fickle realm; 


x 


Thy » numero race; fare anche of her late! 
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What is the bound of Brivatws þ * | that Thine, r 


— 2. 7 umed in W 
llati ont are, * 
1%. E ans. 7 


= A Bereni ce. 


1 7 . From hy fair daughanen 
Te Britiſh, ladies cenſured. | 


PO E ** f 2437 
| | vn. 2 
In pride the Lion lista hie 7 
: To ſce bis Beitifh brothers 20 


As e 


Which weigh the Gsies, — 
More accurate the — bir 


* rgo N 


The Aen. What the Jes is, ſtrophe 7 of Britain's court, enge, : 
the Empergr, The S 2 Bri- How could the wife. 2 I 
tain fhauld ſhedt her ng What gives! On Richmond's eye, on Be balr l 

feen. What navies do th war, The Tartar. But, oh! ye prafitife e rte 


Mogud, Af ica, Cling, 


genealogy of glory... 


Who maſter of the. 


'Your on Yeni, 


Jeine others? hearts, * 1 


akes about it. Peace IX. 


world. 'Whiat 14s ge the u. The Pirates, not merchants, are the Britiſh Fair. 


the merchant't haruteh. 


hips. / diving grigin. 


This truth 1 weer by Cyntbia's beam.” 


Merchants awbaſſadgrs.. Die Britons oyage. Pale Queen! he Cd at Britain's fame; if; 
And, rolling, ta thaimions— o'r the fin 
Praiſe the feed e leg. Britain's report, * To fhare her 83 A 


1. 
parrazmigdh ſtate what Hol colifne'! | 
(Of rifing thought © golden mine! 


Mauntaing, Alps, Ar eam gulphs,, oceans, ſet ail 


bout d; a 

She ſales till me firikes the gar; 64 
3 wide, and Jaunching ſar 

As wind can fly, or roffing wave re found. 


Small iſle! For 8 for the ſon 
Of Jove, who burſt from Macedon, 
Tor gorgeous Eafterns blazing o'er mankind ; 


Then, when they calyd the werld their own, 


Not equal fame from fab/e ſhone: 
They roſe to Gedi, in 111 thy ſphere * 


Here, no de mand for faucy's wing; 
Plain truth 's illuſtrious: as I ſing, 

O hear yon ſpang/ed harp repeat my lay! 
Your Harry * e has caught the ſound, 
And ſpreads it to the planets round, 

Who beſt can tell whore eo. Britannla's rug: 
The ſkies (fair- printed page unfold 
The vval fame of Heroes 

As in a mirror ſhe th 2 — throng: 
The deeds of Grecian mariners | 


Are read hy Gods, are writ in Har | 
And noble verſe, that = endure as long. 


The e, are 4 of the main, 
Thence Argo liftens to my ſtrain; 
Chiron, for ſon og renewed, Nis noble rage 
For rayal fame and fong renews, 
As Britain's fame he, dee, and views 3 
Chiron, the Shovel of a former age. 77 
The Whale (for late 1 ſung hi praiſe) 
Pours grateful luſtre on my lay ; 
How ſmiles Arion's friend * with * beams 
Eridanus would fiatter ton, 
But jealouſies his ſinile ſubdue ; 
He ſears a Britiſh rival in the Thames. 


* Tie De. 
Vor. VIII. 


He, 9 Ki er! curbs the tides = 
Uncurbs, extends, throws wide N reign, 


X. 
What is the u, Ve kings N 
Britanniaꝰs centre, and your: yon A 
Auſtrian ! Where- er Leviarhon en zel, 
Is Britain's home } And Britany's mipe, 2 
Where · e er the ripeu ing fon can _ : 


| Parts are for emperors for her the whole, 
1 : XL. 


Why, Aufſtriant wilt ae 

ubtful wing, and want the iI 

To = thy welfare in he or las To 
Another Churehill theu may*ft find, _ 
Another Churchill, not fo Hnd. 

And other Blenheims, 125. with other fa. 


Il thou remember f, m own, * D 
Who reſcued an ungrateful throne ; | 


2 Ill thou conſder'ſt, that the 5 are haves 


IN dot thou weigh, that in Time womb | 
A day may a day of doom; * 
As great to ruin, 35 was that to aue. ' 
I 


How would thou ſmile to hear wp fraip, 
Whoſe boaſted infpiration 0 — ] 
Yet what if my prediction ſhould prove true ? 
Ho thou the — teir who thine | 
Britains g empire Buns” 
As ane rg what, —8 Subguet 


What naual ſcene adorns the ſent. 

Of awful Britain's high debate v, a 
Inſpires her covncilr, and records ber 7 
The nations know, in glowing 
| Ori Sinking thrones, the tempeſt falls, 

When her auguſt eee ſenates our. 


O languag-: Ft for thoughts ſo bold! | 
Would Britain have ber anger told £ 
Ak! never let a Henner langvage foundy © 
=” Than rk? which proftrates human fouls, 
Through Heavenꝰs dark vault impetuous rolls, 
And nature rocks, when angry Jove has frown'd. 


* The Spaniſh "a inde Houſe of Lords, 
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XVI. 
Not realms anνEü, not a food - |; 
Of natives, not expiente of blood, 0 nt 
Or rea of counſel gives tha world ard: 


Trade calls i forth, and ſets him high, 4. 


NA mortal man, o'er men can :e 
Trade ee A1 the nn . 


* TH R. 
Nay, hey*s the 5 For Fleets have 5 il + 
Like lightain b kings: ls 
Like Gods deſcen« 
Is war umd? Our wars are burPd . 
To ofen of the world, 
h ports, — 


The king of tempotts, Zolus, 


* Sends forth his r peopley thus, i 


On rapid errands x as they fly, they rear, g 
And carry. cle cliudi, and feorep " 4 
The land, thy deſert, and the deep * 
Eargh bes! rand e fall aud thrones adore! 
gien; XIX. ; 
"The Feet! of Natur, ever rike 
On bare elfe: an loath, or abe ? 
As glitter hids; in endleſe error vie; 
Admire, the ur ple and the crown © 
Of human welfare and rens 
Trade's the big heart, bri ht empire, but their dye. 
Whence TartarG * en | 
Trede gilt their titles, pourfd their tate ; | 
While (Afxie's,blagk, laſcivious, ; .othful breed, 
To claſp their rin, fly from tei; r 
Dar mae product on their ſoil, - ' 
Their people ſell: one „ en C other feed. 
[ f þ 
of Nature's Wealth from moe rent, 
Afrig./5a glariag Monument: 
Mid cr en foreſts and pomegranate groves | | 
Curſt, in a paradiſe I) ſhe pine; 
er pener ous flebhe, 0'er geden mines 
Her beggars fone, re 
XXII 4 
1 


Nat ſo thine, Cbina, blooming-wide; © 
Thy numerous fleets might &ridge-the ride 
Thy pr odu&: would exhauſt both India's mines ; ; 
wand es te of trade! Or woe -. 1 
To Britain's! Europe till o erHow.— 
D. rale foe 45 r * ;aſpires e | 


Britain! To theſe” mad fach s as theſe, 71 | 


The river broad, aud foaming ſexs . © » ! 
Which ſever lands to mortals /e/s reuow nid, f 
7 Devoid of #ova/ {kill or might: 
Thoſe fever'd parts of, earth unte: RD 
Trade'y. — Wh "__ that A their vigour! 


e 10 J. . 


XIV. | 
Could, Ol could * hand | 
The various ſtreams of rade command, 
That, like the fun, wonkl gazing nations awe !? 
That awful Power the wor wo. _ 

Bold War, and Empire proud, his ö 


at oncron trembling ſtates: | 2 


198 
s Sogt #@ #4 3 %% * 


deln fd d-i and bis 9th dr law. | 
popes. a ** a "1 


y * 
* 2 n * 
> 
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TTY x 2717 21 * 
Haſt thou loob d round the ſpacioiis earth? 
From Commerce, Grandeur's humble birth: 
To N from Noah, empires Viving, dead, 


The pride, their- ſhame, their riſe, their 


Time's whole late chrenicle is all . A. "7 
o, encomi um, e on Trade. 


i ſprings fr from Peace, and Wealth from 

Trade, 

An 1d Power fo Wealth! of Power i is made 

mls on Fa rth; hail, then,. the dove of Peace ! 
Whoſe olive ſpeaks raging flood 

Of war repreſed : what's Ioſs,of blood? 


Ws is the death of Commerce and Lnereaſe. 


XXVII. 
Tuben perim War —Deteſted War! 
Shaft thou wake Gods? "bght Czſar's ſtar? 


What calls an fool ſo loud as this has done, 


From Nimrod down to Bourbon's line ?— 
- Why not adore too, as deine, 


2 Wide-walting ſtorms, JON the genial ſug? 
| XX 


Peace i is the Merchant's ſummer clear! 
lis harve/t/ harveſt round the year! 


| For Peace with laurel every na be bound; 


Each deck carouſe, each flag ſtream out, 
Each camon ſound, each feier ſhout ! 
For Peace let every facred/ ftp be crown'd! 
XXIX. | 


Surred are ſhips, ef, birth divine! . | 
An angel drew the frit deſign; 


"With which the Patriarch Nature's ruins "LOR 


+ Te worlds aboard, an old and BEWs, -- | 
le ſafe Ger foaming, billows flew : | 


|| The Gods made Human race, a Piet, forts 
XXX. ; 


How |, acred too the, Merchant's name | 
When Britain blaz d meridian, Fame*; 
* ſhone. the Seward, but. brighter mage yu 

law , 


"GEE in di fant . pee So 
Where prouder ſtateſmen ne'er appear'd, 
Merchants Embaſſadors ! and Thrones in wm 
XXXI. 1 
i 8 this to know the tider, the times 1 ö 
The march of ſtars ; the 617 of climes; j 
Summer and Winter theirs; theirs /and and ſea, 
Theirs are the ſeaſons, months, and years ; 
And each a different gar/ond wears 
O that my ſong could add rol! wx 
XXXII 


Praiſe is the ſacred oil that feeds |; 
The burning lamp oſ gad-like deeds, 
Immortal glory pays illuſtrious cares: 
Whither, ye Britons! are ye beund 
O noble voyage /. glorious reurd t, 
Launch from the Thames, and end among the 
ſtars: ˖ 


. 


xXXXIII. 1 
If to my-/ubje@ roſe my ſoul, /, 
Your fame ſhould laſt while oceans roll: 


* I Queen Elizabeth's Reign. 
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When other worlds in Apts & time Saal viſe, * 
As we the Greeks of mighty name, - 
May they Britanai's fleet proclaim, 

Look up, and read her ſtory in the ſkies, 

XXXIV. 
Ye Sirens, ſing ; ye Tritons, blow; 
Ye Nereids, dance ; ye Billows, flow; 3 

Roll to my meaſures, O ye Starry . ? | 
5 Fan 12 concert breathe around; rf, 

to the concert bound EY 

From 1 to Ce Pa 10 Nn all rin a 


why 7 4 


The moſt happy Aula be the 3 Suan; 07 
Eternjy. at Briggir's ante. fuld, ber 
 Whence flavery,,, | 


BAT ANL thus ble Eber thy bleſſing. knows 
1 Or Vlife, in ai 
Its fultil, means che „ ſource ;adore ; 5 
Vain ſwellings of 10 ; Toul 7 reprefs;,.... 
They moſt may l who moſt gef 8 * 
Den let bliſs ace, 


| 2 * 10 POTTY 1 


Nen b 0 W l W Sy 7 irs . e 
ler 7575 not enamerr al 17 
thought f, Fercpar di, *twill- g via. 
give; * 
Propedis i. duc: that 12 5. 
A Tyrian we alth, a Perſan pri 
Aad make it perieg A tO | ive. . 


O for Eternity a —2 ! 
Jo fair. adventurers ſerene ? 

0! on that ſea, to dea/ in pure renown! . . 
y. fie with Gods! What tranſports roll; 
What boundleſs os to the ſoul 1 

The poor man's empire * the ſubjects crews! * 


| | Adore the Gods, 0 plough the ſeas: 
Theſe be, thy arts, O Britain! theſe, _ 
Let other pant for an immenſe command; _ .. 
Let others breathe war's fiery God; 
The * wider fears thy nod, 
Long as the txidegt, * thy glorious hand. 
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V. 
Glorious, hide Heaven-born F 3 lala, 
Which Tradeꝰs ſoft ſpurious daughter n 
For what is Tyrunny? A monſtrous birth 
From Luxury, by bribes careſs'd, 


By glowing power in ade: compreſsd, 
Which „al — d chains the rr 
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Ni. ſubjea nee „ fangs How fo Pre ell. 
to Pindarts n. » How 2 faut. 
by * | . ; 

A nen 
THEE, Trade! I, who boaſt ern” 


od: beſtow ; 1! N . 
2.5, 5 As far ſurpaſt, as «ſe — cares 
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tremble at Wy. Gore, 1 4 11 
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Nor Fo. to Britons bold their Thotan bas. 


1 
I! Seldom to man 


1 
1 Britiſh-bory,' will ſure diſdain 
1 This new, hold, moral, 


— 7 — 


419 
The afl. bled thou baſt umber'd 
And fend thy flag triumphant down 


Abe tide of Time, to ſure renown ; 


O bleſs my country! and thou pay'ſt my ſong. 
II. 


thou art the Briton's nobleſt theme, - 
Why, then, unſung ? My /fmple aim = 
To drefs plain ſenſe, and yire the generous, pads 
Not ſport imaginations vain, 


$1 TE 


»Ay3 v4 «© Man 


2 enchent 4555 * W 


„dN. wa - 
3 rings are open'd in mn l 
ohe 1 Be me throng, * er | 
{' "And Donkey eir glory ſun 3 Us N 


Till chiefs of eu fame t 


$ ws a5 


Yiu 


Not Pindar's theme with mine 


Tranſcend diverſion Jig and vain 
-Tha4/reab büuaflie, cg throw; — 
And panting ſteed, to him be on 
ecken ok cal, ghee" Fo — 
ene t e en ue, 
Nori- Chandos thou the Muſe defpim 
, 3 — Etna riſes f 
|: (Such Pindar's thou Theron of pur rin, 
Gods impart -- _— 
A Pindar*s head, or Theron's heart; * 
In life, or or ſong n 


inne 


11 


patriot a 
1 - not with genius with 4 virtue EY 
(How vain the Muſe I) the lay may * 


Thus twin'd around the Britiſh Maſt 
| The Britiſh, Maſt, with-nedler — bound | 
. 't ot whe VII. , Leere C944! 4 
| Weak /oy curls. round naval oak, 7 437 4, 


And ſmiles at wind and ſtorm unbroke ; 


Ta Britain's grande ur . ar Wass; 
And lives, and echoes through the Making 
| While o'er the billes Britain's tnatideds e | 
Ni.. 
'$ Dein ye greveling Sons of Verſe 
1 Who /ing not ad ions, but rere, 
And 5 the Muſe with impotent de ſre 
e ſaorllegious l -who- preſume” © + 
To tarniſty Britain's na val bloom, 
Sing Britain's fame, with all hey Hero's' 1 


| aan 


« Ye Sirens, fin ye Tritons, FF 
« Ye Nereids, _ ye Billows, N 
« Roll to my meaſures, O ye Starry 8 
d Ye Winds in concert breathe around; 
« Ye N vies! to the concert bound 
« From Pole to Pole; te Britain all belong; ' 
| « Britain to Heaven; * Heaven deſcends my 
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Who owe _ nought, thus ſnatch from ſhore, | ; 
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Con g nile Heng ethertal. Milnefs, 


And * ray: of ves deapping.cloud, ＋ 
_ muſic wakes around, veiPÞd in a ſhower 
roſes, on our lants deſcend. 
O — — 4 in courts. 


5 
Wi emed arte, r * 
Wi innocenge an meditation j join'd 


In ſoft affemblage, ith to my ſaung. 

Which 4 on Seaſon paintsg when Naturd all: 

Is blooming and benevoJtat, like thee. 10 
And ſee wert furly Winter paſſes off, / 


Far to tis north, and calle his rufian blaſts : 


His bleſs obeys, and quit the how ling bill, 5 ft 


thatier'd foreſt, and the ag vale; 


; Diving ſnows in livid-tortents' log, 9 7 11 

The mountains lift their green heads to the * e 

| As yet the tre year is 'unconfirm?d; 

1 And Winter aft at eve reſumes the breeze, 

ay Chills the, pale-morn, and bids his driving fleets |/ 

Deform the day delightleſs ; ; ſo that ſcarce 21 

| The bittern knows bis time with bill ingulpHht 

| To ſhale. the ſounding marſh 3 or from the ſhore 

; The ployers when to'fcatter/ o'er the heath, 
And.fing their wild notes to the littening waſte. 

At laſt from Aries roll, the bounteous Sun, 25 


r Bias Then no | 


But, full of like, and vivifying ſoul, 
Lifts 2 clouds ſublime, and fpreads them 
thin 0 
Fleeey and white, & 6 A- ſurrounding Ag 
Forth 8 tepid Airs, and unconfin'd, 
| ' Unbindfog earth, the moving ſoſtne fs ſtrays. 
f oy 68 the 150 ievt huſbandman pereelves 
| Relentiog Nature, and his luſty ffeers 
Drives from their ftalls, to where the asd 


plough 
Lies In dhe furrow, Iboſen'd from the froſt; 
There, unrefüfhg, to ide hare c 


The expanFreatutaſphert is cramp'd with cold ; , 
| 
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* leanw liile 


ed to. that ef 
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1 | They lend dle; Goch 200 berate 6, 


Checr'd By the fim ple ſo yo. bog {oarihy ming 49, 
incumbent ter the Rining (hard 

The maſter leans, removes tht obſtructing clay, 

* whole work, and {delung lays the 

i 8 


Ven the 1; White through the neighbouring fields the ſower 


win meafur'd hep, and Ubꝰral filvows the grain 


The harrow follows. harſt and | ſhuts the ſcene, 
Be g raclous, Heaven! for now laborious than 
as done his . Ye tottering breczes, blow ! 

Je ſoftehing dews, ye. tender ſhowers, de- 


— 1 
And temper Af; Wo WorlfSravivik fuh 
Into the {nr eat. Net” ye — 2 


In luxury and eale, in and pride, 
Think theſe loft oe, tnworthy bf your eur: 
Such themes 48 the ſe che -#-#] Maro fung 55 
To witeciniperiat Rome, itt the full hel! 
Of elegance and taſte, by Greece reſin 
In ancient times, the facred plovgh "A 
The kings _ fill fathers'of rnd; 
And ſome, With whem compar u your _ 
tribes 
Are but the beings of a ſammer's day, 
Have held the ſcale of ethpþire; YuPit The ftbym 
bty war; then, with uh hard, 
* little delicaeies, ſeit“ 
The  plough, and greatly lidependetnt liv'd, 65 
Ye generous Britons ! yenerate the plaugh 
And o'er your hills, and lng withdraw in 4 
ö Let Autumn Pune bis treaſures th the 
Luxuriant and unbounded: a the ſta 
Far through his azure turhiſlent domain, 
| Your empite os, and froth 4 thbufdh ſhores 
| Waits all the pom of Ne into your ports; 
So with füperier Wos may your rich ſbil, 
— Nature's better bleſſings pour 
Over every hint; the naked nations clothe, 735 
And be the exhauſtleſs granary of a world! 
| Nor only throngh the lenient air this change, 
Delicious, breathes ; the peſetrative ſun, 
| His torce drep-durting to the dark-retreat 
Of veyetati6h, ſets the fteaming power 80 
N At large, to wander oer the verdant earth, 
In various hues z but chiefly thee, gay Green! 
Thou ſmiling Nature's univexrſal robe ! 
| United light and ſhade! whete the'fight dwells 
With growing ſtrength, andever-new — 85 
Fre the moiſt meadow to the wither'd: 
Led by the breeze, the vivid verdure runs; 
And ſwells and deepens to the cheriſh'd eye, 
The hawthorn whitens ; and the juicy groves 


Pur Garth nden n 9⁰ 


: 


Into the faithful botom of the grob: 40 


ESO rr e ee o mnt. 


2 


— 2 


55 


Tin the whole leaſy foreſt ſunα, n 
In full luxurianss to the- fighting, gales 4: 
Where the deer raſtle throught the — 


Aud the birds ng edncgal'd,. — — 


In all the clours of Abe fluſhing year, 
Ry Nature's ſwiftahd- — rt 
The garden, glow, apd-tills the liberal air 


With liſh fragrances. While the eie ru 


Li:z gta little embryo, uppercdiyds  »/ 


(it let me wander wer the dewy Belds, 


Where ſreſnneſs hresgthes, and daſh the trembliag | 
From the bout bush, as through the verdant maze 7 


0 fweet-briar dg puriue wy —— 
or taſte the ſmell of dhity r or aſcend 
dome eminenest Augetiay in th — 
And ſee the cowntrys; Hr diſtus d arourd, 
One boi, dleſs bluſhyPneMitt-empy 


rpladhow 
Cf mingled Bloſtonisyayhert the raptur'd ee 170 
pr from joy thjppyane big beueab - - / 
The ſake protut-ony low Azitumn ſple s. * rs 
| H, bruſti'th from-Ruflian: wilds, a cutting gale | 
Riſe not aud ſeater from his hamid wigs: 77 
The chuunty milde Dor, cnyiblowloge r, 


Urtiniely frat; before whole: half 


The full-blown spring through all hr folings 
ſhrinks, 


„ M 10 21 tis * 


abe and dead, a wide dejeed pA 


or oft,,chgender?d-by: the hazy north, nor? MT 


Myriads on myrisds, irſtebt armies waft | 
Keen in the 


heir eager Why & ſeeble race yet oft 


Toe ſacreti ſons of vengeance; on whoſh courſs! 


Corro five famine Waitz, and kills the year. 


To check this plague the ſxilful farmer chaff 
grow. hhelore his orchard burns ; 
Till, all 'mvotv*%dhins ſmake, the latent oe 


From every cranny ſuffocated falls: 
br ſcatters or this: 
Of pepper, fatal to the froſty tribe; * 


Or, when ti' envenom u raf begi u to curl, 2 
With fprinktect water drowns them in wake 
Nor, while they pick thelu up with buſy bill. .- 


The little trooping bird< unvrifely tcares.: / 


Be patient, | fwains7 theſe :ovgel ſeeming: winds 
Far hende they le ap reprots'd | 
Thoſe deepening cho. dv on elobds, ſurcharg d with 
[tag, 
ln endleſs tram, wouidi que neh the ſummereblhaze, 
And, cheevleſs, drown the erude unripen'd pear, | 

The north«caſt ſpends his rage ʒ he how ſhut up 


Blow not in vain. 


That oer the vaſt Atkantid hitbher bor ne, 


Within his iron cave; th eftativerſor:th 


Warms the wideaiv, and or the void of hen vet! 
Preathesthe higclowis with vr rnalſhowers a 


At firſtia duſtcy wrenth they ſeem to rife, 


dearce ſtaining Wthe? ;' but by ſwift degrees, 
Ii beaps on heaps, the "doubling vapour fails- 


Aung the loaded fy; and mingled deep 
dits on th? horizon round a ſettled gloom: 
Not ſuch 22 orm on mortals ſhed, = 
Oppreſſing lite: bot locely, gentle, kind, 
And full of 7 hops, and Every | 

The with of Nature. 


Io. perſett calm, that not 2 breuth 


%% ha 


poi ., rere and wadtefal-ent; 
brought buds: aud barks into the — 2 


blooms the pungent dug 13 136 
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1 glaſſy breadth, ſee m, 't 
| Forgetful uf their caurſe is filence-all, 160 


Ib heard 32 
Or ruttling turn the many twinks leaves! 
Of aſpin tall. Thu unturling floods, diftus'd 
hrough delufive lapſe, 


| And pleuſing etpectation. Hertis and flocies 
Drop the dry ſprig, and mute-· implor in geye 
The falling verdure, Huſh'd in ſhort ug 


TE — — people ſtreak their wings with oil, 
Witlin its erimſpn tolds Now. from the toum 


urid in ſmoke, aud ſleep aud-acifoine damps, 


w the lucid moiſture trickling off, 163 

1 the approaching ſign to ſtrike at once 

Into the. general chojy, Een mountains, vales, 

And foretts, ſeem impaticotto demand | 

| The promi#d iweettieſs, Man tte 

; Amid-the glu creation, 8 17 

And looking lively gratitude. At un 

their treaſures to th fie, 

And, ſoftly ſhaking on the dimpled pool 

| PreJufive drops, lot all their moiſture fr 

ln large effuſors or. the fre ſnon d world. 176 

Tus ſtouling ſhower is ſcarce to — | 
By ſuch as wander throꝰ che foreſt walks; ö 

Bencath th? umbrageous multitude of leaves. 


But who can hold the ſhatte, while Heu ven doſce nds 
In univerſal bounty, ſhethding herbs, 80 
And fruits, aud fers, on Natures ample oe 
Swift Fancy fir d ariticipates their growth, 

And, while the milky-rwtritive diſtils 
Bcholds the kindling country colour round. 


Is deep enriet/d with vegetable life, der 
Tin in the veſterm muy the downward ſun 4 
Looks out, -efulgents from amid the lum 
Of broken clouds gay<{hifting to his beans, 190 
Tho rapid radiarice inſtantaneous ſtrikes. 
Tit ilumin'd mountain, thro? the foreſt ſtream-, 
| Shakes on the fleedspand'in a yellow — 3 
Far ſmoakinꝑg oer th! — 
In twinkling myriads lights the dewy gens. 1 
e — 4 W ws landicape ng 
arou * 
Full wel the'woods 5 thely every muſic wakes, 
Miv'd in und convert, with the warbling brooks 
Increased, the diſtant bleatings of the hiſts, - © © 
And hollow lows :tefpon five the vales, 200 
Whence blending all theſweetewd 2ephyr — 
Mean time, refratted from yon? eattern cloud, 
Beftyiding earthy the grandethereal bow 
er ee ee from tho mn," 29 
u fair p on runn m the 20 
Towhire — Trim the nl 45 
Here, awful Newton! the diſſolving 8 clouds 
Form, frofiting on the ſun, thy mon vy priſm, 
And to the ſage· inſtructed eye unfold 
The various tine df light, by thee Viſthegd, 2 
From the white mingling ave. Not ſo the boys 
He wonderingviewsthe brightenchantment bend, 


I Dclightful, ober the radiant fields, and runs 
To catch the falling 


Reholds the amuf de arch before him fly, 


glory; but, amaz'd, 


215 
Then vaniſh quite away. Still night ſuceceds; 
A ſoſten'd ſhade, and ſaturated carth, 


Awaits the mormug-beam, to give tolight, 
Gradual ſiaks the 9 


155 


Rais d thro ton thouſand different plaſtic 1 
The balmy treaſurevof the former day. 


421 


Thus all day long dhe fulladiftendedolouds 18 
Indulge their genial ſtores, aud ee 
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Then ſpring the tabs proſuſely wild; 
O*cr all the deep- green earthy beyond the power 


f hiotaniſt to number up their trib ess, 


Whether he. ficals along the lonely dale, 
In silent ſearch, or thro' the foreſt run 225) | 
With what the dull incurious weedsaccount, ': -. 
Burits his blind way, or climbs the mountain 
Lic'd by the nodding verdure of its brow. [rock, 
Withſucha libyral hand has Nature flung 
Their ſceds abroad, blown-them about in winds, 
Innumeraus mix'd them with the nurſing mould, 
The moiſb ning current, and prolifie ra. 
But who their virtues can declare? who picrcez. | 
Wich vin pure, into theſe ſecret ſtores 
Gt health, and life, and joy? the food of man, / 
While yet he liv'd in innocence; and told 236 
A length of golden years, umeſn'd r N * 
A ſtranger to; the ſavage arts of life, 5 
Death, rapine, carnage, furfeit, and diſeaſe; 1 
The lord, and not the tyrant, of the world. 240 
The: firit freſh dawa then wak'd-the gladdemd 
Of uncorrupted Man, nor bluſb?d to ſce (rag 
2 guggard ſieep beneath its facred beam: 
For 2 light umbers gently fumed away, . 
they, roſe as vigfrous 2 | Ny 
 eultore of the-willing: ard baf 


res; 
— et 


Or to the cheerful *tendance- ot t 


Mean time the ſong — = and ebe 
p + 


port, 
iſdem and friendly talk, -foccellive} ſtole 
These hours away,; whide: in the rofy vale * 
Love breath'd his infant ſighs from unguiſn free: 


And full repkte with bliſs,” rn oppreſsd 


That, inly hrilliug, but exalts ü mi e. 


Nor yet injurious act nor ſurly deed 5 h 


Was known among thoſe: happy. ſads.of Besten 
For reaſon and benevolenoe were law. 256 
Llarmoninus Nature, taog:look#d imiling on. 
Clear ſnone the ſkies, - cooPd ith eternal gude, 1 
55 re ſpirit all. Tha youthiol un 
Ne aer. z and müll thb gragious clauds 
. tneſs down, as o'er the ſwelling mead 
The berds and fiocks, comnuxing play?d ſecure. 
his. When, emergent from the gloomy vp 7 
he glaring lion ſaws/ his herrid heart 
Was meeke nbi, and he- ain'd his ſullenj joy: 40 
For WII. c held the ar ay perfect peace: 7 
Soft ld the Uule 3; the tender woice was heartl; 
Warbling ahbe varied heart the whedlands round 
Applyed the ir quire 3 and winds and waters flow id 
In conſonancs: Such were: thoſe primerof days. 
But now; tho white. een _—_— 


Whence * 11 „1 
I Tho? with the pure exhilarating ſoul 


The fablipg poets took: their'Golden Age, 40 
Are found no more and theſe iron times, 


Theſe dregs of life! Now the diſtemper'd mind 


Has joR that.concord of harmonious powers 275 
Which forms the ſoul of happineſs, and all 
1: off, the poiſe within: the paſſious all 

Have buyſt their houngs3 and Reaſon, balf. ex- 
Or impotent, ar elſe;approviog; ſees | tinct, 
The ſoul diſorder. 
Convulſve Anger ſtorms at large 3 or, pale 
And 5lont, ſettles into fell revenge. 
Baſe Envy withers at another's joy, 

And hates that excellence it cannut reach. 


Senſeleſs and detor wd, 280 


F. e Oοννο OE M S. 


| Deſpondiig Fear of feeble fancies full, 285 
Weak and unmanly;' logſens every power, | rl 
Lern Tye itfelf is bitterneſs of ſou}, | 01 1 1% 
A pen ve anguiſh pining at the heart; 
Or, ſunk to ſordid int veſt, feels nombre 
That noble wiſh, that ne ver- loyd e ſt - 27 


Which, fel joy diſdaining, ſeoks alone 

To bleſs the desrer object / of its fame. 

Hope ſickens with extravagance z — b 
Of lifei inpatient, inte niadneſs ſwellss, 
Or in dead fence waſtes the weeping Lours: 295 
Theſe, and a thouſand mixt emotions more, 
From ever. changing views of good and il, 


Form infinitely various, vex the mind [grows/ 


With endleſs ſtorm ; whence, deeply: Tankling, 
The partial thought, a lifleſs unconcern, zo 
Cold, and averting from our neighbourw good: 
Then dark Diſguſt, and Hatred 2 Wu 
Co ward Deceit, and ruffian: Violence: |; 

At laſt, extinct each ſociabfeeling * 1 
And joy lets — — 5. 25 5 
Is dee met vindiaivey — — her courſe, 


Hence, in old duſky time, a deluge came; 


Whon the deep-cleft diſparting orb, that archi 
The central waters rod, 3 rau; oy 
Witlyuniverſal burſt, into the le ile = 
And ver the high-piÞd hills fraQtur'd earth 
Wide daſh'd the wa ves; in undulation vaſt, mY 
Till, from te centre to the ſtreaming clouds 
A ſhoreleſs ocean tumbled round the globe * 10 
The ſcaſons finoe have, with ſevexer fway, 
a broken werld: the Winter ken 
Shook forth his waſte of ſnows, and Sommey ſhot 
His peſtilential heats. Great: Spring before 
Green'd all as [years eee and bloſſoms 
. Hurd,” Mi ir avy 
In ſorted fwreetaaleymow the ſelf.fame — 851 
Pure was the temperate airy and even calm 
Perpetual reign*d, fave What the zephyrs bland | 
Breath'd- ver the Ave. Sp. [que lor chan we 
ſtormwe 
Were taught to blowindrihurricancs to rage 5 120 
Sor ſlept the waters ; no fulphureous gloums 
Swelbd in the ſky; and ſent the lightning forth: 
| While ſickly damps,* and cold autumnal 586, * 
Hung not rolax ing on che ſprings of life. 
But now of turbid elements the ſport, "$30 
From clear to cloudy taſod, from hot be 
| Aid fry to moiſtj withinvwardecating change | 
Our dronping days are dwindled down, to nought, 
Ther period finiſh'd ere tis well hegun. 
; And yet the wholeſome herd neglected — 
4 nigg 
Of nutriment-and health, and vital powers, 
Beyond the ſearch of Art, is copious bleſt: 
For, with hot ravine fir'd, enſanguin'd Man 
b Is now become tbe lion of, the plain, $40 


And worſe. The wolf, who from the nightly fold 
Fierce drags the bleating prey, . dnank, her 
: milk, 

Nor wore her warming — 1 nor has. — 
At whoſe ſtrong cheſt the deadly tiger hangs, 

1] Fer longh for him. They, too, are tempertd 


| With — — witd neceſſity 36 
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r Nor lodges pity: in their ſhaggy breuſt: [bey wanton. riſes/or,- urg'd by hunger; le 

i But Many 4 Nature form'd of milder chy; | Then fix, with gentle — i the bar bed * 

1 With every kind emotion in his heart. Some lightly tofing to the graſſy bank, 4271 

. Aud taught alone to weep, while from her lap 350 | And to the ſhelving ſhore Low-ragging ſome, 
She pours ten thouſand delicacies, herbs With various hand, proportion'd to their force. 


» And fruits as numirous as the drops: of rain, lf yet tod young, and eaſdy degeiv?d, ©! +1 
4 Or beanis that gave them birth ; ſhall he, fair | A worthleſs prey ſcarce bends your pliantrod, 4 1 5 
17 Form!! heaven, Him, piteous of his youth, aud the ſhort ſpace 
* Who wears ſweet fmiles, and looks erect on He has enjoy'd the vital light of Heaven, a 
N Eer ſtoop to mingle with the prowling herd, 355 | Soft diſengage, aud back into the ſtre m 
5 And dip his tongue in gore? The beaſt of prey, The ſpeckled captive; throw : but ſhould you lure 
on Blood-ſtain?d, deſerves to bleed ; but ye, ye | From his dark haunt, beneath the taogled roots 


70 een mn IO pendant trees, the monarch of the. Brook, 421 

6] What heve ye done ? ye peaceful People l what | Behoves you then to ply you fineſt art.. 
To merit death? ye, who have given us mix Long time he, following cautious, ſcans the fiy, 

8 In luſcious ftreams, and tent us your own cat And oft? attempts to ſeize it, but as oft | 

7 Arainſt the. Winter's cold? And the plain o'õũ „ be dimpled water ſpeaks his jealous fear 3 425 
we That harmleſs, honett, guileleſs animal! [At laſt, while haply o'er the ſhaded ſun 

* lu what has he ofended ?; be, whoſe toll. Puaſſes a cloud, he deſperate takes the death 

0 Patient, and ever ready, clothes the lane [With ſullen plunge + at once he darts along, 
” With all the pomp of harveſt, ſball he bleed, 365 Deep firuck, and runs out all the lengthen'd line, 


* And, ſtruggling, . groan beneath the eruel hands | Ther ſeeks the. fartheſt ooze, the-ſteltering weed, 


Je Een of the clawn he feeds? and that, per The cavern'd bank, his old ſecure abode, 431 
ff To ſwell the riot of th? autumnal feaſt, | And flies aloft, and Hounces round the pool, 
wd Won by his labour? Thus the feeling heart | Indignant of the guile. With yielding hand, 
10 Would tenderly ſuggeſt but *is enough, 370 | That feels him ſlill, yet to his furious courſe 
41 In this late age, advent'rous. to have touch d | Gives way, you, now retiring, following now, 
\ Light ou the numbers of the Sa mian ſage; - | Acroſs the ſtream, exhauſt his idle rage; 436 
vw! High Heaven forbids the bold -preſumptuous | Till, floating bread upon his breathleſs ſe, 
Tk Whoſe wiſeſt will has fix*d us in a ſtate - [ftrain, | And to his fate abandon'd, to the ſhore + - 

That muſt not yet to pure perfettion riſe. . g75 | You gayly drag your unreſiſting prize. + 439 


Now, when. the firit foul torrent of the brooks, | Thus paſs the temperate hours; but when the ſun 
Sweld with the vernal rains, is ebb'd away, | Shakes from his noon-day throne the ſcattering 


And, whitening, down their moſſy-tinctur'd cloud, rl t wn es he 
ſtream | 10 L ne Een ſhooting liſtleſs languor thro? tbe derps, 
Deſcends the billowy foam, now is the time, | Then ſeek the bank where flowering elders crowd, 


While yet the dark- brown water aids the guilez, | Where ſcatter'd Wild the lily of the vale 

To tempt the trout. The well-diſſembled y, | Its balmy effence. breathes, where -cowſlips hang 

The rod fine=tapering: with elaſtic ſpring, Þ [The dewy-head, where purple-violets lurk, 446 

Snatol'd from the hoary ſteed the floating line, | With all the lowly children of the ſhade ;,-... 

And all thy flender wat'ry ſtores prepare. I or lie reclin'd beneath you? ſpreading aſh + - / 

But let not on thy hook the tortur*'d worm. 385 Hung over. the ſteep; whence, borne on liquid 

Convulfive, twiſt in agonizing folds, 7 wing. Th ws » +1 oF 

Which, by rapacious — ſwallowed deep, . The ſounding culver ſhoots 3 or where the hawk, 

Gives, as you tear it from the bleeding breaſt | High in the beetling cliff, his airy builds: 450 

Of the weak, helpleſs, uncomplaiuing wretch, | | There let the claſſic page thy fancy led 

Harſh pain and horror to the tender hand. 390 ] Thro* rural ſcenes, ſuch as the Mantuan ſwain 
When with his lively ray the potent ſug . [ Paints in the matchleſs harmony of ſong: 

Has piereꝰd the ſtreams, and rous'd the finny race, | Or catch thyſelf the landſcape, gilding ſwiſt 455 

Then; iſſuing chearful,: to thy ſport repair: | Athwart Imagination's vivid eye: 

Chie ſhould the Weſtern breezes curling play, | Or by the vocal woods:andt waters IulPd, 

Auch light oer ether bear the ſhadowy clouds. | And loft in lonely mufing, in the dream 

High to the front, this day, amid the hills 395 Confus'd of careleſs ſolitude, where mix 

And woodlands warbling round, trace up the | Ten thoufand wandering images of things, 460 

brooks ; | Xs * .'.. * | Seathe'every guſt of paſſion into peace, | 

The next, purſue their rocky-channePd maze - | All but the ſwellings of the ſoſtenꝰd heart, 

n to the river, in whoſe ample wave I That waken, not diſturb, the tranquil mind. 
Their little Naigds love to ſport at large. 400 Behold yon? breathing proſpect bids the Mufe 
Juſt in the dubioqs point, where with the pool! | Throw all ber beauty forth. But who - ean paint : + 
I migd the'trembling ſtream, or where it boils | Like Nature? Can Imagigation, boaſts, '' 465 | 
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Around the ſtone, or from the hollow'd bank Amid its gay creation, hues like hers ? 
Reverted plays in undulating flow, +. Or can it max them with that matchleſs fcill, 
There throw, nice judging, the delufive fly, 405 And loſe them in each other, as appears 

And, as you lead it round in artful eurves. - la every bud that blows? If Fancy, then, 475 


ib eye attentive mark the ſpringing game. | Uacqual fails beneath the pleaſing. tak, 
346 *raight as above the ſurface of the Yood + Ab auzgy off ert r ts ft 
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Come then yo Virgins ad ye. meu 
hearts / | 
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Ab! what mall nee. ah where find. 


. words 
Ting'd —— and whoſs: power, 
To life approaching, may perfume my lays | 
With that fine oil, thoſe aromatio galec, 095 
That inexhauſtive flow continual round? 
Yet, tho! ſucceſsful, will the toil 2 A — 


Have felt the-raptures'of reſiing here: 11 
And thou, 1 „„ 
Form'd by the Graces, Lovelineſs itſelt? 
Come with thoſe downcaſt yp? ſedate 21 


ſweet, 
Theſs looks demure that deeply pieree the foul, 
Where, with the ight of ae reaſon 
mid, | 


Shines lively fancy and the feeling Keart 2 485. | 
Oh come! and white the roſy-footed May xy 
Stcals bluſhing on, together let us tread — 
The morning-dows 4 and pn in _——— 
Freſh bloomiag oy tg grace the braided 


' hair. 


490 
— ds vole its laviſh ſteres 

— — _ . w the lily drinks 
The latent rill, oozing throu gents, 
Of growth luxuriant, or the — 
In fair proſuſſan deeks. Long'let us walk 495 
ey hs dree ae blows from you? extended 
Of bloſſo md beans : Abi canget beaſt 
A fuller gale of joy than, lib'ral, thenee 
1 the ſenſe, and/takes the revifh'd 


| Norſhower'd from every buth, 
| infviite gumbere, delicacies, ſmells, 55 
; _ mo lovd. delom, "that iiproves . 


Continual climb, who wich a maſter- hand 556 


| Draw the live æther, and imbibe the . 560 
| By Thee diſpos'd into congenial foils, 


S POEMS. 


The daiſy, — darkly hlus; 
Aud Polyanthus, of mrumberid dies; 0 
The yellow walltewer, fwd with — 
And taviſh Roth; thet feents the —— 
From the foft wing of wernall breezes: — 
Ancmonies auricuhs, enriohid 


Wich Mining meal o'er all theiy xr wg 


And full ranunculas, of glowing red; 535 
Fizen comes the tulip race, where. r plays" 
Her idle freaks; from family diffuse'd sc 
To family, as flies the tather<duft,' _ 
The voried calaurs run, and-while they ab 
On the charmꝰd eye, ti exulting floviſt marks, 
— ſeoret pride, the wonders of his hand. 540 
No gradualihloom is wanting from the bud, 
Firſt born of Spring, to Summer's muiky tribes: 
Nor hyacintls, of pureſt virgin white, 0 
Low- bent, and bluſking inward; nor jonquils, 
Ct potent ſragrance : nor Nareiſſus 2 445 
As oer the fabled fountain hanging Rill ; 
Nor, broad carnations, nor gay Tpotted pinks ; 
the damaſk en 


With hues on hues expreſſion cannot paint, 
The breath of Nature, and her endleſs bloom. 
Hail, 6@urce of beings ! yniverfal Soul 


[Of heaven andearth | Eſſential Preſence, hall! 


To Thee L bend che kuee: to 'Vhee my thoughts 


Haſt the great whole into perfection touch'd.. 
— 2 Thee the various vegetative tribes, [ 
rapt in a filmy net, and dad with leaves, 


W — ane, 


— euch attractive plant, and ſacks — cel. 


| icy tide, a twining maſs of tubes. 1 
Nor is _ mead unworthy of y font, 500 — thy com mand the verual ſun au akes I 
Full of fret verdure and unnumber'd flowers, | The torpid fap, detruded to the root- | 805 1 
The neghgence' of Nature, wide and wiki, By wintry wiads, that now in fluent dance 
Whore,  undiſgnivd'by mimic Art, ſhe ſpreads | And hvely fermentation mounting,” fproads | I 
Unbounded beauty to the roving eye. | All this imnumerous cotour'd frene of — N 

Here thei delicious talk the fervent bees, os As riſmg from the vegetable world 8 
in — . millions, tend: around, -athwart, | My theme aſcends, with equal wing aſoends 570 © 
Thro? the ſoft air, the buſy nations B, | My paming Muſe: ard hark! how Joud the wood: 0 
Cling to the bud, and with inſerted tube Invite you forth ia all your gayett trim. T 
Suek its pure eſſonce, its ethoreal ſoul; | Lend me your ſong, ye Nightiagales.: oh! pour 0 
And oft with holder they ſoaring dare 51o | The mezy-running foul of Meledyx 1 Oi 
The purple Math, or where the wild thyme Into my varied verſe ! white I deduce, 575 E. 

grows, From the firſt note the rliow ouckow Bugs, I; 

And yellow load thera with the luſcious fpoil, | The ſymphony of Spring, and tough a heme on 
At length the ſiniſtud garden to the view — to fame, The paſhan af the groves. W 
Its viſtas opens, aud its alleys green. | When firſt the ſoul of Love is ſent abroad 
Snatch'd thro the verdant mare, the — Worm thro? the vital air, and on the heart 58% W 
oye 315 Harmonious ſeizes, the gay troops hegio, Of 
Diſtracted wanders: now the bowery walk In gallant thought, to plume the painted wing) Th 
Of covert doſe, where ſcarce a ſpeck of day And try again the long torgatten train. Dr 
Falls on the lengthen'd gloom, protrad ed ſweeps; | At fri faint-warHlingy but no ſooner N An 
Now meets the bending {ky ʒ the river now e ſort-infufion prevalent and wide, 5 Bu 
Dimpling along, the breezy -ruMed lake, 420 Than, all alive, at once their joy oer Boe, Be: 
The foreſt darkening round, the glittering ſpire, Ta muſe vncorfind, Up ſprings the lark, Th 
'fi”-cthereat mountain, and the diſtant main. Shrll-voice's and loud, the Meſſenger of dun; Inte 
But why ſofarexcurfive ? when at hand, | | {| Ere yet the ſhadows fly, he 110unted ugs Of 
Along theſe hluſhing borders, - bright with dew, Amid the dawning clouds, and from #heir haunt yo 
and iayon? mingled wilderneſs —— 545 Calls up tho tuse f hat ions. Hvery eapfe - = 
F „r- hand Spring unboſoms every D--p-tangled, troe irregular, and bun Y 
Tirews cut the ſncw-drop and — ert ; | Bending with dewy moiſture, over the heats 


n 
- 
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Cc the cop choxiſters that lodge within, . 
Are prodigal of harmony. The thru 595 
And wood-lark, o'r the kind-contending throng 
Superior heard, run thro? the ſweeteſt length 
Of notes; when liſtening Philomela deigns 
To let them ſoy, abd purpoſes, in thought * 
Elate, to male her night excel their day. 
The blackbird wl:ifiles from the thorny brake; 
The mellow bulfinch anſwers from the grove; 
Nor are the lignets, Oer the fiowering furze 
Pour'd out prgiulely, leut. Join'd to theſe, 
Innumerous . in the freſhing ſhade 605 
Of new ſprung taves, their modulations mix 
Mellifuous : the jay, the rook, the daw, 
And each harſh, pipe, diſcordant heard alone, 
Aid the full concert, while the ftock-dove breathes: 
A melancholy murmur thre? the Whole. 610 
is Love creates the melody, aud all 
This waſte of muſic is the voice of Love; 
That c to birds and beaſts the tender arts 
Of pleaing teaches ; hence the glofly kind _ 
Try every Winning way inventive love 615 
Can diate, and in courtſhip to their maths = 
Pour forth their littie ſouls, Firſt, wide around, 
With diſtant awe, in airy rings they rove, 
Endeav' ring by a thouſand tricks to catch 
The cunuing, conſcious, balf-averted glance 620 
Of tircir regardleſs charmer. Should ſhe ſeem 
Soft ning, the leaſt approvance to beſtow, _ 
Their colours burniſh, and, by hope inſpir'd, 
They brif: advance; then on a ſudden ſtruek, 
Retire diſorder'd; then again approach, £625 
In ſoad rotation ſpread the ſpotted wing, ' 
And ſhiver every feather with deſire. 
Connubial leagues agreed, to the deep woods 
They haſte away, all as their fancy leads, 
Pleaſure, or food, or ſecret ſafety prompts, 639 
That Nature's great command may be obey'd ; 
Nor all the ſweet ſenſations they perceive 
Indulg'd in vain, Some to the holly hedge 
Nedling repair, and to the thieket ſome; 
Some to the rude proted ion of the thorn 635 
Commit their feeble offspring: the cleft tree 
Offers its kind concealment to a few: 
Their food its inſets, and its moſs their neſts; 
Others apart, far ja the grafly dale | | 
Cr roughening waſte their humble texture weave: 
But moſt in woodland ſolitudes delight, 641 
In unfrequented glooms or ſhaggy ba aks, 
Steep, and divided by a babbling brook, 
Whoſe murmurs ſoothe them all the live-long 


ee 
When by kind duty fx'4 Among the roots 645 
Cf hazel, pendant o'er the plaintive ſtream, 
They frame the firſt foundation of their domes, 
Dry ſprigs of trees, in artful fabric laid, | 
And bound with clay together. Now tis nought 


But reſtleſs hurry thro? the buſy air, 6.50 
Beat by unay mber'd ed The ſwallow ſweeps 
The flimy pool, to build the hanging houſe - 


ro : and often from has” carcleſs 2 1 ö 
herds and flocks a thouſand tugging bills 
Pluck hair and wool; and oft, when unohſery'd, 


Steal from the barn a firaw, till ſoft and warm, 


Chan and e ir babitati ' 
ver n ir bobilption gram... 


As thus the patient dam afſigu« 1 : 
Not to be tempted from her tender taſk, 
Or by ſharp dunger or by ſmooth Slight, 5 
Tho' the whole loofet#d Ses around d 
< hn . . 7 . . * SE 


Her ſympathizing lover takes his ſtand 


High on ih opporictt dank, and ceaſelefs fings 
ae tedions time away 3 or elſe fopplics <P 
Her place a moment, while the ſudden flits 665 
To pick the ſcanty meal. Th' appointed time 
With pious toil fulf2Pd, the callow young 
Warm'd and expanded into nerfedt Nie, 3 
Their brittle bofdage brea g, and come do light; 
A helpleſs family, demanding ford 570 
With conflant clamour, O what aſhons then, 
What melting ſentiments of kindly care, 
On the new parents ſeize! away they fiy _ 
Affectiogate, and, undefiring, ber 
The moſt delicious morſel to their young, 675 
Which equally diſtributed, again n 
The ſearch begins, Een ſoa gentle pair, . 
By Fortune ſunk, but form'g of generons mould, 
And charm'd with cares beyond © the yulgar 
In ſome lone cot amid the diftant woods, 629 
Suſtain'd alone by providential Heaven. 
Oft as they weepiog eye their infant train, 
Check their own appetites, and give them 
Nor toil alone they ſcar ; exalting Love, 
By the great Father of the Spring inſpir'd, 685 
Gives inſtant courage to the fearful race, 
And to the ſimple art. With ſtealthy wing 
Should K rude foot their woody haunts 
Nele . 
Amid a neighbouring buſh they ſilent drop, 
And whirring thence, as if at deceive 6 
T' unfeeling ſchoolboy. Hence around the 
head res 
Of * ſwain the white-wing'd plover 
whee * e 
Her ſounding flight, and then dired ly on, 
In lang excurſion, ims the level lawn 694 
To tempt him ſrom her neſt The wild-duck 


hence 5 E „ 
Oer the rough moſs, and oder the trackleſs 

Wale e | 
The heath-hen, futters ; pious fraud ! to lead 
The hot-purſuing ſpaniel far aſtra x. 

Be not the Muſe sſham*d here ta hemoan 
Her brothers of the grove, by tyrant man 5e 
Inhuman caught, and ir the narrow cage 
From liberty confin*d and boundleſs air. ; 
Dull are the pretty Caves, their Pl mage dull, 
Ragged, and all its hright'ning luſtre Joſt 3 
Nor is that ſprightly-wildneſs ip their notes $05 
Which, 4 i and vig*rous, warbles from the 

heach, PT; 4 
O then, ye Friends of love and love-taught 
ſong, * T 
Spare the ſoft tribes! this barbaroys art forbear | 
It on your boſom Innocence can Wins 


-| Mufc engage, or Piety perſuade. 719 


But lat not chief the nightingale lament 
Her ruin'd care, too delicately fram'd 


31 
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To brock the harſh, confinement of the eage. 
Oftꝰ when, returning with her loaded bill, 


| Tb affoniſh'd. ther finds a vacant neſt, , 715 


By the hard hand of unrelenting clowns 
Robb'd, to the ground the vain provifion falls, - 


Her pinions ruffle, and, low-drooping, ſcarce 
CA dear bs ei! the poplar hade, 


Where, all ahandon'd. to defpair, ſhe fings 420 


Her ſorrows thro? the night, abd on the bough 
Sole fitting, ſtill at every dying fall 
Takes up again her lamentable rain 
Of. winding woe, till, wide around, the woods | 
Sigh to ber ſong, and with her wail reſound. +25 
But now. the feather*d youth their former 
bounds, 2 8 | . * * N | G 
Ardent, diſdain, and, weighing oft their wings, 
Demand the free poſſeſſion of the ſky, _ | 
This one glad offite more, and thed diffolves 
Parental love at once, now ncealeſs grown, 730 
Unlaviſh*d Wiſdom never works in vain, a 
Tis on ſome eving, ſunny, grateful, mild, 
When peught but balm is breathing thro? the 
© woods, | 64h 1 
With yellow luſtre bright, that the new tribes 
Viſit the ſpacious heavens, and look abroad 53 5 
On Natures common, far as they can fee, 
Or wing, their range aud paſture, Ger the 


bovghs . ; *: 
Dancin; A fill at the giddy verge 
Their reſolution fails; their pinlons (ill © f 
In looſe libration ftretc?d, to truſt the void 740 
Trembling refuſe, till down beſore them fly 
The parèut- guides, and chide, exhort, command, 
Or puſh them oi. Tho? ſurging air receives 


S 


And, once rejoicing, never know them more. 
High from the fummit of a craggy cliff, 


Now ft to raiſe a kingdom of their own, 1 
He drives them from his fort, the towering ſeat, 
For ages, of his empire, which in peace 5760 
Unſtaig'd be holds, while many æ league to ſea 
He wings his courſe, and preys in diſtant iles. 
Should I my fteps turn to the rural feat 

Whoſe lofty elm and venerable dak 
Invite the rook, Who high amid the boughs, 765 
In early Spring, his airy city builds, 

And e-afcleſs caws amuſe, there, well-pleas'd, 
I might the various polity ſurvex 

Of the mixt houſehold kind. The careful hen 
Calls all her chirping family around. 770 
Fed and defeuded by the ſearleſs cock, 72 
V hoſe breaſt with-ardour flames as on he walks, 


* The fartheſt of the weſtern iſlands of Scotland. 


Gracefu}, and crows defiance, In the pond 
The finely checquer'd dnck, before her train, 
Rows garrulous. The ftately-ſailing ſwan 775 
Gives out his ſnowy plumage to the gle, _ 
And, arching proud 2 neck, with oary feet 
Beors forward fierce, and guards his ofier-iſlc, 
Protective of his young, The turkey nigh, 
Loud threat'\ning, 9 while the peacock 
ſpreads +; 54-4 ; 
His every-colour'd glory to the fun, 5$1 
And ſwuns in radiant majeſty along. 
O'er the whole homely ſcene the cobing dove 
Flies thick in amorous chace, and wanton rolls 
= g eye, and turns the changeful neck. 
While thus the gentle tenants of the ſhade 
Indulge their purer lovos, the rougher world 
Of brutes below ruſh furious into flame 
And fierce defire. Thro? all his luſty veins 
The bull, deep-ſeoreb'd, the ragivg paſſion feels: 
Of paſture ſick, and negligent of ſood, 791 
Scarce ſeen, he wades among the yellow broom, 
While ober his ample ſides the rambling ſprays 
Luxuriant ſhoot : or thro? the mazy wood 


De jected wanders, nor th? enticing bud 795 


Crops, tho“ it preſſes on his careleſs ſenſe : 

And oft”, in jealous maddening fancy wrapt, 
He ſecks the fight ; and, idly butting, feigns 
His rival gor'd in every knotty trunk: 

Him ſhould he meet, the bellow ing war begins: 


I rhei eyes flaſh fury: to the hollowed earth, 801 


Whence the ſand flies, they mutter bloody deeds, 
And, groaning deep, th' impetuous battle mix; 

While the fair heifer, balmy-breathing, near, _ 
Stands KindPng up their rage. The trembling 


ed, | 

With this hot impulſe ſeiz*d in every nerve, 806 
Nor . heeds the rein, nor bears the ſounding 

thong; * 1 
Blows ure not felt; but toſſing high his head, 
And by the well-known joy to diſtant plains 
Attracted ſtrong, all wild he burſts away; 810 
Oer rocks, and woods, and craggy mountains, 

flies; a 0 2 

And, neighing, on the ab rial fum mit takes 
TY exciting gale; then fiecp-deſcending cleaves 
The headlong torrents foamiog down the hills, 
Een where the madneſs of the ftraiten'd ftream _ 
Turns in black eddies round: ſuch is the force 
With which his frantic heart and finews ſwell, 
Nor,undelighted by the boundlefs Spring 
Are the broad moniters of the foaming deep; 


From the deep ooze and gelid cavern rous'd, 820 


They flounce and tumble in unwieldy joy. 

Dire were the ſtrain, and diſſonant, to ſing 

The cruel raptures of the ſayage kind: | 

How, by this flame their native wrath ſublim'd, 

They roam, amid the fury of their heart, 323 

The far-reſounding waſte, in Fercer bands, 

And growl" their horrid loves: but this the 
theme 822 2 ; 

I ſing, enraptur'd, to the Britiſh fair, 

Forbids, and leads me to the mountain- brow, 

Where fits the ſhepherd on the graſſy turf, _ 830 

Inhaling, healthful, the deſcending fun: 

Awund him feeds his many-bleating flock, | 


5 


9, 


THOMSON'S POEMS. 427 


Of various callence ; and his ſportive lambs, 
This way and that convoly'd, in frifkful glee 834 
Their frolics play. And now the ſprightly 
race 
vin them forth: when ſwift, me 85 
given, 
They ſtart away, on ſweep the maſſy mound | 
That runs around the hill, the rampart once » 
Of iron War, in ancient barbarous times, 
When difunited Britain, ever bled, 840 
Loſt in eternal broil; ere yet ſhe grew X 
Tu this deepdaid iodiffoluble ſtate, 
2 ealth and Commerce lift their golden | 
2 
And o'er our TE Libeity and Law | 
Impartial watch, the wonder of a world! $945 
What is this mighty Breath, ye Sages ! ſay, 
That in a powerful language) 1 felt, not heard, 
Inſtruéts the fowls of heaven, and thro? their 
breaſts 
Theſe arts of love diffuſes > What, but God? 
Inſpiring God! who, boundleſs Spirit all, 850 
Ant unremitting Energy, pervades, | | 
Adjuſts, ſuſtains, and agitates the whole. 
He ccaſeleſs works alone, and yet alone 
Seems not to work; with ſuch perfection fram'd 
k this complex ſtupendous ſcheme of things, 85 5 
But tho? conceaPd to every purer eye 
Th' informing Author in his works appears, | 
Chief, lovely Spring! in thee, and thy ſoft 
ſcenes, 
The ſmiling God is ſeen, while water, earth, 
And air, atteſt his bounty, which exalts 860 
The brute creation to this finer thought, 
And annual melts their unde ſigning hearts 
Profuſely thus in tenderneſs and joy. 
Still let my ſong a nobler note aſſume, 
And ſing th infuſwe force of Spring on Man; 865 
When heaven and earth, as if contending, vie 
To raiſe his being, and ſerene his ſou}, 2 
Can he forhear to Join the general ſmile 
Of Nature? can ferce paſſons vex his breaſt, 
While every gale is peace, and every grove, 870 
Is melody? Hence! from the bounteous walks 
Of fowing Spring, ye ſordid Sons of Earth, 
Hard and unſeeling of another's woe, 25 
Or only laviſh to yourſclves: away! > 
But come, ye ' generous, Minds! in whoſe wide 
thou ght, ; 
Of all his 1 ereative bounty derbe | $76 
With warmeſt beam, and on your open front 
And liberal eye ſts, from his dark retreat 
Inviting modeſt Want; nor till invoPd 
Can reſtleſs Goodneſs wait: your active ſearch” 
Leaves no cold wintry corner unexplord! 881 
Line filent-working Heaven, urprifing oft 
The lonely heart with unexpeRed good. 
or you the roving ſpirit of the wind 4 
Blows Spring abroad for you the teeming 
clouds 
Deſcend in gladſome pleriry oder the world, 
And the fun ſheds his kindeſt rays for you, 
Ye flower of human race! In theſe green Taps) 
Reviving Sickaeſs lifts het languid head, | 
Life flows afreſh, and young-ey'd Aer Faults | 


— 


4 


The whole creationjround, Contentment walks 

The ſunny glade, and feels an inwai blifs | 

Spring o'er his mind, beyond the power of 
\ Rack | 

To purchaſe, Pure ſerenity apace 


Induces thought, and contemplation ſtill: 89g 

By ſwift degrees the Love of Nature works, 

And warms the boſom, till at laſt ſublim'd_ 

To rapture and enthufaftic heat,” © 

We feel the preſent Deity, and tafte . 

The joy of God to ſee a happy world! © 900 
Theſe are the ſacred feelings of thy heart, 

Thy heart, inform'd by Reaſon's purer ray, 

O Lyttleton, the friend! thy paſſions thus 

And meditations vary, as at large, 

Courting the Mufe, thro? een thou 
ſtrayeſt, 


| Thy Britiſh: Temple 3 there along the dne 906 


With woods o'erhung, and ſhagg'd with moſſy 


rocks, 
Whence on each hand the guſhing waters play, 
And down the rough caſcade white-daſhing' fall, 
Or gleam in lengthened viſta thro? the trees, gro 
You ſilent ſteal; vr fit beneath the ſhade ' 
Of ſolemn oaks, thit tuft the ſwelling mounts; 


hand, 
And penfive liften to the various voice 910 
Of rural peace: the herds, the flocks, the 2 
The hollow-whiſpering 'broeze; the plaint” of 
rills, 
That, purling down amid the twiſted roots 


On the ſootl'd ear. From theſe abſtracted, oftꝰ 
Vou wander thro the philoſophie world, 
Where in bright trairr continual woliders oy” 
Or to the curious or the pious ee. 
And oft”, conducted by — trutb, 
You tread the long extent of backward time, 
Planning, with warm benevolence df mind; * 
And honeſt zeal, unwarp*d by party-rage, 


| Britannia's weal, how from the venal gulph 


To raiſe her virtue, and her arts revive: --- 
Or, turning theuce thy views: theſe graver- 
thoughts 

The Muſes charms; while with fas taste refin'd, 

You draw th” inſpiring breath of _— logs” 

Till nobly riſes, emvlous, thy own. 

Perhaps thy lov'd Lucinda fr ares thy wall, 

With ſoul to thine attun'd : then Nature 1 

Wears to the lover's eye a hook of love, 835 

And all the tumult of a guilty world, 4 

Tofs'd by ungenerous paſſions, | — 

The tender heart is animated peace; Gt 

And as it pours its copious treaſures forth 

In varied converſe, ſoftening every "theme; 940 

. frequent Pauſing, turn, and Trom der 
eyes, 

Where meekened ſenſe, and amiable grace, 

And lively ſweetneſs dwell, enrapturꝰd drink - 

That nameleſs ſpirit of ethereal Joy's 1 % 21 


| Voutterable happineſs! which Lov — 94g + * 
Alone beſtows; and on a favour?d — mee 
r time 2 * e 4 whoſe fair 

brow 5 
ü er 1 * en _ 
& 50.0% ME. OGE , . 


| Thrown” graceful round by Nature's. rr | 


Which creep around, their dewy murtnurs ſhike -- 
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The bur ſti g proſi oſpect ſpreads immenſe around, 
And verdant feld, and darkning beath between, 
And villages emboſom'd ſoft in trees, 931 
And ſpiry towns by ſurging columns mark'd 

Of houſcheld fmoke, your eye excurſive roams 3 


Wide ftretching from the ball, in whoſe kind haunt 
The hoſpitable Genius liogers ſtill, 9935 
To where the broken landicape,. 


by degrees 
Aſcending, roughens into rigid hillls, [clouds 
O'cr which the Cambrian, mountains, like far 
That fkirt the blue horizon, duſky riſe, 

Fluſt'd by the fpirit of the genial year, 960 
Now from the virgin's check a ſreſher bloom 
Shoets, leſs and leſs, the live carnation round : 
Her lips bluſh deeper ſweets; ſhe breathes of 

outh z | | 
The ſhining moiſture ſwells into her eyes 
To brighter flow ; her wiſhing boſom heaves 965 
ith palpitations wild ; kind tumults ſeize 
Her veins, and all her yielding ſoul is love. 
From the keen gaze her lover turns away, 
Full of the dear eeſtatic power, and cx 
With fighing languiſhment. Ah then, ye Fair! go 
greatly cautious of yoor fliding hearts ; 
Dare not the infectious ſigh; the pleading look, 
Downcaſt, and low, in meek ſubmiſſion dreſt, 
But full of guile; let not the fervent tongue, 
rrompt to 9 with adulation ſmooth, 975 
Gain on your purpos'd will: nor in the bower, 
Where woodbiacs flaunt, and roſes ſhed a couch, 
While Evening draws her crimſon curtains round, 
Truſt your ſoft minutes with betraying Man. 
And let th? aſpiring youth beware of love ; 980 
Of the ſmooth glance beware: ior tis too late, 
When on his heart the torreat-foitneſs pours : 
Then wiſdom. proſtrate lies, and fading fame 
Diffolves in air away: while the fond foul, 
Wrapt in gay viſons of unreal bliſs, _ 985 
still paints th? ihuſwe form; the kindling grace, 
Th enticing ſmile, the modleſt- ſeeming eye, 
Beneath whoſe beauteous beams, bely ing Heaven, 
Lurk ſearchleſs cunning, cruelty, aucb death: 
And till ſalſe-warbling in his cheated ear, o 
Her firen voice, enchanting, draws him on 
To guileful ſhores, and meads of fatal joy. 

Een preſent, in the very lap of Love 
Inglorious laid, while muſe lows around, 
Perfumes, and oils, and wine, and wanton hours, 
Amid the roſes fierce Repentance rears 996 
Her ſnaky creſt : a quick- returning paagag 
Shoots thro“ the conſcious heart, here honou 

ſtill, a n = 
And great deſign, agaiaſt the oppreſſive load | 
Of luxury, by fits, impatient heave. - 1000 

But abſeot, what fantaſtic woes arous'd 
Rage iu each thought, by reſtleſs mufng fed, « 
Chill the warm cheeb, and blaſt the bloom of life ? 
Neglected Fortune flies, and ſliding ſwift, 

Prone into ruin fall his ſcorn'd affairs. . 1005 
is nought but gloem around; the durken'd fin 
Jes his light; the rpſy-boſom'd Sprin 
To weeping Fancy pines, and you bright arch, 
Contrafted, bends into a duſky vault, 
All Nature fades extinct, and ſhe alone 1019 


Heard, felt, and ſeen, poſſeſſes every thought, 
Tills every ſenſe, and pats in every vein. N 
Books are but for mal dulneſs, tedious friends; 
And ſad amid the ſccial band he hits, | 
Lonely, and unattentive. From his tongue 101 
TW unſiuiſh'd period falls: while horac away 
On ſwelling thought his waſtcd ſpirit flies 
To the vaia boſom of his diftant fair, 
Apd leaves the ſemblance of a lower fix'd _ 
In melancholy ſite, with head decliu'd, 1020 
And love. de jected eyes. Sudden he ſtarts, 
Shook from bis tender trance; and reſtleſs runs, 
To gliminering ſhades and ſympathetic gloome, 
Where the dun umbrage o'er the falling ſtream, 
Romantic, bangs; there thro! the penfive duſk 
Strays, in þ art-thrilling meditation loſt z 1026 
Indulging all to love; or on the bank 'Y 
Thrown, amid drooping lilies, ſwells the bree 
ith ſighs unceafng, and the brook with tears, 
Thus in ſoft anguich he conſumes the day, 1039 
Nor quits his deep retirement till the moon 
Peeps thro the chambers of the ficecy eaſt, 
Enlightened by degrees, and in her train 
Leads on the gentle Hours ; then forth he walks, 
Beneath the trembling languiſh of her beam, 1035 
With ſoftened ſoul, and woos the bird of eve 
To mingle woes with his ; or, while the world, 
And all the ſons of Care, lie huſh'd in ſleep, 
Aſſociates with the midnight ſhadows drear, 
And, ſighing to the lonely taper, pours 1040 
His idly-tortur'd heart into the page 
Meant for the moving meſſenger of love, 
Where rapture buras on rapture, every line 
With riſng frenzy fir'd ; hut if on bed 
Delirious flung, fleep from his pillow flies : 1945 
All night he toſſes, nor the balmy power 
In any poſture finds; till the grey Mora 
Liits her pale luſtre on the paler wretch, 
Exanimate by love; and theo, perhaps, 5 
Exhauſted Nature ſinks a while to reſt, 1059 
Still interrupted by diſtracted dreams, ; 


That ober the ck imagination riſe, 


And in black colours paint the mimic ſcene. 
Of with tl enchantreſs of his ſoul he talks, 
Sometimes in crouds diiſtreſs'&; vr, if retir'd 1055 
To ſecret-winding flower-enwoven bowers, 
| Far from the dull impertinence of Man, 
Juſt as he, credulous, his endleſs cares 
Begins to loſe in blind oblivious love, 
en from ber yielded hand, he knows not 
ow), . 
Thro' foreſts huge, and long-untravell'd heaths, 
With deſolation brown, he wanders waſte, 1062 
| * and tempeſt wrapt, or ſhrinks, aghaſt, 
ck-irom the beading precipice, or wades 
The turbid ſtream below, and ftrives to reach 
The farther ſhore, where, ſuccourleſs and ſad, 
She with extended arms his aid implores, | 
But ftrives in vain ; borne by the outrageous flood 
To diſtance dowu, he rides the ridgy wave, 
Or whelm'd beneath the boiting eddy fnks. 1079 
Theſe are the charmiag agonies of love, 
Whoſe miſery delights. - But thro' the beart 
Sbould Jealouſy its venom once diffuſe, 


Tis then delightfuÞ mifery no more, 


K . 
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But agony unmix'd, inceſſant gall, | 1 97 5 | Can FTE love, and render bliſs ſecure, 


Corroding every thought, and blafting all 
Love's Paradiſe, Ye fairy Proſpects, then, 

Ye ho oF Roſes, and ye Bowers of Joy, 
Farewell! ye Gleamings of rted Peace, 
Shine out your laſt ! the eie plague 
Internal viſion taints, and in a night 108 
Of livid gloom imagination wraps. | 
Ah, then ! inſtead of love-enlivened cheeks, _ 
Cf ſunny features, and of ardent eyes, 


With flowing rapture bright, dark looks ſucceed, | While thoſe whom love cements in holy faith 


f 
429 


Let him, ungenerous, who, alone intent 

To bleſs himſelf, from ſortlid parents buys 
The loathing virgin, in eternal care, * 1125 
Well-merited, conſume his nights and days; 
Let barbarous nations, whoſe inbuman love 

I Is wild deſire, fierce as the ſuns they fecl; _ 

Let eaſtern tyrants from the light of heaven 
Seclude their boſom-ſlaves, meanly poſſeſs'd 
Of a mere lifeleſs, violated form, 1131 


Suff us'd, and glaring with untender fire; 1086 | And equal tranſport, free as Nature live, 


A clouded aſpect, and a burning cheek, * 
Where the whole poiſon'd ſoul malignant fits, 
And frightens Love away, Ten thouſand fears 


luvented wild, ten thouſand frantic views 1090 } High fancy forms, and laviſh hearts can wiſh ? 


Of horrid rivals, hanging on the charins 

For which he melts in fondneſs, eat him up 
With tervent anguiſh and conſuming rage. 

Ia vain reproaches lend their idle aid, 


Deceitful pride, and.reſolution frail, 095 | Mean time, a ſmiling offspring riſes round, 


Giving falſe peace a moment. Fancy pours 
Afreih her beauties on his buſy thought, 
Her firſt endearments twining round the ſoul, 


With all the witchcraft of enſnaring love. 1099 The father's luſtre, and the mother's bloom, 1146 


Straight the fieree ſtorm involves his mind anew 


Flames thro! the nerves, and boils along the | For the kind band of an aſſiduous care, 


veins, 


While anxious doubt. diftrafs the tortur'd heart; | To teach the young idea how to ſhoot, 


For en the ſad aſſurance of his fears 


Were eaſe to what he feels. Thus the warm | To breathe th enliv'ning ſpirit, and to fix 


outh, 


7 52 be. 
Whom Love deludes into his thorny wilds 110% Oh ſpeak the joy ! ye whom the ſudden tear 


Thro? flowery tempting paths, or leads a life 
Of fe ver'd rapture er of eruel care, | 
His brighteſt aims extinguiſhd all, and all 

His lively moments running down to waſte, 


But happy they ! the happieſt of their kind | 


Whom gentler ſtars unite, and in one fate 1111 | Eaſe and alternate labour, uſeful life, 116 
Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings | Progreſſive virtue, and approving Heaven, 


blend. * 
is not the coarſer tie of human laws, 
Unnatural oft, and foreign to the mind, 


That binds their peace, but harmony itſelf, 1125 | 


Attuaing all their paſſions into love, | 
Where Friendſhip full exerts her ſofteſt ppwer, 
Perfect eſteem, enlivened by deſire 

loeffable 3 and ſympathy of ſoul ; | | 
2 meeting thought, and will preventing 


w 
With boundleſs confidence; for nought but | Together freed, their gentle ſpirits ly 


love ; 0». 3206 


Diſdaining fear, What is the world to them, 4 
Its pomp, its pleaſure, and its nonſenſe all ! 1135 
| | Who in each other claſp whatever fair 


Something-than beauty dearer, ſhould they look 
Or on the mind, or mind-illumin'd face; 
Truth, goodneſs, honour, harmony, and love, 
The richeſt bounty of indulgent Heaven. 1141 


And mingles both their graces. By degrees 
The human bloſſom blows, and every day, 
| | Soft as it rolls along, ſhews ſome new charm, 


„Then infant Reaſon grows apace, and. calls 


Delightful taſk ! to rear the tender thought, 
_— 


To pour the freſh inſtruction o'er the min 
The generous purpoſe in the glowioy breaſt, 


Surpriſes often, while ye look around, 115 
And nothing ſtrikes your eye but ſights of bliſs, 
All- various Nature preſſing on the heart: 

An elegant ſuffieney, content, 1 


Retirement, rural quiet, friendſhip, books, 


Theſe are the matchleſs joys of virtuous love, 

And thus their moments fly. The Seaſons thus, 

As ceaſeleſs round a jarring world they roll, 

Still find them happy, and conſenting Spring 

Sheds her own roſy garland oa their heads: 1166 

evening comes at laſt, ſerene and mild, 
When, after the long vernal day of lite, 

| Enamour'd more, as more remembrance fwells 

With many a proof of recollocted love, 1170 

Together down they fink in ſocial Neep *. 
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To ſeenes where love and bliſs immortal reign. 
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And all their labour'd monuments, away. 


SUMMER. 


THE ARGUMENT. £ 
THE ſubjef propeſed. Invocation. Adireſi ts My. 
Doddingten, An Introduftory' reſiexion on the 
metion of the heavenly bedies ; wwhince the ſucceſo 
fron of the ſeaſons, As the face of Nature in thi: 
ſeaſen ir almo/t uniform, the progreſs of the poem 
is a deſcription of a ſummer*s day. The dawn, 
Sun-rifrg, « Hymn te tne ſun, Forenoon, Sum- 
mer inſe&s deſcribed. Hay-making, Sheepſhear 
ing, 'Neorcday, A <voodland retreat, Groupe 
of herds and flocks. A ſolemn grove: how it 
affeckt a contemplative mind, A catari@, and 
rude ſce. View of Summer in the torrid zones 
Ster of thunder and lightning, A tale. The 
ferm over, a ſerene afternoon, Bathing, Hour 
of walkiry, Tranſuion to the proſpe# of a rich | 
'- evell=cultivated country, which introduces a pa- 
negyric on Great Britain, Sunſet. Evening, 

Nrght. Summer meteors, A comet, The who'e 

concluding c the praiſe of philoſophy. + 
1 bright'ning fields of æther fair diſclos'd, 

Child ef the Sun, refulgent Summer comes, 
In pride of youth, and felt through Nature's 
depth: | | 
He comes attended by the ſultry hewrs, 
And ever-fanning breezes, on his wiy; 5 
While from his ardent look the turning Spring 
Averts her bluſtful face; and earth, and fkies, 
All-ſmiling, to his hot dominion leaves. fo 

Hence let me haſte into the mid- wood ſhade, 

Where ſcarce a ſun-beam wanders through the 
loom, | t 38 

And — the dark · green graſs, beſide the brink 11 

Of haunted ſtream, that by the roots of oak 

Rolls o'er the rocky channel, lie at large, 

And fng the glories of the circling year. 

Come, Inſpiration ! from thy hermit-ſeat, 15 
By mortals ſeldom found : may Fancy dare, 
From thy fix*d ſerious eye, and raptur'd 1 
Shot on ſurrounding Heaven, to ſteal one look 
Creative of the Poet, every power 1 | 
Exalting to an ecſtaſy of ſoul. e 

And thou, my youthful Muſe's early friend, 
In whom the youthſul graces all unite ; : 
Pure light of mind, and tenderneſs of heart; 
Genius and wiſdom ; the gay ſocial ſenſe, 
By decency chaftis'd 3 80 and wit, 25 
In ſeldom- meeting harmony combin'd:; 
Unblemiſh'd honour, and an ad ive zeal 
For Britain's glory, Liberty. and Man: 

O, Doddington! attend my rural ſong, 
Stoop to my theme, inſpirit every line, 30 
And teach me to deſerve thy juſt applauſe. 

With what an awful world-revolving power 
Were firſt th! unwieldy planets launch'd along 
Thy illimitable void! Thus to remain, | 
Amid the flux of many thouſand years, 35 
That oft has ſwept the toiling race of men, 


Firm, unremitting, matchleſs, in their courſe; 
To the kind-temper*d change of night and day, 
And of the ſeaſons ever ſtealing round, 
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That pois'd, impels, and rules the fteady whole. 
| — now no more tly alternate Twins are 
» , 
And Cancer reddens with the ſolar blaze, 
Short is the doubtful empire of the night; 43 
And foon, obſervant of approaching day, | 
The .meek-ey*d Morn appears, water of dews, 
At firſt faint-gleaming in the dappled eaſt: 
Till far o'er zther ſpreads the widening glow; _ 
And, from before the luſtre of her face, 59 
Nn break the clouds away. With 'quicken'd 
_ NePs g 3 hs 
Brown eight retires: Youhg Day pours in 


apace, \ 
And opens all the lawny proſpect wide. 
The dripping rock, the mountains miſty top. 
Swell on the ſight, and brighten with the dawn. 
Blue Rs the duſk, the ſmoaking currents 
ne; : 

And from the bladed feld the fearful hare 
Limps aukward ; while along the foreſt glade _ 
The wild deer trip, and often turning gaze © 
At early paſſenger, Muſic awakes . 
The native voice of undiſſembled joy; 
And thick around the woodland hymns ariſe. 
Rous'd by the cock, the ſoon-clad ſhepherd leaves 
His moſly cottage, where with Peace he dwells ; 
And from the crouded fold, in order, drives 65 
His flock, to taſte the verdure of the morn, 
| Falfely luxurious, will not Man awake; 
And, ſpringing from the bed of ſloth, enjoy ö 
The cool, the fragrant, and the flent hour, 
To meditation due and ſacred ſong? tl 
For is there aught in ſleep can charm the wiſe ? 
To lie in dead oblivion Ling half ka 
The fleeting moments of tov ſhort a life; 
Total extinction of th enlighten'd foul! © 
Or elſe to feveriſh yanity alive, 75 
Wilder'd, and toſſing throughdiftemper'd dreams? 
Who would in ſuch a gloomy ſlate remain 
Longer than Nature craves : when every Muſe 
And every blooming pleaſure wait without, 
To bleſs the wildly devious morning walk? 90 

But yonder comes the powerful King of Day, 


0 


| Rejoicing i the eaft, The le ſſening cloud, 


The kindling aznre, and the mountain's brow- 
umd with fluid gold, his near approach 
Betoken glad. Lo, row, rent all, 85 
Aſlant the dew- bright earth, aud colour air, 
He looks in boundleſs majeſty abroad, 
And ſheds the ſhining day, that burn iſh'd plays 
On rocks; and hills, and towers, and wandering 
ſtreame, 
High-gleaming from afar, Prime cheerer, Light! 
Of all material beings firſt, and belt ! . P 
Ef ux divine ! Nature's reſplendent robe! 
Without whoſe veſting beauty all were wrapt 
In uneſſential gloom; and thou, O Sun! | 
Soul of ſurrounding worlds! in whom beſt ſeen 
Shines out thy Maker! may I ſing of thee? 36 
Tis by thy ſecret, ſtrong, attractive force, 
As with a chain indiſſoluble bound, 
Thy ſyſtem rolls entire; from the far bourr? 
Of utmoſt Saturn, wheeling wide his round 190 
Of thirty years, to Mercury, whoſe dil 


40 
Minutely faithful. Such th? all- perfect Hand! 


rr 
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force, 


our”? 


yund 190 
* 


Loft ia the near effulgence of thy blaze. 


Can, ſcarce be caught by philoſophic eyes 


luformer of the planetary train! 1 1 
Without whoſe quiek' ning glance their cumb- 
rous orbs 


Were brute unlovely maſs, inert and dead, | 106 


And not, as now; the green abodes of life ! 


How many forms of being wait on thee ! | 
Inhaliag ſpirit 1 from th unfetter*d mind, 
By thee ſublim'd, down to the daily race, 110 
The mixing myriads of thy ſetting beam, = _ 
The vegetable world is alfo thine, | | 
Parent of Seaſons ! who the pomp precede _ 
"That waits thy throne, as through thy vaſt do- 
main, | | 
Anaual, along the bright ecliptic road, 115 
In worlderefoicing fate, it moves ſublime, 
Mean-time th* expecting nations, circled gay 
With all the various. tribes of foodful earth, 
Implore thy bounty, or ſend grateful up 
A common hymn ; while, round thy beaming 
car, ö 120 
Higb-ſcen, the Scaſons lead, in ſprightly dance 
Har monious knit, the roſy-finger'd Hours, 
The Zephy rs floating looſe, the timely Rains; 
Of bloom ethereal, t ge. Dews, | 
And, foften'd into joy, the ſurly Storms. 12 $ 
Theſe, in ſueceſſive turn, with laviſh hand, 
Shower every beauty, every fragrance ſhower, - 
erbs, flowers, and fruits; till, kindling at thy 
touch, „„ n 
From land to land is Aluſh'd the vernal year. 
Nor to the ſurfacg of enliven'd earth, 130 
Graceful with hills, and dales, and leafy woods; 
Her liberal treſſes, is thy force confin'd ; 4 
But to the howePd cavern darting deep, 
The mineral kinds confeſs thy mighty power. 
Eftulgent hence the veiny marble ſhines ; 135 
Hence Labour draws his tools; hence burniſh'd 
War L i | LET 6 - 
Gleams on the day; the noble works of Peace 
Heuce bleſs mankiad, and generous Commerce 
binds . 3 * 
The round of nations in a golden chain. 
Y unfruitful rock itſelf, impregn'd by thee, 
In dark retirement forms the lucid ſtone. | 
Le lively diamond drinks thy pureſt rays, 
Collefted light, compact; that, poliſh'd bright, 
And all its native luſtre tet abroad, 3 
Dires, as it ſparkles on the falr- one's breaſt, 145 
Win vain ambition emulate her eyes. 
Ai thee the ruby lights its deep'ning glow, 
And with a waviog ratliance inward flames, 
From thee che ſapphire, ſolid æther, takes 
Its hue cerutean 3 and, of evening tin, 150 
Ie purple ſtreaming amethyſt is thine. 
With thy own ſmile the yellow iopaz burns : 
Nor deeper verdure dies the robe of Spring, 
When firſt ſhe gives it to the ſouthern gale, 154 
Than the green em'rald ſhows. But, allcombip'd, 
Thick through the whitening opal play thy beams; 
Or, flying ſeveral from its ſurface, form 
Atremhling variance of revolviag” hues, 
As the gte varies in the gazer's hand, 
The very dead creation, from thy touch, 160 
Aumes a miinic liſe, By thee refia*d, 
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In brighter mazes the relucent ftream 


Plays oer the mead. The ipice a , 
ang horror on the blacken*d flood, 
Softe I 


ns at thy return, The defart joys 165 

Wildly ** all his melancholy Canna, 

Rude ruins glitter; and the briny deep; 

Seen from ſome pointed promontory*s top, 

Far to the blue horizon's utmoſt verge, 

Reſtleſs, reflects a floating gleam. But this, 140 

And all the much-tranſported Muſe can ſing, 

Are to thy beauty, dignity, and uſe, 

Unequal far; great delegated ſource 

Of light, and life, and grace, and joy below ! 
How ſhall I then attempt to ſing of Him ! 155 

Who, Light Himſelf, in uncreated light 

Inveſted deep, dwells awfully retir'd 

From mortal eye, or angePs purer ken; 

Whoſe fingle ſmile has, from the firſt of time, 

FilFd, o'erflow ing, all thoſe lamps of Heaven, 

That beam for ever through the boundleſs ſxy: 


But, ſhould he hide his face, th aſtoniſhed fun, 


And all th' extinguiſ{h'd ſtars, would looſening reel 

Wide from their ſpheres, and Chaos come again. 
And yet was every faultering tongue of Man, 

Almighty Fether ! ſilent in thy prai e, 186 

Thy works themſelves would raiſe s general voice, 

E'en in the depth of ſolitary woods 

By human foot untrod;/ proclaim thy power, 


And to the choir celeſtial Thee reſound, 190 


Tbꝰ eternal cauſe, ſupport, and end of all! 
To me be Nature's volume broad-difplay*d ; 
And to peruſe its all- inſtructing page, 
Or, haply catching inſpiration thence,” 
Some eaſy paſſage; raptur'd, to tranſlate, 195 
My ſole delight ; as through the falling glooms 
Penſwe I ſtray, or with the riſing dawn 
On Fancy's eagle. wing excurſive ſoar, 
Now, flaming up the heavens, the potent ſun 
Melts into limpid air the high-rais'd clouds, 200 
And morning fogs, that hover'd round the hills 


In party colour'd bands, till wide unveiPd Þ 


The face of Nature ſhines, from where earth 
- ſeems, 
Far ftretch'd around, to meet the bending 
ſphere. \ 5 

Half in a bluſh of cluſtering roſes loſt, 20g 
Dew-dropping Coolneſs to the ſhade retires ; 
There, on the verdant turf, or flowery bed, 
By gelid founts and careleſs rills to muſe ; 


While tyrant Heat, diſpreading through the 


ſky N 
With rapid ſway, his burning influence darts 210 


ſon man, and beaſt, and herb, and te pid ſtream. 


Who can unpitying ſee the flowery race, 
Shed by the morn, their new-fluſh'd bioom 


re ſign, I 
Before the parching beam? 80 fade the fair, 


When fevers revel through their azure veins, 215 
But one; the lofty follower of the ſun, _ 
Sad when he ſets, ſhnts yp her yellow leaves, 
Drooping all night; and, when he warm returns, 
Points her enamour'd boſom to his ray. 

Home, from his morning taſk, the ſwain 

retreats; > 2-44 

His fock before him ſtepping to the fold: 


While the full- udderꝰd mother lows around 
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The chearful FIND then expecling food, 
The foad oi .ianocence and health 1 The - 1 
The rooky and magpigy to the grey · grown 
That the colin — io their verdant arms 226 
Sheltring embrace, direſt their lazy flight: 
—_— on the mingling boughs they bt Saws 


All Po hot noon, till copbr hours wake. 
Faiat, und erneath, the. bouſhold fowls convene; 
And, in a corner of the busxing ſhade, 251 
The houſe-dog, with the vacant greyhound, lies, . 
ene 2c and ſleepy. Inchis lumbers one 
Attacks the nightly thief, and one exylts | 
Ly bill and dale; till, waken'd by the waſp, 235 
They ttarting ſap. Nor Wall the Muſe yin, 
To let the little naiſy ſu mmer - race 
Live in ber lay, and flutter thro? her ſong: 
Not mean, though mple; to the ſun ally d, 
From him they draw their ani mating fire. 240 
Wald by his warm ray, the reptile young | 
Come wing'd abroad ; by the light air uphorae, 
Lighter, and full of ſoul, Fram every chink 
And ſecret-corner, where they ſlept away 
he wint'ry ſtorins, or rifing from their tombs 
o higher li'e, hy myriads, forth at ance,  . 246 
Swarming they pour 3 of all the vary'd hues _ 
Their beauty-leawing parent can dilclole.  __ 
Ten thauſfand forms! ten thouſand different 


tribes | 
People the hlaze, To ſunny, wa ap rent 259 
By ſatal int inst inſtinct fly; 5 where on 
7 ſportive, wheel; or, failing dawn the 
ream, 


Are ſnatebꝰd immediate by the quick ey d trout, | 

Or aufs fen Through the green wood 
glade 

Some love to ſtray ; there lodg d, amus'd, and fed, 

In the freſh leaf. Luxuricus, others make 236 

The meads their choice, and viſt every flower, 

Ang every latent herb: for the ſweet talk, 


To props their kinda, and where to 8 | 
In What ſoft hegs, their Wut. yet undifclosd, 
Fmploys — tender care. Some to the houſe, wy I 


ihe. told, and dairy | mung. bend their flight; 7 
Sip round the pail, or tafte the curdling cheeſe : 
Git, inadvert-nots from the milky ftream | 
They meet their fate 3 or, weltering in the bay], 
With pow'rleſs wings ground them wrapt, expire. 
But chief to becdleſs flies the window proves 
A conſtant death; where, gloomily retir d, 
"The villain ſpider lives, cuaning and ferce, 
Mixture abhorr'd ! Amid a mangled heap 250 
Of carcaſes, in eager watch. he fits, _ a 
CH erlooking all his waving ſnares around. 
Near the dire cell the dreadle ſs wanderer oft 
Paſcre, as oft the ruffian ſows his front; 


he prey at laſt enſnar'd, he dreadful darts, 275 


Wich rapid glide, along the leaning line 4 
Ard, fixing in the wretel his cruel fang 


Strices backmard, grualy pkas'd ; — guitering 


And ſoriller found de elare creme digreſs, 

Aud asc the helping hoſpitable. band. 
Frſounds the living ſurfaze of the ground: 

Nor undelightfub is the geaſeleſs bum, 

To A tue woods at noon: 


280 
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1 


As if u 


And ves the man, whoſe . das 3, ONE 


From iufinite Perfefiion to the brink 
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Cr drowſy ſhepherd, as be lies reclin'd, 
With half.ſhut eyes, beneath the floating ſhade 
Of willows grey, cloſe-crowding er the brook. 
Sradual from theſe what numero kinds 
deſcend, 
Evading e%n the microſcopic eye 
Full Nature ſwarms wich life; one er. 
ma 
Of animals, or atoms orgies 
Waiting the vital Freat 
Shall bid his ſpirit blow. The boary fen, 
In putrid ſtreams, emits the living cloud 


| Of peſtilence, Through ſubterranean cells, 


Where ſearching ſun-beams ſcarce can find a 
way, 

Earth * beaves. The flowery leaf 296 

Wants not its ſoft inhabitants. Secure 

Within its winding citadel the ſtone 

Holds multitudes, But chief the foreſt boughs, 

That dance unnumber'd to the playful An | 

The downy orchard, and the melting pulp 30¹ 

Of mellow fruit, the nameleſs nations teed 

Of evaneſcent inſects. Where the pool 

Stands mantled o'er with green, inviſible, 


Amid the floating verdure millions firay, ox 


Each liquid too, whether it pierces, ſoo 


Infames, refreſhes, or exalts the tafte, 

With various forms abounds, Nor i is the ſtream 
Of pureſt eryſtal, nor the Jucid air, 

Though one tranſparent vacancy it ſeems 216 


Void of their unſeen people. Theſe, conceal 
By the kind art of forming Heaven, cſca ſw. 
The groſſer eye of Man: for, if the wor 


In worlds inclos'd ſhould on his ſenſes burſt, 

From cates ambroCal, and the nectar'd bowl, 315 

Fe would abhorrent turn and in dead uight, 

When vos ſleeps oer all, be ſtunnd with 
noiſe, 


Let no preſuming impious railer tax 


Creative Wiſdom, as if aught was form'd 


In vain, or not for admirable ends. 

Shall little haughty ignorance pronounce 
His works unwiſe, of which the ſmalleſt part 
Exceeds the narrow vigon of her mind? 

n a full-proportion'd dome, 

Or ſwelling columns heay'd, the pride of art! 325 
A eritic- Hy, whoſe feeble ray ſcarce ſpreads 


320 


An inch around, with blind preſumption hold, 


Should dare to tax the ſtructure of the whole. 
7 
Has ſwept at once th? unbo 
things 3 
Mark'd their dependence fo, and firm accord, 


As with unfaltering accent to conclude 


bt? Has avy ſeen 
gs lefening down | 
2333 


That A/ availe th nou 
The mighty chain of 


(|, Of dreary; non Irs, de ſolate aby(s! 


{| From w 
Tin 


ich aſloniſh*d thought recoilipg turns? 
then alone let z:alous praiſe aſcend, 

* hymns of boly wonder, to that Power 
Whoſe wiſdom ſhines as loyely on our minds, 300 


As on our ſmiling eyes his E ſan. 


; 


Thick in yon Cream. of light, 3 


MIN 


when Parent-Heares | 


320 


Blown by prevailing; ſuns, the ruddy maid, 355 


Compell'd, towhers the mazy- running brook * 


d 


Ibe clamour much, of men, and boys, and 


"Repeated this, till deep the well- waſd Jeece  * 


Slow move the har mleſs race; where, as they 
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Upward and downward, thwarting and con- 
volv'd | 

The quiveriog nations ſport ; till, tempeſl- 
wing'd, p 7 

Fierce Winter ſweeps them {rom ſhe face. of 


day. * F 
Een ſo luxurious men, unbeetling, paſs 
An idle ſummer life in fortune's ſhine, 
A ſaaſon's glitter! Thus they flutter on 
From toy to toy, from vanity to vice; 
Till, blown away by death, abliv ion cames 350 
Pchind, and itrikes chem from the book of lite, 
Now ſwarms the village Oer the fovial mead z 
The ruttic youth, brown with merigian 4oil, 
Healthful and Rrong 3 full as the ſummer roſe, 


345 


* 


Hali- naked, ſwelling on the Gght, and all 
Her kindled graces hurning o'er her cheek, 
E'en ſtoopiog age is here ; and iufant- hands 
Trail the Jong cake; or with the fragrant load 


Wide flies the tedded grain; all in a ro 
Advancing broad, r wheeling rourd the feld, 
They ſpread their breathing harveſt ta the fun, 
That throws refreſhful round a rural ſmell : 

Or, as thoy-rake the green=appearing ground, 


Who having now, to pay his annual care, 
Oerebarg'd, amid the Find oppretion roll. 360 


i 433 
Her — 2 ſweet· beaming, on ber ſhephaxd- 


king; 5 

While the glad eirele round them yield their ſouls 
4 teſtiwe mirth,, and it that .kuaws pagall.” 
Meantime, their joyous talk gaes on ange: 405 
Some mingling ſtir the melted tar, and ſome, 
Deep on the wew=ſhorg vagrant's heavipg/fide, * 


To ſtamp their maſter's cypber ready ſtand; 


Others th' unwilling wether drag along ; 


| And, glorying in his might, the ſturdy boy 418 


Holds by the twiſted horns ti indignant ram. 
Behold where, bound, and of its robes bereft, 
By needy man, that all- depending lord, 

How meek, bow patient, the mild creature lies ! 
What ſofineſs in its melancholy face, 415 
What dumb complaining innocence appears! 
Fear not, ye gentle tribes, tis not the knife 

Cf horrid Laughter that is oer you way'd; 

| No, 'tis the tender ſwain's well guided ſears, 


420 
Borrow'd your fleece, to you a cumbrous load, 


* ſend you — your hills again. 


A 6mple ſcene ! yet hence Britannia ſees 
Her ſolid grandeur riſe : hence ſhe commands 
Tt” exalted ſtores of every, brighter elime, 425 
The treaſures of the ſun without his rage: 


And drive the duſley wave along the mead, - 366 Henee, fervent all, with culture, toil, and arts, 


The ruſſet hay=cock riſes thick behind, 

In order gay. While, heard from dale to dale, 

Waking the breeze, reſounds the blended voice 

Of happy labour, love, aml ſocial glee. 370 
Or ruſning thence, in one diffubve band, 

They drive the tzoubled flocks, by many a dog 


Forms a deep pool; this bank abrupt and high, 
And that fair · ſpreading in a pebbled ſhore, 375 
Urg'd to the giddy brink, much is the toil, 


dogs 
Ere the ſolt fearſul people to the fond 
Commit their woelly Gdes. And oft the ſwain, 


On ſame inpatient ſeizing) hurls them ia: 380 


Enboldent then, nor bettating. more, 
Fat, faſt, they plunge amid the flaſhing wave, 
And panting-labour to the fartheſt ſt ore. 


Has drunk the flo, and from his lively haunt 
The trout is banif:* by. the ſordid ſtream ; 
Heavy, and dripping, to the breezy. brow 


ſpread 
Their ſwelling treaſures to the ſunny ray, 
Iuiy diſturb'd, and wondering what this wild 390 
Outrageous tumult means, their loud complaints 
The country fill; and toſs'd from rock to rock, 
Inceſfant bleatings run around the kills, 
At laſt, of ſnowy white, the gather% flocks , 
Are in the wattled pen innumerous preſsd, 395 1 
Head above head : and, r.mg*%d in luſty rows, 
The thepherds fit, and whet the ſounding ikears. 
The bouſewife waits to roll her cecy ttores, 
With all her gay- dreſt maids. attending round. 
One, chief in gracious dignity enthron'd, 4-0 
Hines ofer the ret, the paſtoral queen, and rays: / 


Wide glows her land: her dreadful. thunder 
hence | 


Rides o'er the waves ſublime, and now, een 
now, 
Impencling hangs o'sr Gallia's humbled coaſt ; 
Hence rules the circling deep, and awes the 
world, 
Tis raging noon; and vertical the ſun 
Darts on the bead direct his forceful rays, 


Ober heaven and earth, far as the ranging eye 435 | 
Can ſweep, a dazzling deluge reigns; and all 


From pole to pole is undiſtinguiſh'd blaze, 

In vain the fight, de jected, to the ground 

Stoops for relief; thence hot- aſcending ſteams 

And keen reflection pain. Deep to the root 

Of vegetation parch'd, the cleaving fields 440 

And ſlippery lawn an arid hue diſcloſe, x4 

Blaſt Fancy's bloom, and wither e' en the ſoul. 

Echo no more returns the chearful ſourd 

Of 1 arpening ſeythe; the mower. finking, heaps 

Ober him the humid bay, with towers perfum'd: 

And icarce a chirping graſs-hopper is heard 

Through the dumb mead. Diftreſsful nature 

ats, | 1 

The — ſtreams look languid from afar; 

Or thro? the urſhelter'd glade, impatĩent ſeem 

To hurl into the covert of the grove, 455 
All-conquering Heat, ob, intermit thy wrath ! 

And on my tlirobbing temples potent thus 

Beam not ſo ferce! Inceſſant fill vou flow, 

And ſtill anotber fervent flood ſucceeds, a 

Pour'd on the head profuſe, In vain I figh, 455 

And reſtleſs turn, and look around for night: 

Night is far o, and hotter hours approach. 

Thrice happy he ! who on the ſunk ſs fde 

Of a romantic mountain, foreft-crown'd, 

Beneath the whole collected ſhade reclines: 459 
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Or in the gelid caverns, 8 
3 -” 
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And freſh bedew'd with ever-ſpouting ſtreams, Of yonder grove, of wildeſt, largeſt growth, 


Sits coolly calm; while all the world without, 
VUnſatis fd and Get, tuſſes in non: q 
Emblem inftrud ive of the virtuous man, 465 
Who keeps his temper'd mind ferene and pure, 
And every paſſion aptly barmoniz'd, | 
Amida jarring world with vice inflam'd. 
* ye ſbades! ye bowery thickets, 
mail! 7 


- Yelofty pines! yo venerable oaks ! 470 
Me afhes-wild, reſourding er the ſteep! 
Delicious is your ſſ elter to the ſoul, 

As to the honted hart the ſally ing ſpring, f 

Or ſtream full- lo wing, that his fwelling ſdes 
Laves as he floats along the her bag“ brin k. 475 
Cool 8 the nerves your pleaſing comtort 

iges; | 5 1 
The — beats glad; the freſh expanded eye 
And ear reſound their watch; the hfews knit; 
And life ſhoots ſwift through all the lighten'd 
Around th' adjoining brook, that purls along 
The vocal grove, now als oder a rock, 
Now. ſcarcely moving through a reedy pool, 

Nou ſtarting to a ſudden ſtream, and now 
Gently diffusꝰd into a limpid plain, | 
A various groupe the herds and flocks compoſe; * 
Rural confuſion! On the graſſy bank 486 
Some ruminating lie; while others ftand 

Half in the flood, and, often bending, fip 
Ths circling ſurface. In the middle droops 
The Krong laborious ox, of honeſt front, 490 
Wich incompos'd he ſhakes; and from his 
ſides . "a * 
The troublous iuſects laſhes with his tail, 
Returning ſtill. Amid his ſubjects ſaſe, 
 Shrmbers the monarchſwuin ; his carcleſs arm 
Thrown round his heed, on downy moſs ſuſ- 
.tain'd; 1 ; ; 493 
Here laid bis ſcrip, with M holſome viands filbd; 
There, liſt'ning every noiſe, his watchful dog. 
Light fly his ſlumbero, if perchance a flight 

Of angry gad-fiice faſten on the herd, 
That flartling ſcatters from the ſhallow brook, 
In ſearch of lavim ſtream. Toſſing the foam, 496 
They 1 the keeper's voice, aud fcour the 

„ plain, 
Through all the bright ſeverity of noos ; 8 
While from their labouriug breaſts a hollow 
mung rata” Chants wi © Fe 
Proceeding, runs low-hellowing round the hills. 
Oft' in this ſeaſnn too the horſe, provok'd, 
While his big ſiews full of Tpirits ſwell, 
Trembling with vigour, in the heat of blood, 
Springs 5 high ſence; and, o'er the ßeld ef- 
- fus'd, © | 
Darts on the gloomy ſſood, with ſtedfaſt eve, 510 
And heart ettrang*d to fear: his nervous cheſt, 
- Laixurtaat and ere, the ſeat of firongth! 
8 th! oppoſing ftream 3; quenchleſs his 
_ thirtt1 : 1 
He takes the river at redoubled draughts 
And. with wide wotrils, ſnorting, ftims the 
Wave. 


51 
Still let me pieree into the midnight depth 


* 


| 


That, forming high ir air a Woodland cheir, 
Nods oer the mound beneath, At every fiep 
Sole mu and flow the ſradows blacker tall, $529 
And all is awful littening gloom around. 


-- Theſe are the bauuts oi Meditation, theſe 


The ſcenes where ancient bards th? inſpiring 
breath 

Ecfiatic felt; and, from this world retir'd, 

Couvereid withrangels and immortal forms, 525 

On gracious errands bent z to ſave the fall 

Of virtue {'rvggling on the brink of vice; 

In waking hi pers, and repeated dreams, 


ſou), 
For future trials fated to prepare z, gg 
To prompt the poet, who devoted gives 
His Muſe to better themes; to ſoothe'the pangs 
Of dyifg worth, and fromthe patriot's breait 
(Backward to mingle in detefted war, 
But tore moſt when engag'd) to turn the death; 
And numberleſs fuch viizces of love, 


Daily and nightly, zealous to periorm. 


Shook ſudden from the boſom of the ky, 
A thouland ſhapes or glide athwart the duſk, 
Or nal majeitic on.  Decp-rous'd I feel 340 
A ſacred terror, a ſevere «delight, | 
Creep through my mortal frame; and thus, me- 
thinks, . | 
A voice, than human more, th? abſtracted ear 
Of fancy ſtrikes. Be not of us afraid, 
« Poor kindred man! thy fellow-creatures, we 
From the fame Parent-Power our beings drew; 
« The ſame our Lord, and laws, and great pur- 


128 ſuit. 4 


« Onee ſome of us, like thee, through ſtormy 
life, | | ; 

« Toil'd, tempeſi-heaten, ere we could attain 

« "This holy calm, this harmony of, mind, $50 

« Where purity and peace immingle charms, 

« Then fear not us; but with reſponſive ſong, 

« Amid thefe dim receſſes, undiſturbꝰd 

« By noily folly and diſcordaut vice, 


Of Nature ſing with us, and Nature's God, 


« Here frequent, at the viſonary hour, 

„% When mufing midnight reigns or ſilent noon, 
« Angelic harps are in full concert heard, 

« Aud voices chauatirg from the wood=crown'l 
« The deepening dale, or inmoſt ſylvan glade ; 

« A privilege beſtow'd by us alone 

« On Contemplation, or the haRowed ear 

« Of Poet, ſweiling to ſeraphic ſtrain,” 

And art thou, * Stanley, of that ſacred baud? 
Alas, For us too ſoon ! though raid above 565 
The reach of human pain, above the flight 
Of human joy; yet, with a mingled ray 
Of fadly-pleas'd remembrance,- muſt thou feel 
A mother?s love, a mother's tender woe; 

Who ſeeks thee till in many a former ſecne 3 579 
See ks thy fair form, thy lovely beaming eyes, 


Thy pleaſing converſe, by gay lively ſenſe 


| 1p 
* A vouno lady, well knowen to the auß u 


. , n 
| died at the age of eig beter, in the your 173% 
| % . » z 


To hint pure thought, and warn the ſavour'd 
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Inſpw'd; where moral wiſdom mildly hone 
Without the tod of art; and virtue glow?d, 
in all ber ſmiles, without forbidden pride. 575 
But, Oh thou beſt of parents | wipe thy tears; 
Or rather to parental Nature pay 1 
The tears of grateful joy, who for a while 
Lent thee this younger ſelf, this opening bloom 
Of thy enlightea'd mind and gentle worth. 380 
Believe the Mule; the wiatry blaſt of death 
Kills not the buds of virtue ; no, they ſpread, 
P:neath the heavealy beams of brighter ſuns, 
Througu eadleſs ages, into higher powers. 
Thus up the mount, in a*ry vifioa wrapt, 585 
I firay, regardleſs whither, till the ſound 
Gi a near fall of water, every ſenſe 1 
Wakes from the charm of thought; fwift ſhrink- 
ing back, 
I check my ſteps, and view the broken ſcene, 
Smooth to the ſhelviag brink a copious flood 
Rolls fair and placid ; where collected all, 591 
la one impetuous torrent, down the ſteep 
It thund'ring ſhoots, and ſhakes the country 
round, 
At fir it, an azure ſheet, it ruſhes broad; 
Then whit'ning by degrees, as prone it falls, 595 
And from the loud-reſounding rocks below - 
Daſh'd in a cloud of foam, it ſends alott 
A hoary miſt, and forms a ceaſeleſs ſhower, 
Nor can the tortur*d wave here find repole ; 
But, ragiag ſtill amid the ſhaggy rocks, 
Now flaſhes oer the ſcatter'd fragments, now 
Aſlant the hollow channel rapid darts; 
And, falling faſt from gradual ſlope to lope, 
With wild infracted courſe, aud lefſen'd roar, 
It gains a ſafer bed, and ſteals, at laſt, 605 
Along the mazes of the quiet vale, 
Invited from the cliff, to whoſe dark brow 
He clings, the ſteep-aſcending eagle ſoars 
With upward piuioas through the flood of day 
Aud, giving full his boſom to the blaze, 610 
Gains on the ſun; while all the tuneful race, 
Smit by allligtive noon, diſorder'd droop, 
Deep in the thicket; or, ſrom bower to bower 
Reſponſwe, force an interrupted ſtrain. 
The ſtock-dove only through the foreſt coos, 615 
Mouruſully hoarſe ; oft ceating rom his plaiat, 
Short interval of weary wee! again 
The ſad idea of his murder'd mate, 7 
dtruck trom his ſade by ſavage fowler's guile, 
Acrofs his faacy comes; and then reſounds 629 
A louder ſong of ſorrow through the grov:, 
Ee ſide the dewy border let me fit, 
All in the freſhneſs of the humid air; ; 
There in that bollow*d rock, groteſque and wild, 
An ample chair, moſs-lin'd, and over head 625 
By lowering umbrage ſhaded, where the bee 
Strays diligent, and with th extracted balm _ 
Of frazrant-wondhine loads his little thigh, 
Now, while J taſte the ſweetneſs of the ſhade, 
While Nature lies around deep-luld in Noon, 630 


Now come, bold Fancy, ſpread a dariag Right, : 


And view the wonders of the torrid Zone: 
Climes unrelenting ! with whoſe rage compar d, 
Ven blaze is feeble, and yon ſxies are cool. 


1 


Iſſu ing from out the portals of the morn, 


135 


See bow at once the bright effulg at ſung. 635 / 


Riſing direct, ſwilt chaces from the ky 


| The ſhort lived twilight; and with-ardent blaze * 


Looks gaily fierce through all the dazzling air: 
He mounts his throne; but kind before him 


ſends, | 
15 c 640 
The general Breeze, to mitigate his fire, <p 


And breathe refreſhment on a tainting world. 
Great are the ſcenes, with dreadful beauty, 
crown'd 4 
And barba:cus wealth, that ſee each circling year, 
Returning ſuns and double ſeaſons pals; , 645 
Rocks rich in gems, and mountains big with 
mines, * | 

That on the high equator ridgy riſe, _ | 28 
Whence many a burſüng itream auriferous plays; 


| Majettic woods, of every vigorous greens 


Stage above ſtage, high waviog o'er the hills; 630 
Or to the far horizon wide ditt us'd, FLAW 

A houndlefs deep immenſity of ſhade. F 
Here lofty trees, to aucieut ſoug vuknowng},... _ . 
The noble ſous of poteut heat and foods 654 
Prone ruſhing from the clouds, rear high to hea- | 
ven | 1 
Their thorny ſtems, and broad around them 
throw | | : 
Meridian gloom. Here, in eterns] prime, 


{ Unnumber'd fruits, of keen delicious taſte 
600 


And vital ſpirit, driak amid the cliffs, 
And burning ſands, that bank the ſhrubby vales, 
Redoubled day, yet in their rugged coats 661 
A friendly juice to cool its rage contain, | 
Bear me, Pomona! to thy citron groves 3 
To where the lemon and the piercing lime, 
With the deep orange, glowing through the 
c = ue | 05 
Their lighter glories blend. Lay me reclin? 
Beneath the ſpreading tamarind, that ſhakes, 
Fann'd by the breeze, its ſever- cooling fruit. 
Deep in the night the maſſy locuſt ſheds 669 
Quench my hot limbs: or lead me through the 


mare, 


| Embowering endleſs, of the Indian fig; 
Or, thrown at gayer eaſe, on ſome fair brow, 


Let me behold, by breezy murmurs cooPd, 
Broad o'er my head the verdaut esdar wave, 


Or, ſtretebd amid theſe orchards of the ſun, 
Give me tc drain the cozca's milky bowl, 

And from the pal to draw its fre{i/ning wine! 
More bountegus far than all the frantic juice 


Low-bending, be the full pomegrauate ſcorn'd; 
Nor, creeping through tas woods, the gelid race 
Of berries. Oft in bamille fation dwãellss 
Unbvoaſted worth, above faſtidious pomp, p- 
Witneſs, thou beit azana, thou the, pride 683 
Of vegetable liie, beyond Water 
The poets imag'd in the golden age! 
Quioꝭ let me ttrip thee of thy tufty coat, 
Spread thy ambroual fiores, and fraſt with Jove! 
From theſe the. proſpett varies, Plains im- 
menſe . 


Lie ſtreteh'd below, interminable meads 


3K 2 


* 


And high palmetcs Iiit their graceful ſtade. 675: 


* © 


Which Bacchus pours, Nor, on its lender iwigs 
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438 
Add vaſt fue, wherevthewandring eye, 


Uufixt, is in a verdant ocean Toft. 
Andther Flora there; of bolder hues, 
And richer ſwters, beyond our garden's pride; 
Plays or the fields, and f f:by 
band 2 6 
EFxuberant ſprlugꝭ for oft theſe valleys Mitt 
Their green-embroide rd re lie to fery brown, 
And ſwift to green e as feorchiug ſuns, 
i Ad to 
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And, ſwifter than the toiling caravan; - 

Shoot oer the vale bf Sennar; ardent climb 75 
The Nubian mountains, and the ſeeret bounds 
Of jea bus Ayffnia boldly pierce; 


with ſudde g Tbou art no ruffian, ho; beneath the mafles 


Of ſocial com merte, com ſt to rob their wealth : 
No billy Fury thou, blaſphe ming Heaven, 755 
With conſeerated ficel to ſtab their peace, 

| And through the land; yet red from civil 


Or ſtreuming dews a rrent raias; prevail. 700 wounds, 
Along theſe lonely regions, where, retir'd | To fpread the prrple tyranny of Rome, 
From little ſcenes ot art, gr-at Nature dwell; Thon, like the harmleſs bee, may'ſt freely range, 


In awful ſolſtude, and 7 ha is ſeen 
But the wid herds tint own no maſter's tall, 
Prodigious rivers roll their fattening jeas: 5705 
On v boſe luxurious herbage, halt” conceal'd, 
L*Xafaln cedar, far ditfus“d lis train, 
Cas'd in gtebu ſcales, the crocodile extras, 
The'flecd difparts : behold! in plaited mail, 
* gc he moth rears his head, Glanc'd ſrom his fide, 
The darted fteel in idle ſhivers flies : 711 
He fearleſs walks tlie plain, or ſeels the hills 3 
Whete, as lie crops his varied fare, the herds, 
Is widthing circle rownd; forget their ſbod, 
And at the harmleſs ſtragger wondering gaze. 715 
Pente ful, beneath primaval'trees, 4 cat 
Their ample ſi ade oer Niger's yellow ſtrealn, 
And where the Ganges rolls his ſacred wuve, 
Or mid the certral depth of blackening woods; 
High-rais'd in ſolemn theatre around, | 
aus the huge elephant, wiſeſt of brutes! 
O' truly wife! with gentle might end ad; 
Though powerful, not deftructvwe! Pere he ſees 
Revolving ages ſweep the changrful earth, 
And empires rife and fall; regardleſs be 725 
Of what the never: reſtlug race of men 


Who mine, from ermT avariee, his ſteps; 
Or with his t5wery grandeur ſwell their ſtate, 

: pride of kings! or elſe his ſtrength pervert, 
And bid him rave amid the mortal fray, 751 
Afﬀoniſh'd at the madneſs of mankind, 

Wide &er the winding umbrage of the floods, 
Like vivid Hoſſonis glowing trom afor, 

Thi-k fwarm the brighter birds. For Nature's 

hand; 
Thu with a ſportive vanity has dech'd 736 
The pluwy ratious, there her gayeſt hues 
Profuſely pours. Eut, if ſhe bids them ſhine, 
Array'd in all the b-wut-ots bexm's of day, 
Yet, fragat filt, he humbles them in * ſong. 
Nor envy we the gaudy robes they lent 
Proud Monttzama®s realm, whoſe legions cat 
A bdiindlefs radiance waving or the fun, 
While PMlomel is 6urs ; white in our ſhades, 
"Through the ſoft ence of the — night, 
be ſobeteſuſted ſongſtrefs thrills her lay. 


But come, my Maufe, the deſart- barrier burſt, 
A wild expanfe of Iitelefs fund and Kl ;; 


# The H pepetanut, of rte horſe, 
Fall the regions of ihe ter bit! co, ihe Bird, 
though more beautiful in their plumage; are ob- 
r ved ts be fs mbit than oy r, rey 


From mead to mead, bright with exalted flow- 
ers; 760 © 
From jaſmine grove to grove, may'ſt wander 


ay, 

Though palmy ſhades and aromatic woods, 

That grace the plains, inveſt the peopled hills, 

And up the more than Alpine mountains wave. 

There on the bret zy ſummit, ſpreading fair, 763 

For many! a league; or on ſtupendous rocks, 

That rom the 3 vulley lift, 

Cool to the middle air, their lawny tops; 

Where palaces; and fanes, and villas riſe; 6g. 

And gardens ſmile around, and cultur'd fields ; 

And fountains gufh'z and” careleſs herds and 
flocks 

Securely ſtray; a world within itfelf, 

Diſdaining all affault: there let me draw 


7ꝛd | Ethereal ſon}; there drink reviving” gales, 


Profufely breathing from the ſpicy 'groves, 5775. 
And vales of fragrance} there at diſtance hear 
The roaring floods and citaracts, that ſwerp 
From diſembowel'd earth the virgin gold; 
And o'er the varied landftip; reſtleſs, rove, 
Fervent with life of every fairer kind: 530 
A land of wonders! which the fun ſtill eyes 
With ray direct, as of the lovely realm 
Enamour'd, and delighting there th dwell. 

How chang'd the ſcene! In blazing height of 


noon, 
The ſun, oppreſs'd, is plung'd in thickeſt gloom. 
Still horror reigns, a dreary twilight round, 786 
Of firugling right and day malignant mix'd. 
For to the hot equator ES faſt, 
Where, highly rarefy*d, the yielding air | 
' Admits their ſtream, ineeſſant vapnurs roll, 790 
Amazing clouds on clouds continual heap'd! 
Or whir'd tempeſtuons by the gufty wind, 
Or filet borne along, heavy and flow, 
| With the big ſtores of ſtea ming oceans charg'd. 
| Meantime, amid theſe npper ſeas, condensꝰd 795 
Around the cold aEriaF mountain's brow, 


* 


And by confiifting winds together daſh'd, 


| The Thunder Ids his black tremendous 
throne : * | | a 

From cloud to cloud the rending Lightnings 
rage; | | | | 

Tini, in the furious elemental war doo 


| Diſtotvwathe whole precipitated maſs 

| Unbroken floods and ſolid torrents pours. 

The treaſures theſe hid from the bounded 

ſearch 

of ancient knowledge; uhence, with annual 
Pops | 


5 
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Rich king of fieods ! o'&rflows the ſwelling Nile. 
From his two ſprings, in Gojam's ſunny realm, 
Pure-ſwelling-out, he through the lucid 5 
O fair Dambea rolls his. ĩuſant ſtream. 

There, by the Nuiads nurs'd, he; ſports away: 

lis playful youth, amid the fragrant iſſert, 810 
That with unfading verdure ſmile around. 
Ambitious, thence the manly river breaks ; 

And, gathering many a flood, and copious fed 
With all the mellowꝰd treaſures of the fi: yy 


Wiads in pragreſſtve · majeſty along: $15 
Through -ſplendid © kipgdoms- now devolves bis 
maze, 


Now wanders wild oer ſolitary. tracts 
of lie- deſerted ſand a till, glad to quit 
The joy leſs deſart, down the Nubian rocks, 
Prom thunderivg ſteep to ſteep, he-pours-his urn, 
And Egypt joys beneath the ſpreading wave. 821 
His brother Niger, too, and all the floods 
In winely the full-tor uud maids-· f -Afric lave 
Their jetty limbs and; alh that from the tract 825 
Of woody mountains ſtreteb'd through gorgeous. 
Ind 
Tul on CortmandeFs-coalt, or Malabat; 
From-*: Menam's-- orient ſtream, that nightly 
ſhines 
With inſe lamps, to where Aurora ſheds- 
On Indus? ſimiling banks the roſy ſhower ;- 
All; at this bounteous ſeaſon, ope their urns, 830 
And pour untoiling harvoſt: or the land. i 
Nor le ſs thy world Columbus, drinks, rofreſbꝰd; 
The laviſh moiſture of the melting year. 
Wide Oer his iftes tho branching Oronoque 
Noll a browa de lugo and tho native drives 835 
To dwell aloft on life- ſuffie ing trees, 
t 0168 lis: dome, his robe, his food, and arms. 
dyelbd by a thouſand ſtreams, impetuous hurPd 
From all the roar ing Andes, huge deſcends 
The mighty T Oxellace. Searcs the Muſe 940 
Dares ſtreteli ter wing o'er this enormous maſs 
0 ruſhing water; ſearee ſhe dures attempt 
The ſea- line Plata; to whoſe dread expanſe, 
Continuous depth, and wondrous length of 
courſe, 
Our foods are rifls, With unabated force, $45 
la (lent d. gnity they ſweep along, 
And N reahns unknown, and blooming 
wikls, 
And fruitful defarts, worlds of ſolitude, 
Where the ſun finiles, and ſeaſons teem in vain, 
Vnleen, and unenjoy'd. Forſtting theſe, $50 
Oer peopled plains they ſair diffuſive Gow, 
And many a nation feed, and circle fafe, 
la their ſoft boſom, many a happy ifle ; 
The ſeat of blameleſs Pan, yet uncliſturpod 
By Chriltiau crimes and Europe's cruel ſons, $55 
Thus pouriag on they proudly ſeck the deep, 
Whoſe vanquiſh*d tide, recoihng from the ſhock, 
*1:1ds to the liquid weight of half the globe; 
And Ocean trembles for his green domain. 
But avails this wondrous waſte of wealth? 8fo 


Ne river that run through Nan on wheſe 


1 « vaſt multitude of thoſe inſecti, called fre- 


7, 


This gay profu ſon of luxurious bliſs? 

This pomp of Nature ? what their balmy mead:. 

Their powerſul herbs, and Ceres void of pain? 

By vagrant birds.diſpers'd,. and waftiug winds, 
| What their unplanted fruits? what, the cool 
_ © draughty 

Thi ambroſal food, rich gums and ſpicy. health, 

Their foreſts yield? their toiling inſets, what 

Their ſ1ky pride, and vegetable robes? 

Ah! what ayail their fatal treaſures, hid 

Deep in the bowels of the pitying earth, $58 

Golconda's gems, and ſad Potoſꝰs mines, 

Where dwelt the gentleſt children of the ſun? 

What all that Afrie's golden rivers roll, 

Her odorous woods, and ſhining ivory.ſtores ? 

IIl-fated race! the ſoſt'ning arts of Peace, 875 

Whate'er the lu manizing Muſes teach; 

The god- like wiſdom, of the temper'd breaſtʒ 

Progreſſive truth, the patient force of thought; 

Inveſtigation calm, whoſe ſilent powers 873 

Command the world; the Light that leads te. 
Heaven; | 

And all- protecting Freedom, which alone 

Suſtains the name and dignity of man: 

Theſe are not theirs, The parent-ſun bimſelf 

Seem o'cr this world of ſlaves to tyrannize; 8386 

And, with oppreſſive ray, the roſeat bloom | 

Of beauty blaſting, gives the gloomy hue, 

And feature groſs: or worſe ; to ruthleſs deeds, 

Mad jealouſy, bliad rage, and fell revenge, 

Their fervid ſpirit fires, Love ones not there, 

The ſoft regards, the tenderneſs oſ ife, 890 

The heart- i ed tear, ti ineffable delight _ 

Of ſweet humanity; theſe court the beam 

Ol milder climes; in ſelſiſn fierce deſire, 

And the wild fury of voluptuous ſenſe, 895 

There loſt. The very brute creating. there 

| This rage partake:, and, burns uich horrid fire, 

{ Lo! the green ſerpent, from his dark abode, 

{ Which een imagination {cars to treads 

At noon forth»iTuing, gathers up his traia 90 

In orbs immenſe, then, darting out anew, ; 

' Seeks the reſreſhing ſount; by which diffugd, 

He throws his folds 3 and while, with threat'ning 
tongue, 8 

And aht jaws ercct, the monſter curls 

His flaming creſt, all other thirſt appalbd, gog 

Or ſhivering flies, or check'd at diftance ſtands, 


Nor dares approach. But ſtill more direful he, 


The ſmall clofe-lurking miniſter of fate, 

Whoſe high-concoced venom through the veins 
A rapid lightning darts, arreſting ſwift gie 
The vital current, Form'd to humble man, 
This child of vengeful Nature ! There, ſublim'd 

| To fearleſs luſt of blood, the ſavage race 

Roam, licens'd by the ſhading hour of guilt, 
Aud foul miſdced, when the pure day has ſhut 
His ſacred eye. The tiger darting fierce 913 
Impetuous on the prey his glance has doom'd; 
The lively-ſhining leopard, ſpeckled o'er 

With many a ſpot, the beauty of the waſte 3 
And, ſcorning all the taming arts of Man, 92s 
The keen hyena, felleſt of the fell. 

Theſe, ruſhiag from th' inhoſpitable wocds 


make a beautiful appearance in the right, 
T The river of the Amazons, = 


Of Mauritania, or the taſty iſles 


A 


438 THOMSON'8S/POEMS. 


] 
That verdaut riſe avid the Libyan wild. [be circling Typhon *, whirPd. from point to | 
Immmerous glare around their 0 agyy king, 925 | point, 28 | | 
Matentic, fralking ofer the printed ſand; Exhauſting all the rage of all the ſky, 983 
And, with imperious aud repeated roars, And dire Ecnephia “ reign, Amid the heavens, . 
Demand their fated food, The fearful flocks Falſely ſerene, deep in a cloudy ſpeck 7 : . 
Crowd near the guardian ſwain; the nobler herds, | Compreſs'd, the mighty tempeſt brooding dwells, ! 
lere round their lordly bull, in rural eaſe, 930 | Of no regard fave to the ſkilful eye: | 
bey ruminating lie, with horror hear Fiery and foul, the ſmall proguot ie hangs 990 ; 
The coming rage. Th? awakened village ſtarts, | Aloſt, or on the promontory*s brow = ; 
Ang to her fluttering breaſt the mother ſtrains | Mufters its force: a faint deceitful calm, ; 
ter thoughtleſs infant. From the pirate*s den, A fluttering gale, the demon ſends before, : 
Or ſtern Morocco's tyrant-fang eſcapꝰd, 935 | To tempt the ſpreading ſai] ; then down at once, 5 
The wreteh half-wiſkes for his bonds again; Precipitant, deſcends a mingled maſs  ggg | 
Mlle, uproar all, the wilderneſs reſounds, Of roaring winds, and flame, and ruſhing floods, 7 
From-Atlas eaſtward to the frighted Nile. In wild amazement ſix'd the failor ſtands, 
Unhappy he! who from the firſt of joys | Art is too Now : by rapid Fato'oppraſd'd, 2 
Society wee = is left alone bla His 1 veſlel drinks the hel ming - 
A mad this world of death. Da » after da 3 g ; a» « 1 
Sad on the jutting eminence ig ſits, * Hid in the boſom of the black abyſs. 1000 : 


With ſuch mad ſeas the daring Gama I ſought 
For many a day and many a dreadful night, 


Where the round æther mixes with the wave, 945 Inceflant lab'ring round the ſtor my Cape, 


3 Far N By bold ambition led, and belder thirſt 
OY eral, , dropping from the Of gold: for then from ancient gloom emerg'd 


The rifing world of trade; the Genius then 19c6 
Of Navigation, that in hopeleſs floth 


And views the main that ever toils below, 
Still fondly forming in the fartheft verge, 


At evening, to the ſetting ſun he turns 

A mournful eye, and down his dying heart | . 

Sinks helpleſs, while the wonted roar is up, — > mane = ——_— * — 1 8 

Yet here; cen here, _ theſe weck abodes To love of uſeful glory rous'd mankind, 1011 

Formal ama gey Ar dota fo, my ord And in unbounded commerce mix'd the world. 

H n 4 Mo, 2 ur > 2 1 x id Increaſing ſtill the terrors of the ſtorms, 
Ape fr nrt Toner xs His jaws horriic arm'd with threefold fate, 


Diſdainful of Campania's gentle plains 955 | G 
And ali the green delights Auſonia pours, Here N the dire ful ſhark, L — 


When for them ſhe muſt bend the ſervile knee, TR, c 
And fawoing take the ſplendid robber*s boon. Of ſteaming | crowds, of rank diſeaſe, aud 
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death, 
Nor ſtop the terrors of theſe regions here. Behold! he ruſhing cuts the briny flood, 
Commiliion?d demons oft?, angels of wrath, 960 Swift as the gale can bear the ſhip along, 
Let looſe the raging elements. Breath'd hot And from the partners of that cruel trade, 
From all the boundleſs furnace of the ky, Which | poils unkappy Guinea of her ſoas, 1029 
And the widc-glittering warie of burning ſand, Demands his ſnare of prey; demands then 
A ſuflecating wind the pilgrim ſmites : 7] > felves. ; 
Vith*irftabe death. Patient of thirſt and toil, g6s The ſtormy Fates defcend : one death involves Sl 
gon of the deſert ! en the camel feels, Tyrants and ſlaves ; When ſtraight their mangled * 
hot thro? hi waker'd heart, the ficry hlaſt: limbs 
Gr froar the lac't-red ther, hurſtiug broad, b Craſhing at once, be dyes the purple ſeas de 
ö Saliiies the ſudden whirlwind, Straight the With gore, and riots in the vengetul meal. 102; ln 
fands, - When o'er this world, by equinoctial rains f 
| Commov'd around, in gathering eddies play: yo Flootled immenſe, looks out the joyleſs ſun, Fe 
Nearer and nearer flill they darkning come, And draws the copious ſtoam from ſwampy fens, D 
Till with the general all- involving ſtorm Where putre faction into lite fer mevts, Sa 
Swept up, the wnole continuous wilds ariſe, And breathes defiruQtive myriads; or from - 
And by their noon- day fount dejected thrown, woods, f T1 
Gr ſunk at niglit in ſad diſaſtrous Deep, 975 Impenetrabie ſtadee, recefles foul, 1031 Ar 
Benenth defending hill th eras , e Engin ge get, f 
Tr? impaticut - merchant, wondering, waits in %,. bree only beteueen the tropics. Ti 
: 4; * 85 ws + Called by ſuilera the Ox- che, being in apf earanct, Ex 
-OMcrnindions at che Jaap add | at rk, ne bigger. | Tl 
And Mecea ſaddens at the long delay, 1 V ſce de Gama, the frft who ſailed round Africa Ti 
But chief at ſea, whoſe every flexile wave 980 | by the Cate ef Good Het e, to the Eaſl- Indies. 
Cheys the blaſt, the aꝶ rial tumult ſwells, * Den Henry, third ſen to John J. king of Fu. | 
In the dread ocean, undulating wide, | tugal, His firong gerius to the diſcevery of neu eri 
Beneath tae radiant line that girds the globe, o| ceurtries evds the chief ſeurce ef all the meer en 


Improvements in navigation, 


In vapours rank and blue, corruption wrapt, 
Whoſe glomy horrors yet no deſperate foot 
Has ever dar'd to pieree, then, waſteful, forth 
Walks the dire Power of peſtilent diſeaſe. 1035 
A thoufand hideous fiends her courſe attend, 
Sick Nature blaſting, and to heartleſs woe, 
And feeble deſolation, caſting down TT 
The towering hopes and all the pride of Man: 
Such as, of late, at Carthagena quench*d 1040 
The Britiſh fire. Nou, gallant Vernon ! ſaw 
The miſerable. ſcene ; you,  pitying, faw 
To infant-weakneſs ſunk the warrior's arm; 
Saw the deep-racking paug, the ghaſily form, 
The lip pale-quiveriag, and the beamteſs eye, 
No more with ardour bright; you heard the 
nns 1040 
Of agonizing ſhips from ſhore to ſnore; 
Heard nightly plung'd amid the ſullen waves 
The frequent corſe, while on each other fix d, 
In fad preſage, the blank aſſiſtants ſeem'd, 10 50 
Silent, to aſk whom Fate would next demand. 
W hat need I mention thoſe inclement ſkies, 
Where, frequent o'er the ſickening city, Plague, 
Tae fierceſt child of Nemeſs divine, 
Deſcends ? From Ethiopia's poiſonꝰd woodsF, 
From ſtifled Cairo's filth, and ſetid felds. 10 66 
With locuſt-armies putrefying heap'd, 
This great deſtroyer ſprung. Her awful rage 
The brutes eſcape ; man is her de ſtin'd prey, 


 Intemperate man! and oer his guilty , domes 


She draws a cloſe ineumbent cloud of death, 1060 

Uniaterrupted;by the living winds . 

Forbid to blow a wholeſome breeze, and ſtainꝰd 

With many a mixture by the ſun, ſuffus'd, 

Of angry aſpeg. Princely Wiſdom, then, 1065 

Dejects his watchful eye; and from the hand 

Of feeble Juſtice, ineffectual, drop 

The ſword and balance: mute the voice of Joy, 

And hufſt*d the clamour of the buſy world: 

Empty the ſtreets, with uncouth verdure clid; 

Into the worſt of deſerts ſudden turn'd 1071 

The chearful haunt of men; unleſs eſcap'd | 

From the doom'd houſe where matchleſs Horror 

reigns, X , 

Shut = by barbarous Fear, the ſmitten wretch, 

With phrenſy wild, breaks looſe, and, loud to 
heaven 2 1075 

Screaming, the dreadſul policy arraigns, | 

Inhuman, and unwiſe, The ſullen door, 

Yet uninfected, on its cautions hinge 

Fearing to turn, abhors ſociety. 

Dependents, friends, relations, Love himſelf. 

davag'd by woe, forget the tender tie, 1081 

The ſweet engagement of the feeling heart, 

But vain their ſelfiſh care; the circling cy. 

The wide enlivening air, is full of fate; 

And, ftruck by turus, in ſolitary pangs 1085 

They fall, unbleſt, untended, and unmourn'd. 

Thus ober the proſtrate city black Deſpair 

Extends her raven wing, while, to complete 

The ſcene of deſolation, ſtreteh'd around 

The grim guards ſtand, denying all retreat, 1090 


* Theſe are the cauſes ſuffiſed to be the fir? 
origin of the plague, in Dr. Alead's elegant beok 
er that ſubject, 1 | 
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And give the flying wretch a better death, 


Much yet: remains unſung: the rage intenſe 
Of brazen-vaulted ſkies, of iron fields, 
Where drought and famine ſiarve the blaſte 

year; 8 
Fir'd by the torch of Noon to tenfold rage, 1695 


The infuriate hill, that ſhoots the pillar'd 


fla we z | | 

And, rous'd within the ſubterranean work, 

TW expanding eacthquake, that reſulleſs ſhakes 
Aſpiring cities from their ſolid baſe, 

And buries mountains in the flaming gulph. 110 
But *tjs enough: return, my vagraut Muc; 

A nearec ſc2ne of horror calls thee home. 

Behold ! ſlou- ſattling oer the Jurid grove, 
Unuſual darkneſs broods, and, growing, gains 
The full poſſefion of the ky, ſurchirg'd 1103 
With wrathful vapour, from the ſecret bed; 
Where ſleep. the mineral generations drawn, 
Thenee nitre, ſulphur, and the fery ſpume 
Of fat bitumen, ſteaming on the day, 
With various-tin&ur'd trains of letent flame 1120 
Pollute the ſky ; and in yon” baleful cloud 
A reddening gloom, a magazine of fate, 
Ferment, till by the touch ethereal rous'd, 

The daſh of clouds, or irritating war 

Of fighting winds, while all is calm bclow, 1115 
They furious ſpring. A boding 6leace reigns 
Dread thro? the dun expanſe, ſave the dull ſound 
That from the mountain, previous to the ſtorm, 
Rolls o'er the muttering earth, diſturbs the 


flood, | | | 1 
And ſhakes the foreſt- leaf without a breath. 1120 
Prone to the loweſt vale the acrial tribes 
Deſcend : the te npeſt- loving raven ſcarce * 
Dares wing the dubious duſk, In rueiul gaze 
The cattle ſtand, aud on the ſcowling heaveas 
Caſt a deploring eye, by man forſook, 1125 
Who to the crow ded cottage hies him faſt, 

Or ſeeks the ſnelter of the downward cave, 

Tis liſt'ning fear and dumb amazement all: 
When to the ſtartled eye the ſudden ghnce _ 
Appears far ſouth, eruptive thro? the cloud, 113 
And following tower, in exploblon vaſt, 

The thunder raiſes his tremendous, voice, 

At frſt, heard ſolemn o'er the verge of heaven, 
The tempeſt growls ; but as it nearer comes, 
And rolls its awful burden on tlie u ind, 

The lightning flaſh a larger curve, and more 
The noiſe atounds, till over- head a ſheet 
Of livid flame diſcloſes wide, then ſhuts, 
And opꝛus wider; ſruts and opens ft ill 
Expanſve, wrapping æther in a blaze: 
Follows the looſen'd aggravated rear, - 
Enlarging, deepening, mingling 3 peal on pal 
Cruſt'd horrible, convuliing heaven and cart}; 

Down comes a deluge of fonorous hail, 

Or prone-deſcending rain. Wide-rent, the 


I 145 


clouds ' 1125 
Pour a whole, flood; and yet, its flame un- 
quench'd, | 


The unconquerable lightning frvggles thro', 
Ragged and fierce, or in red whirliag balls, 
And fires the mountains with redoubled rage. 
Black ſrom the frokc, above, the ſiu culderirę 
pine e 1155 


below, N F 
_ A lifeleſs the blaſted cattle lie: 
Here the ſoft flocks, with that ſame harmleſs 
look 


They wore alive, and ruminating ſtill | 
In fancy's eye, and there the frowning bull; 1155 
And ox half rais*d, Struck on the caftled clia, 
The venerable tower and ſpiry fane | 
Reſign their aged pride. The gloomy woods 
Start at the flath, and from their deep receſs 
Wide-ftaming out, their trembling inmates (ke, 
Amid Caernarvon's mounitains rages loud 1161 
The repercuffive roar ; with mighty cruſh, 
Into the flaſhing deep, from the rude rocks 
Of Penmanmaur heap'd hideous to the ſky, 
Tumble the ſmitten cliffs; and Snowden's 


: v y . 1165 
Difſolvingz inſtant yields his wintry load, 
Far ſeen the heights of heathy Cheviot blaze, 
And Thule bellows thro* her utmoſt iſles. 


Guilt hears appall'd, with deeply troubled 

thought Wh 

And yet not always on the guilty head 1170 
Deſcends the filed flaſnh. Yeu Celadon 


And his Amelia were a matchlel* pair; 
With equal virtue {or 1d, and'equal grace, 
The fame, diſtinguick'd by their ſex alone: 
© Her's the mil! lays of the blooming'morn, i175 


Pay 
4 


And bis the ratiance of the fi en day. 


They Tov'd ;* but ſuch their guiltleſs pation Was, 


As in the dawn of time inform'd the heart 
Of Innocence and ihdifmbling Truth. 

"Twas frie naſliip, heighteted by the iutual with, 
Th'enchanting Hope, aod ſympathetic glow, 1181 
Beam d from the mutual eye. Devotiog all 

To love, each was to each a dearer ſelf, 
Supremely happy in th' awaten'U power 

Of giving joy. Alone, amid the tides, 1185 

Still in harmonious interconrſe they liv'd 

The rural day, and talk'd the flowing heart, 

Or fgh'd and look'd unutterable things. 

So paſ#l their life, a clear united ſtream, 

By care unruMed ; tif, in evil hour, 11 

The te mpeſt caught them on the tender wall, 

Heedleſs how far and where its mazes firay'd, 

While with each other bleſt, creative Love 

Still bade eternal Eden ſmile around, 

Preſaging inflant fate, her boſom heav'd 

Unwonted fghs, and ſtealiug oft a look 

Of the big gloom, on Celadon her eye 

Fell tearful, wetting her diſordered dhee k. 

In vain aſſuring love, and confdence 

In Heaven, repreſs'd her fear; it grew, and 

ſhook | | | 
Her frame near di ſolution. He perceiv'd 
Tir unequal confli9, and as angels Took 

Ga dying faints,” his eyes compaſſion hed, 

With love iHlumin'd high, © Fear not,” he ſaid, 

« Sweet Innocence! thou firanger to offence, 

c And inward ſtorm! He who yon“ ſkies in- 

volves _ n 

« Tn frowns of darxne ſa, ever ſmiles on thee 

« With kind regard. O'er thee the ſecret Thaſt 

« That wades at midnight, cr d' nndreaded 

hour | a 


1195 
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Stands a fad ſhatter'd trunk ; and, retth'd 47. Uf Hbon;- fes #tariilefs f anch that very voice 
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Ny the bold mer, jc hs 


4 


„Which thwriders terror thro” the guilty Aer 
4. "I tongues of ſoraphs — — — ito 
thine. 


| «© IFis ſaſety to behear the, ure, and thus 


To eliſp perfect jon! From his void embrace, 

Myſterious Heaven! Mat mament tothe grouhd, 

A' blackened corſe, was ruck the beauteous 
maid. i | 1216 

But who tan paint the lover as he ſtood 

Pierce Aby ſevere amaze ment, hating Rte, 

Specchtteſs; and fix d in all th death of woe! 

So, faint reſemblance Fon the warble tomb 1210 

The well-difſembled mourner' Robping ſtands, 

N For ever flent, and fot ever ſadl. 8 

A4 s from the face of heaven the ſimter'd clouds 

Tumültuous rove, Mintermifable'ficy 

Sublimer fwells; and oe the werld expands 1225 

A purer azure.  Thro* the td air 

& higher luſtre and eleurer bahn, 

Pi ue tremble; while, as iffin gn 

Cf ganger paſt, a glittering vobe of Joy, 

Set off abundant by the yellow ray, 1230 

Inveſts the fields, dd Nature ſaviles, revived, 

is beauty all and grateful ſong around, 


| Toin'dto che low of kiney anti numerous bleat 


Of gocks thicx-ibbinꝶ rohe clover'd vale. 
And ſhall the ly mu be marr by thanklefs man, 
Moft tavour'd Who Wiel voice artietlate 1230 
Shatild Jeact the chorus of this le] ůỹũd“ů world 2 
Shall he; fo won Torgetfur of the hand 
That huſh u the thundery und ſerenes the fey, 


ſ ExtinouiWadfeect that ſpa a 2 wak'd, 


That ſen of fowers\exebedibg far hisown, 
yet his ſeeble heart has loſt its fears ? 
Cheer'd by the milder beam, tho ſpyightly 


youth | 
Speeds to the Wells known pool, whoſe” eryſtal 
depth 
A fandy bottom ſhews, Awhile he ſtanda, 1245 


Gazing th? inverted tabdfeapep half afraid 


To meditate the blue profotind bolow, 


| Then plunges heatlong down the eirehng flood. 


His ebon treſſes and his roſy check 
Inſtant emerge, and tire the obedient wave; 1250 


At each ſt ort breathingby his lip repell'd, 
[With arms and legs according well, be makes, 


As humour leads, an eaſy-winding path, 

While from his poliſiod Tdes à dewy light 

Effuſes on the plea” ſpeclators round. 
This is the pureſt eYertiſe of bealth, 

The kiud refreſher of the fummer heats : 

Nor, when cold Winter keens the 'brightning 

"food, 

Would , weak-ſtiv*ring, Hager on the brink. 

Thus life redonbles, and is of? | ſerv'd, 1200 

N itt illapſe 

Ot aceident qtſaſtrous. Hence the Fmbs 

uit into force; and the ſume Romannrm 

That roſe vidorions oer the conquer'd earths 

Firſt learu'd, white tender to ſabtue the wave, 

F ven from the hodyꝰ purity the mind 1265 

Receives a ſeeret ſympathetie aid. 

Choſe in the covert of an haze} copſe, 

| Whers winded into pleaſing folitudes, 


1255 


Runs out the rambling date, young Damon fat, 


o 


20 


P-nſive, and pierc'd with love's delightful pangs; 

There to the ſtream that down the ditant rocks 

Hoarſe-murmuring fell, and plaiative breeze, 
that play'd i 

Among the bending willows, falſely he 

Of Mufidora's cruelty complain'd. 1275 

She felt his lam? : but deep within her breaſt, 

In bahful coy ieſs, or in maidea pride, 

The ſoft return conceaPd, ſave when it ſtole 

In ſde-long glances from her downcaſt eye, 

Or from her ſwelling ſoul in ſtiſſed ſighs. 1280 

Touch'd by the ſcene, no ſtranger to his vows, 

He fram'd a melting lay to try her heart, 


And if an infant pation ſteuggled there, 


To call that paſſion forth. Ehrice happy ſwain ! 
Alueky chance, that oft? decides the fate 1285 
Of mighty monarchs, then decided thine ; 


For, lol conducted by the laughing Loves, 


This cool retreat his Mufdora ſought : 

Warm in her che2% the ſultry ſeaſon glow'd 

And, rob* in looſe array, ſhe came to bathe 1290 

Her fervent limbs in the refreſhing ſtream. 

What ſhall he do? In ſweet confubon loft, 

And dubious flutteriugs, he a while remaig'd : 

A pure ingeauous elegance of ſoul, 

A delicate refinement, known to few, 1295 

Perplex'd his brꝛaſt, ant urg%d him to retire; 

But Love forbade. Ye Prudes in virtue ſay, 

day, ye Severeſt, what would you have done? 

Mean time this fairer nymph than ever bleſt 

Arcadiaa ſtream, with timid eye around 1300 

The 2 furveyiug, ſtripp'd her beauteous 
umbs, | 

To taſte the lucid coolneſs of the ood, 

Ah, then! not Paris on the piny top 

Of Ida panted ſtronger, when afide 

The rival-goddeſſes the veil divine 1305 

Caſt unconfin'd, and gave him all their charms, 

Than, Damon, thou, as from the ſaowy leg 

And fender font th? inverted bI« ſhe drew 

As the ſoft touch di ſſolv'd the virgin zone, 1310 

And thro? the parting robe th' alternate breaſt, 

With youth - wild-throbbing, on thy lawleſs 
ae 

In full luxuriance roſe, But, deſperate youth, 

How durſt thou riſ1u2 the ſoul-diſtrating view, 

As from her naked limbs, of glowing white, 

Har monious ſwell'd by Nature's finett hand, 1315 

In folds looſe-floating fell the fainter lawn, 

And fair-expos'd ſhe food, ſhruak from her- 
ſelf, 

With fancy bluſhing, at the doubtful breeze 

Alarm'd, and ſtarting like the fearful fawn ? 

Then to the flood the ruſh'd : the parted flood 

It; bvely gueſt with cloſing waves receiv'd, 

And every beauty ſoft'ning, every grac? 

Fluining anew, a mellow I:1ftre Ne 3 

As hi1es the lily through the eryftal mild, 

Or as the roſe amid the morning dew, 1325 

Fre h fram Aurora's hand, more ſwzetly glows, 

While thus ſhe wantow'd, now beneath the wave 

But ill-eonceab'd, and now with ſtreaming looks, 

That half.embrac'd her ia « humid veil, 

Riſing again, the latent Damon drew 1330 

Such macb'ning draughts of beauty to the foul, 
Vor. VIII. 
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| With luxury too daring, Check'd, at laſt, 


As for a while o'erwhelm'd his raptur'd t 


Ry love's reſpectſul modeſty, he deem d 

The theft profane, if aught profane to love 1535 

Can 2 deemꝰ'd ; and, ſtruggling, from the 

ade 

With headlong harry fled : but firſt theſe lir es 

Trac'd by his ready pencil, on the batt 851 

With trembliog hand be threw. 4 Bathe on, my 

Fair ! | 

Vet unbeheld, ſave by the ſacred eye 1440 

« Of faithful love. I go to guard thy haunt, 

To keep from thy receſs each, vagraat foot, 

And each licentious eye,” With wild ſurpriſe, 

As if to marble ſtruck, devoid of ſenſe, - | 

A ſtupid moment motionleſs ſhe ſtood: 1445 

So ſtands the ſtatue * that enchants the world; 

So bending tries to veil the matchleſs boat, 

The mingled beauties ot exulting Greece. 

Recovering, ſwift ſhe flew to find thoſe robes - 

Which bliſsful Eden knew not; and array'd 1250 

In careleſs baſte, th' alarming paper ſaatch'd ; 

But when her Damon's well-known hand the faw, 

Her terrors vaniſh'd, and a ſofter train 3H, 

Of mixt emotions, hard to be deferib'd, 

Her ſudden boſum ſeiz'd ; ſhame, void of guilt, 

The charming bluſh of innocence, eſteem 

And admiration of her lover's fame, 

By modeſty exalted ; &en a ſenſe 

Of ſelf-approving beauty ftcle acroſs . 

Her buſy thought. At length a tender calm 1300 

Huit;?d by degrees the tumult of her ſoul, * 

And on the ſpreading beech, that o'er the ſtream 

Incumbent hung, ſhe with the ſylvan pen 

Of rural lovers this confefon carv'd, 

Which ſoon her Damon id with weeping Jy : 
” TE 


C Dear youth ! ſole judge of what theſe ve 


mean, 
« By fortune too much favour'd, but by Love, 
Alas! not faveur'd leſs, be fill, as now, 
« Diſcreet : the time may come you need not fly.“ 
The ſun has loſt his rage 3 his downward orb 
Shoots nothing now but animating warmth 1371 
Aud vital luſtre: that, with various ray, 


Lights up the clouds, thoſe beauteous robes of 


Heaven, 
Ineeſſant roll'd into romantic ſhapes, 5 
The dream of waking ſaney! Broad below, 137 
Cover'd with ripening fruits, and ſwelling faſt - 
Into the perfect year, the pregnant earth 
And all her trives rejoice, Now the ſoft hour 
Of walking comes, for him who lonely loves 
To ſe:k the diſtant hills, and there converſe 1380 
With Nature, there to harmonize his heart, | 
And ia pathetic ſong to breathe around 
The harmony to others, Social friends, 
Attun'd to happy uuiſon of ſou}, 
To whoſe exulting eye a ſairer world, 
Of which the vulgar never had a glimpſe, 
Diſplays its charms, whoſe minds are richly 
fraught 
With oitoſophic ſtores, ſvperior light, 
And in whoſe breaſt, enthuſaſtic. burns 


1335 


Virtue, the ſons of lutꝰreſt deem romance, 1390 
* The Venus of Melici, 
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Now calPd abroad, en joy the falling day; 

Now to the verdaat portico of woods, 

To Nature's vaſt Lyceum, forth they walk; 

By that kind ſchool where no proud maſter reigns, 
The full trce converſe of the friendly heart, 1395 
Improving and improv'd. Now from the world, 
Sac red to ſweet retirement, lovers teal, 

And pour their ſouls in ranſport, which the fire 
Of loye, approving, heats, and calls it Good. 
Which way, Amanda, ſhall we bend our courſe? 
The choice perplexes, Wherefore ſhould we chuſe? 
All is the ſaine with thee, Say, all we wind 
Along, the ftreams ? or walk the ſmiling mead ? 
Or court-the foreſt glades ? or waatler wild 
Among the waving harveſts? or aſcend, 1405 
While radiant Summer opens all its pride, 

Thy hill, delightful Shene *? Here let us ſweep 
The boundleſs landſcape : now the raptur'd eye, 
Exulting ſwift, to huge Auguſta ſend 

Now to the Siſter-hills + that (kirt ber plain; 1410 
To lofty Harrow now ; and now to where 
Majeſtic Windſor lifts his princely brow. 

In lovely coutraft to this glorious view, 

Calmly magoificent, then will we turn 

To where the ſilver Thames firſt rural grows: 
There let the feaſted eye unwearied ſtray; 1416 
Luxurious there rove thro? pendent woods, 

That nodding hang o'er Harrington's retreat; 
And, ſtooping thence to Ham's embow?ring walks, 
Beneath whoſe ſhades, in ſpotleſs peace retir'd, 
With her the pleaſing partner of his heart, 1421. 
The worthy Queenſb'ry yet laments his Gay, 
And poliſh*d Cornbury woos the willing Muſe, 
Slow let us trace the matchleſs vale of Thames, 
Fair-winding up to where the Mufes haunt 1425 
In Twit'nam's bowers, gad for their Pope implore 
The healing God ; to royal Hampton's pile, 

To Clermont's terraſs* height, and Eſher's groves, 
Where in the ſweeteſt ſolitude, embrac'd 

By th: foit windings of the flent Mole, 1430 
From courts and ſenates, Pelham finds repoſe, 
Inchanting vale l beyond what cr the Mule 

Has of Achaia or Heſperia ſung ! 

O vale of/bliſs ! O ſoltly ſwelling bills! 

On which the power of Cultivation lies, 1435 
And joys to ſee the wonders of his toil. 
Heavens-! what a goodly proſpe@ ſpreads around, 
Of hills, and dales, and woods, and lawns, and 
ſpires, 

And glittering towns, ard gilded ſtreams, till all 
The {retching landſcape into ſmoke decays ! 1446 
Happy Britannia! where the Queen of Arts, 
Inipiring vigour, Liberty abroad 

Walks unconfin'd, con to thy fartheſt cots, 

Ard ſcatters plenty with uniparing band, 

Rich is thy ſoil, and mercicul thy climez 1445 
Thy fireams untailing in the dummer's drougut; 
Unmatch'd thy guarGiaz-caks 1 thy vallics {oat 
With golden waves; and on thy mountain flocks 
bat numberleſs; while roving round their ſides 
Zellchu tue blackening herds iu luſty droves, 1450 
Bon eata tay meadows glow, and rife ungquell'd 
\:4taſt the mower's ſeythe. On every hand 
„villas ſhine, Thy country terms with wealth, 


* 2d Property aſcures it to the Iwair, 


„dd unvearice in his grarded toll. 1444 


Full are thy cities with the ſons of Art, 
And Trade and Joy in every buſy ſtreet 
Mingling are heard: e'en Drudgery himfſetF, 
As at the car he ſweats, or duity hews 
The palace-ſtone, looks gay. Thy crowded perts, 
Where riſng maſts an endleſs proſpect yicll, _ 
With labour burn, and echo to the ſhouts 1461 
Of hurried ſailor, as he bearty waves 
His laſt adieu, and, looferving every ſheet, 
Reſigns the ſpreading veſſel to the wind. 145; 
Bold, firm, and graceful, are thy generous 
outh, 
By bardſhip Fnew?d, and by danger fr%d,. 
Scattering the nations where they go, and frit 
Or on the lifted plain or fiormy ſea, | 
Mild are thy glories, tor, as Or the plans 1470 
Of thriving peace thy thovgntful f res preſ de; 
In genius and ſubſtantial learning high; 
For every virtue, every worth renown?d; | 
Sincere, phin-hearted, hoſpitable, kind; 
Yet, like the muſtering thunder, when provob'd, 
The dread of tyrants, and the ſole reſource 


Of thoſe that under grim CppreMion groan, 


Thy ſons of glory many ! Alfred! thine, 

In whom the ſplendour of heroic war, 

And more heroic peace, when govern'd well, 1490 
Combine ; whoſe hallowed name the Virtues ſaint, 
And his own Muſes love ; the beſt of kings! 
With him thy Edwards and thy Henrys fine ; 
Names dear to Fame ! the firſt who deep-impreſsd 
On haughty Gaul the terror of thy arms, 148; 
That awes her Genius fill. - In ftateſmen thou, 
And patriots, fertile, Thine a ſteady More, 
Who, with a gen'rous, tho? miſtaken, zeal, 
Withſtood a brutal tyrant's direſul rage; 

Like Cato firm, like Ariſlides juft, 1499 
Like rigid Cincinnatus, nobly poor, 

A dauntleſs ſoul, erect, who ſmil'd on death. 
Frugal, and wiſe, a Waltingham is thine ; 

A Drake, who made thee miſtreſs of the deep, 
And hore thy name in thunder round the world. 
Then fam'd thy ſpirit high: but who can ff 

The num'rous wortbies of the Maiden reign ? 

In Raleigh mark their every glory mixd: 


| Raleigh ! the ſcourge of Spain! whoſe breaſt with 
all 


The ſage, the patriot, and the hero, burn'd : 1500 
Nor ſunk his vigour when a coward reign 

The warrior fetter*d, and at laſt reſign'd, 

To glut the vengeance of a vanquiſ 2d foe, 

Then, active {till and unreſtrain'd, his mind 
Explor'd the vaſt extent of ages paſt, . 1505 
And with his priſon-hours enrich'd the world, 
Yet found no times, ia all the long reſcarch, 

So glorious or fo baſe as thoſe he prov'd, | 
In which he conquer'd, and in which he bled, 
Nor can the Muſe the gallant Sidney paſs, 1519 
The plume of War! with early burels crown'd, 
The lover's myrtle, and the poet's bay. 

A Hampden, too, is thine, illuſtrious land?! 

Wiſe, flrenuous, frm, 6f unſubmitting ſoul, 
Who ſtemm'd the torrent of a down wardagzes 

* Te old nume of Bickmend, iH in Sue 
f rirg cr ſrlercour, 
* Liſe gate and H any Feud, 
T i. i fl fed. 6%. 
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To ſlavery prone, and bade thee riſe again, 

Jn all thy native pomp of freedom bold. 

Bright, at his call, thy age of men eftulg'd, 

Ur men on whom hte time a kindling eye 

Shall turn, and tyrants tremble while they read. 
Bring every ſweeteſt flower, and let me ſtrew 1521 
the grave where Ruflel lies, whoſe temper'd 

blood, . 

With calmeſt cheerſulneſs for thee reſ:gn'd, 
£tzin'd the fad annals of a giddy reign, 

Aiming at lawleſs power, tho? meanly ſunk 1525 
In looſe inglorious luxury, With him | 
His friend, the Britiſh Cathus &, fearleſs bled, 

Of high determin'd ſpirit, roughly brave, 

By ancient learning to th' enlighten'd love 

Of ancient freedom warm'd. Fair thy renown 
In awful Sages and in noble Bards, I 531 
Soon as the light of dawning Science ſpread 
Rer orient ray, and wak'd the Muſes? long. 
Thine is a Bacon, hapleſs ia his choice, 
Unfit to ſtand the civil ſtorm of itate, 

And throꝰ the ſmooth barbarity of courts, 
With firm but pliant virtue, forward {till 
To urge his courſe; him for the ftudious ſhade 
Kind Nature form'd, deep, comprehenſive, clear, 
Exact, and elegant; in one rich ſoul 1540 
Plato, the Stagyrite, and Tully join'd, | 
The great deliverer he! who, from the gloom 

Of cloiſter'd monks and jargon- teaching ſchools, 
Led forth the true Philoſophy, there long 

Held in the magic chain of words and forms, 
And definitions void : he led her forth, 1545 
Daugter of Heaven ! that ſlow-aſcending ſtill, 
Inveſtigating ſure the chain of things, 

With radiant finger points to Heaven again, 

The generous Aſhley thine, the frend of man, 
Who ſcann'd his nature with a brother's eye. 1551 
His weakneſs prompt to ſhade, to raiſe his aim, 
To touch the finer movements of the mind, 

And with the moral beauty charm the heart. 

Why need I name thy Boyle, whoſe pious ſearch 
Amid the dark receſſes. of his works 1556 
The great Creator ſought? And why thy Locke ? 
Who made the whole internal world his own ? 
Let Newton, pure intelligence! whom God 

To mortals lent, to trace his boundleſs works 
From laws ſublimely fimple, ſpeak thy fame 1561 
In all philoſophy. For lofty ſenſe, 

Creative tancy, and inſpection keen 

Thro' the deep windings of the human heart, 
Is not wild Shakeſpeare thine and Nature's boaſt ? 


a 


1535 


kt 


Is not each great, each amiable Muſe 1566 
Of elaſſie ages in thy Milton met? 

A genius univerſal as his theme, 
Aſtoniſhing as chaos, as the bloom | | 
Of blowing Eden fair, as heaven ſublime. 137 


Nor ſhall my verſe that elder bard forget, 

The gentle Spenſer, Fancy's pleafing ſon, 

Who like a copious river pour'd his bas 

Oer all the mazes bf enchanted ground; 

Nor thee, his ancient maſter, laughing ſage, 1575 
Chaucer, whoſe native manners painting verſe, 


*Algerren Sidney, 


| Juſt oer the verge of day, The ibiſting clouds, 
Aſſembled gay, a richly gargeous train, 1621 


The next in nothing loit, Tas fo to him 


A figh of horror to the cruel wreteh, 


F Anthery-Aſpley Cooper, Earl of Shaftesbury. | 


Well moraliz'd, ſhines thro? the Gothic cloud 
Of time and language or thy genius thrown, 
May my ſong ſotten as thy Daughters I, 
Britannia | hail; for beauty is their own, 
The feeling heart, ſimplicity of life, 
And elegance and tate : the faultleſs form, 
Shap'd by the hand of Harmony; the cheek 
Where the live crimſon, thro? the native white 
Soft=1t.ooting, 0'cr the face diffuſes bloom, 1588 
And every nameleſs graee; the parted lip, 
Like the red roſe-bud moitt with morning dew, 
Breathing delight; and, under flowing jet, 
Or ſunny ringlets, or of circling brown, 
The neck fiight-thaded, and the ſwelliag breaſt ; 
The look retzitle(s piereing to the ſoul, 1591 
And by the ſoul iniorm'd, when, dreſt ia love, 
She ſits high- ſmiliag in the conſcious eye. 
Iſland of bliſs! amid the ſubject ſeas, 
That thunder round thy rocky coaſts, ſet up, 1595 
At once the wonder, terror, and delight, 
Of diſtant nations, whoſe remoteſt ſhores 
Can ſoon be thaken by thy naval arm; 
Not to be ſhook thyſel!), but all aſſaults 
BaMing, as thy haar cliffs the loud ſea-wave., 1600 
O Thou! by whoſe almighty nod the ſcale 
Of empire riſes, or alternate falls, 
Send forth the ſaving Virtues round the land 
In bright patrol : white Peace and ſocial Love; 
The tender-looking Charity, intent 1605 
On gentle deeds, and ſhedding tears thro? ſmiles 3 
Undaunted Truth, and Dignity of Mind; 
Courage composꝰd and keen; ſound Temperance, 
Healthful in heart and look; clear Chaſtity, 
With bluſtes reddenipg as ſhe moves along, 1619 
Diſorder'd at the deep regard ſhe draws 
Rough _— Attivity untir'd, 
With copious lite inform'd, and all awake; 
While in the radiant front ſuperior ſhines 
That firſt paternal virtue, Public Zeal, 
Who throws o'er all an equal wide ſurvey, 
And, ever muſing on the common weal, 
Still labours, glorious, with ſome great deſign. 
Low walks the ſun, and broadens by degrees 


1529 


1615 


In all their pomp attend his ſetting throne. 
Air, earth, and cc2an, ſmile immenſe. And now, 
As if his weary chariot ſought the bowers 
Of Amphitrite and her ending ny mphs 
(So Grecian fable fung,) he dips his orb; 
Now halt immers'd, aud now a golden curve, 
Gives one bright glance, then rotal diſappears, 
For ever running an enchanted round, 
Paſſes the day, deccitful, vain, and void, 
As fleets the viſion o'er the formful brain, 
This moment hurrying wild th impaſſion'd ſoul, 


1625" 


1639 


The dreamer of this earth, an idle blank; 


16 
Who all day long in ſordid pleaſure ralbd, "” 
Himſelf an uſeleſs load, has ſquaiider'd vile, 
Upon his ſcoundrel train, what might have 
cheer'd . 
A drooping family of modeſt worth: 
312 
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But to the ger erous ſtill· improving mird, 1640 That more than deek, that animate the ky, 


That gives the hopeleſs heart to ſing for joy, 

Difiuvag kind bene ficence around, 

Boaſtl-fs, as now deſcends the Glent de w, 

To him the long review of order'd lite 

Is inward rapture, only to be felt. 1645 
Confeſs'd trom yonder ſiow extinguith'd cloud, 

All ether ſoft'ning, ſober Eve: ing takes 

Her wont. ſtatiou in the middle air, 

A thouſand ſbadows at her beck. Frſt this 

She ſends on earth, then that of deeper dye 16 50 

Steals ſoit behind ; aud then a deeper till, 

In circle follow ing circle, gathers round, | 

To elate the tace of things. A freſher gale 

Begins to wave the wood, and ſtir the lirzam, 

Sweeping with ſhadowy guſt the fields of corn, 

While the quail clamovrs ior his running mate. 

Wide oer the thitily lawn as 1wells the breeze, 

A whitening ſhower of vegetable down 

Amuſwe foats, The kind impartial care [1650 

Of Nature nought di daĩas; thoughtful to fecd 

Her loweſt ſons, and clothe the coming year, 

From ſield to field the feather'd ſeeds ſhe wings. 
His folded flock ſecure, the tt epherd home 

lies merry-hearted, and by turns relieves 

The ruddy milkmaid of her brimming pail; :665 

"Tix beauty whom perhaps his witleſs wart, 

Unknow ing what the joy-mix'd anguiſh means, 

Since rely loves, hy that beſt language ſhe wu 

Ol cordial glances and obliging deeds. 

Onward they pats o'er many a panting height, 

Ard valley funk, and vnirequented, where 1671 

At fall of eve the Fairy people throng, 

In various ga:ine and revelry, to paſs 

The ſummer=night, as village-ftories tell: 

But far about they wander from the grave 

Of him whom his vogentl= fortune urg'd 

Againft his owu ſad breaſt to lift the hand 

Of impious Violence, The lonely tower 

Is alſo ſnun'd, whoſe mouraful chambers hold, 


1675 


Lo! from the dread immenſity of ſpace 


— — 


0 


Whoſe godlike mind Philoſophy exalts, 


So night-ſtruck Fancy dreams, the yelling ghoſt. 


Among the crooked Janes, on every hedge, 

The 8 lights his gem, and thro' the 
3 a 
A moving radiance twinkles, Evening yields 
The world to Night ; not in her winter-robe 
Ot matly Stygian woof, but looſe array'd 
In mantle dun. A faint erroneous ray, 
Glas ed from th? imperfe® ſurfaces of things, 
Flings balf an image on the ſtraining eye, 
Wille wavering woods, and villages, and 
ſtreams, [1690 
And roeks, and mountains- tops, that long retain'd 
n' aſcending gleam, are all one ſwimming ſcene, 
Uncertain it beheld, Sudden to heaven . 
Thence weary Viſion turns, where, leading ſoft 
Tue ſalent hours of love, with pureſt ray 
Sweet Venus ſhines; and from her genial riſe, 1695 
When day-light fickens till it ſprings afreſh, 
Unrival'd reigns the faireſt lamp of night, 
As thus th* effulzence tremulous I drink, 
With cheriſt'd g2ze, the lambentlightnings ſhoot 
Acroſs the fk, or horizontal dart 1500 
In wondrous ſhapes, by feariul murmuring 
erowds 

Fortentous deem l. Amid the radiant orbs, 


1685 


The liſe- infuſing ſuns of other worlds, 


1508 


Returuing, with accelerated courſe 


The ruſhing comet to the ſun deſcends, 


And as he {mks below the ſhading earth, 

With awful train projected oer the heavens, 

The guilty nations tremble, But, above 1710 

Thoſe ſuperſtitious horrors that enſlave 

The fond ſequacious herd, to myſtic faith 

And blind amazement prone, th? enlighten'd 

ſfew, 

The glorious ſtranger hail: They {eel a joy 1715 

Divincly great; they in their powers exult, 

That wondrous force of thought, which, mounts. 

ing, ſpurns 

This duſky ſpot, and meaſures all the ſky 

While from his far excurſion thro? the wilds 

Of barren ether, faithtul to his time, 

They fee the blazing wonder riſe anew, 

Iu ſeeming terror clad, but kindly bent 

To work the will of all-ſuſtaicing Love; 

From his huge vapoury train perhaps to ſhake 

Reviving moiſture on the numerous orbs 1925 

Thro? which his long ellipſis winds; perhaps 

To lend new fuel to declining ſuns, 

To light up worlds, and feed th? eternal fire. 
With thee, ſerene Philoſophy ! with thee, 

And thy bright garland, let me crown my 

ſong, n 1730 

Effui ve ſource of evidence and truth! 

A luſtre ſhedding o'er th? enuobled mind, 

Stronger than Summer-noon, and pure as that 

Whoſe mild vibrations ſooth the parted ſoul 

New to the dawning of celefiial day. 1735 

Hence thro? her nouriſh'd powers, enlarg'd by 

She ſprung aloft, with elevated pride, [thee, 

Above the tangling maſs of low de fires, 

That bind the fluttering crowd; and, angel 


1920 


_ wing'd, | 

The heights of ſcience and of virtue gains, 1740 
Where all is calm ard clear; with Nature round, 
Gr in the ſtarry regions cr th? abyſs, 

To Reaſonꝰs and to Faney's eye diſplay'd; 
The 6ri up-tracing, from the dreary void, 
The chain of cauſes and effects to him, 
The world-producing Eſſence, who alone 
Poſſe ſſes being; while the laſt receives 

The whole magnificence of heaven and earth, 
And every beauty, delicate or bold, 

bvious or more remote, with livelier ſenſe 1750 
Diffuſive painted on the rapid mind. 
Tutor'd by thee, hence Poetry exalts 

Her voice to ages, and informs the page 

With mufic, image, ſentiment, and thought, 
Never to die, the treaſure of mankind! 1755 
Their higheſt honaur, and their trueſt joy! 

* Without thee what were unenlighten'd Man? 
A ſavage roaming thro? the woods and wilds 

In queſt of prey, and with th' unfafhion'd fur 
Rough clad, de void of every finer art 1760 
And elegance of life. Nor happineſs | 
Domeſtic, mix'd of ter derneſs and care, 
Nor moral excellence, nor ſocial bliſs, 
Nor guardian law, were his; nor various | 
To turn the furrow, or to guide the tool 1765 
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Mechanie 3 nor the heaven- conducted prow 
Of navigation bold, that fearleſs braves 
The burning line, or dares the wintry pole; 
Mother ſevere of infinite delights ! 
Nothing, ſave rapine, indolence and guile, 1770 
And woes on woes, a ſtill-revolving train! 
Whoſe horrid circle had made human life 
Than non-exiſtence worſe z but, taught by 
thee, 
Ours are the plans of policy and peace: 
To live like brothers, and, conjunctive all, 1775 
Embelliſh life. While thus hborious crowds 
Ply the tough oar, Philoſophy directs 
The ruling helm; or, like the liberal breath 
Of potent Heaven, inviſ.ble, the fail | 
wells out, and bears th inferior world along. 
Nor to this evaneſcent ſpeck of eartn 1781 
Poorly confin*d, the radiant tracts on high 
Are her exalted range, intent to gaze 
Creation thre?, and, from that full complex 
Of never-ending wonders, to conceive 1785 
Of the ſole Being right, who ſpoke the word, 
and Nature mov'd coxuplete, With inward 
view 
Thence on th? ideal kingdom ſwiſt the turns 
Her eye, and inftant, at her powerful glance, 
Th* obedient phantoms vaniſh or appear, 1790 
Compound, divide, or into order ſhift, ; 
Lache to his rank, from plain perception up 
To the fair forms of Fancy's fleeting train; 
To reaſon then, deducing truth from truth, 
Aud notion quite abſtract, where firſt begins 1995 
The world of ſpirits, action all, and life 
Unletter'd and unmix?d. But here the cloud, 
So wills eternal Providence, fits deep: 
Enough for us to know that this dark ſtate, 
In wayward paſſions loft and vain purſuits, 1800 
This infancy of being, cannot prove 
The final iſſue of the works of God, 
By boundleſs love and perfet wiſllom forard, 
Aud ever riſing with the riſing mind, 


AUTUMN. 


TIE ARGUMENT. 


THE fubjea propeſed. Addreſſed to Mr, Onflees, 
4 profped of the fields ready fer hurveſt, Reflec- 
dent in ruiſe of indujiry, raiſed by that wit, 
Reaping, A Tule relative to it. A Bur ve. florm, 
Shooting and kunt g, their barburity, A ludie 
ereus account of Fexe/nenting. A view of an e- 
card, Mull. Jrutt. A vineyard. A 7+ tian 
of fegs frequent in the. latter part of Autumn ; 


Whence @ gigreſſon, inguirirg into the viſe of 


fount ni mi and rivers. Birds e f ſeaſon conſideren, 
that noxw ſhift their habitation. The t rodigi- 


du number of them that | cover the northern and Materials infinite, but idle all. 


Wefiern Iles of Scotland; hence a view of the 


| Tho? weak of power, yet ſtrong in ardent 


weeds, After a gentle duſty day, moonlight. 
Autumnal metecrs, Mornings to which ſucceeds 
a calm, pure, ſun-ſhiny day, ſuch as uſually ſhuts 
up the ſeaſon. The har veſt being gathered in, the 
country diſſelved in joy, Ne whole concludes 
wwitha panegyric on « philoſophical country life. 


ROWN?D with the fickle and the wheatzn 
ſheaf, g + a 
While Autumn, nodding o'er the yellow plain, 
Comes jovial on, the Doric reed once more, 
_ pleusd, I tune, Whate'er the Wintry 
roſt Mo ** * 
Nitrous pre par'd, the various- bloſſom'd Spring 5 
Put in white promiſe forth, and Summer-ſuns 
ConcoAed ſtrong, ruſh boundleſs now to view, 
Full, perfect all, and fwell my glorious theme. 
Oni:ow ! the Muſe,.. ambitious of thy name, 
To grace, inſpire, and dignify her ſong, 10 
Would from the Public Voice thy geatle car 
A while engage, Thy noble cares ſhe knows, 
The patriot virtues that diſtend thy thought, 
Spread on thy front, and in thy boſom glow, 
While liſt'ning ſenates hang upon thy tongue, 15 
Devolving thro? the maze of eloquence | 
A roll of periods ſweeter than her ſong. 
But ſhe, too, pants for public virtue; ſhe, 


will, | 
Whene*er ber country ruſhes on her heart, 20 
Aſſumes a bolder note, and fondly tries 
To mix the patriot's with the poet's flame, 
When the bright Virgin gives the beauteous 
days, a = 
And Libra weighs in equal ſcales the year, 
From heaven's high cope the fierce effulgence 
ſhook 25 
Of parting Summer, a ſerener blue, 
With gelden light enliven'd, wide inveſts 
The happy world. Attemper'd ſuns ariſe, 
Sweet- beam'd, and ſhedding oft thro? lucid clouds 
A pleaſing calm, while broad and brown, below, 
Extenſive harveſts hang the heavy bead. 31 
Rich, plent, deep, they ftand; for not a gale 
Rolls its light billows o'er the bending plain: 
A calm of plenty! till the ruffled air 
Falls from its poiſe, and gives the breeze to blow. 
Rent is the fleecy mantle of the ſky, * 36 
The clouds fly different, and the ſudden ſun 
By fits effulgent gilds th? illumin'd field, | 
And black, by fts, the ſhadows ſweep along: 
A gaily=checker'd beart- expanding view, 40 
Far as the circling eye can ſhoot around, 
Unbounded toffing in a flood of corn. 
Theſe are thy bſeſſings, Induſtry! rough power! 
Whom labour ftill attends, and ſweat, and pain : 
Yet the kind ſource of every gentle art, 45 
And all the ſoft civility of life.: 
Raiſer of human kind ! by Nature caſt 
Nated, and helpleſs, out amid the woods 
And wilds, to rude inclement elements ; 
With various ſeeds of art deep in the mind 
Implanted, and profuſely pour'd around 
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Still unexerted in th? unconſcious breaſt 


country, A freſped of ile diſcelrured, fadirg 


| Slept the lethargic powers; Corruption till, 
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Voraclous, ſwallow'd what the liberal hand 85 
Of Bounty ſcatter'd o'er the ſavage year; 

And {till the ſad barbarian, roving, mix'd 

With beaits of prey, or for his acorn- meal 
Fought the ferce tuſky boar: a ſhivering wretch ! 
Agbaſt, aud comfortleſs, when the bleak North, 
With Winter charg'd, let the mix'd tempeſt fly, 
Hail, rain, and ſnow, and bitter- breathing froſt; 
Then to the ſhelter of the hut he fled, | 
And the wild ſcaſon, ſordid, pin'd away: 

For home he had not; home 33 the reſort 65 
Of love, of joy, of peace and plenty, where 
Supporting and ſupported, poliſh'd friends 

And dear relations mingle into bliſs. 

But this the rugged ſavage never felt, 

Fen deſolate in crowds; and thus his days o 
Ralld heavy, dark, and unenjoy'd along! 

A waſte of time l till Induſtry approach'd, 

And rous'd him from his miſcrable ſloth; 

His faculties unfolded, pointed out 

Where laviſh Nature the directing hand 75 
Of Art demanded ; ſhew'd him how to raiſe 

Bis feeble ſorce by the mechanic powers, 

To dig the mineral from the vaulted earth, 

On what to turn the pierciag rage of fire, 

On what the torrent and the gather'd blatt; go 
Gave the tall ancient foreſt to his axe: | 
Taught him to chip the wood and bew the ſtone 
Till by degrees the finiſh'd fabric roſe ; 

Tore from his limbs the blood-polluted fur, 

And wrapt them in the woolly veſtment warm, $5 
Or bright in gloſſy ſilk and flowing lawn; 

With wholeſome viands fill'd his table, pour'd 
The generous glaſs around, inſpir'd to wake 

The Fife-refining ſoul of decent Wit : 

Nor Ropp'd at barren bore neceſſity, 90 
But ftill advancing bolder, led him on 

To pomp, to pleaſure, elegance and grace; 

And breathing high ambition thro his ſoul, 

Set ſcience, wiſdom, glory, in his view, 


And bade him be the Lord of all below. 95 
T wm gathering men their natural powers com- 
mayd, 


And form'd a public, to the genera! good 

Submitting, aiming, aud conducting all. 

For this tie patriot Council met, the full, 
"The free, and fairly repreſented Whole; 

For this they plann'd the holy guardian laws, 

Dittinguiſtid orders, animated arts, 

And with joint force Oppreſſion chaining, ſet 
Imperial Juſtice at the helm; yet fi! 

To them accountable : nor laviſh dræam'd 

That toiliog millions muſt reſign their weal, 
And all the honey of their ſearch, to ſuch 

As for themſelves alone themſelves have rais'd. 

Hence every-form of cultivated life 

In order ſet, protected, and inſpir'd, 

Juto perſection wrought, Uniting all, 

Society grew num'rous, high, polite, 

And happy. Nurſe of art! the City rrar'd, 

In beauteous pride, her tower-encircled head, 

And, firetching tirect on ſtreet, by thouſands 
drew, 115 

From twinirg woody haunts, or the tough ye w 
To bows ſtrong- ſtraining, her aſpiring ſons, 
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Then Commerce brought into the public walk 
The buſy merchant; the big warebouſe built, 119 
Rais'd the ſtrong crane, chok'd up the loaded 

ſtreet 


Wich foreign plenty, and thy ſtream, O Thames! 


Large, gentle, deep, majeſtic, king of floods! 


| Choſe for hie grand reſort. On either band, 


Like a long wint'ry foreſt, groves of maſts 
Shot up their ſpires; the bellying ſheet between 
Poſleſs'd the breezy void; the ſooty hulk 
Steer'd ſluggiſh on; the ſplendid barge along 
Row'd,, regular, to harmony; around 
The boat, light-ſkimming, ftretch'd its / cary 
wings; * 

While deep the various voice of fervent Toil 130 
From, bank to bank increas'd; whence ribb'd 
To bear the Britiſh thunder, black and bold, 
The roaring veſſel ruſn'd into the main. 

Then too, the pillar'd dome magnific heay'd 


Its ample roof, and Luxury within | 35 
Pour'd out her glittering ſtores: the cauvas 
ſmooth, 


Witl: glowing life protuberant, to the view 

Embodied roſe; the ſtatue ſeem'd to breathe 

And ſoften into fleſh, beneath the touch 

Of forming Art, imagination-fluſh'd, 140 
All is the gift of Induſtry; whate'er 

Exalts, embelliſtes, and.renders life 

Delightfu!, Penſwe Winter, cheer'd by him, 

Sits at the ſocial fre, and happy hears 

Th' excluded tempeſt idly rave along: I45 

His harden'd fingers deck the gaudy Spring; 

With him Summer were an arid waſte, 

Nor to th' Autumnal months could thus tranſmit 

Thoſe full, mature, immeaſurable ſtores, 

That, waving round, recall my wandering ſong. 
Soon as the morning trembles oer the icy, 151 

And unperceiv'd unfolds the ſpreading w a 

Before the ripened field the reapers ſtan 

In fair array, each by the laſs he loves, 

To bear the rougher part, and mitigate, Is5 

By nameleſs gentle offces, her toil, 


At once they ſtoop and ſwell the luſty ſheaves, 


While chro? their cheerful band the rural talk, 
The rural ſcandal, and the rural jeſts 
Fly harmleſs, to deceive the tedious time, ic 
And fteal, unfelt, the ſultry hours away. 
Behind the maſter walks, builds up the ſhocks, 
And, conſcious, glancing oft? on every fide 
His ſated eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 
The pl-aners ſpread around, and here and there, 
Spike after ſpike, their ſcanty harveſt pick. 166 
Be not too narrow, Huſbandmen ! but fling 
Frou e full ſheaf, with charitable ſtealth, 
The liberal bandful. Think, oh, grateful think! 
How good the God of Harveſt is to you, 170 
Who pours abundance oer your flowing felds, 
While theſe unhappy partners of your kind 
Wide- hover round you, like the fowls of heav'n, 
And aſk their humble dole. The various turns 
Of Fortune ponder; that your ſons may want 175 
What now, with hard reluctance, faint, ye give, 
The lovely young Lavinia once had frienas, 
And Fortune mib d, deceitful, on her birth: 
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For in her helpleſs years depriv'd of all, 
Of every ſtay, fave Innocence and Heaven, 
She with ber widowed mother, feeble, old, 
And poor, liv*d in a cottage, far retir*d 
Among the windings of a woody vale; 
By ſolitude and deep ſurrounding ſhades, 
But more by baſhful modeſty, conceabd. 
Together thus they ſhunn'd the cruel ſcorn 
Which Virtue, ſunk to poverty, would meet 
From giddy Paſſion and low- minded Pride: 
Alumoft on Nature's common bounty fed, 
Like the gay birds that ſung them to repoſe, 
Content, and tarclefs of to-morrow?s fare. 
Her form was freſher than the morning roſe, 
When the dew wets its leaves; unſtuin'd and 
pure, . 

As is the lily or the mountain-ſnow. . 
The modeſt virtues mingled in her eyes, 
Still on the ground, dejeed, darting all 
Their humid heams into the blooming flowers; 
Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 
Of what her faithlefs fortune promis'd once, 
Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy ſtar 
Of evening, ſhone in tears, A native grace 201 
Sat fair proportion'd on her poltfh'd limbs, 
Veibd in a imple robe, their beſt attire, 
Beyond the pomp of dreſs ; for Lovelinefs 
Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 
But is, when unadorn'd, adorn'd the moſt. 
Thoughtleſs of beauty, ſhe was Beauty's ſelf, 
Recluſe amid the cloſe embow*ring woods. 
As in the hollow breaſt of Appenine, 
Beneath the ſhelter of encircling hills, 
A myrtle riſes, far from lumar. eye, 
And breathes its balmy fragrance oer the wild, 
So Rouriſh*d blooming, and unſeen by all, 
The ſweet Lavinia; till, at length, compell'd 
By ſtrong Neceſſity's ſupreme command, 
With ſmiling Patience in her looks, ſhe went 
To glean Palemon's fields. The pride of ſwains 
Palemon was ! the generous, and the rich ! 
Who led the rural life in all its joy 
And elegance, ſuch as Arcadian ſong 
Tranſmits from ancient uncorrupted times, 
When tyrant Cuftom had not ſhackled Man, 
But ſree to follow Nature was the mode. 
He then, his fancy with Autumnal ſcenes 
Amuſing, chanc'd beſide his reaper-train 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye, 
Unconſcious of her power, and turning quick, 
With unafſected bluſhes, from his gaze. 
He ſaw her charming; but he ſaw not half 
The charms her downcaſt modeſty conceal'd, 230 
That very moment love and chaſte deſre 
Sprung in his boſom, to himſelf unknown; 
For ſtill the world prevaild, and its dread laugh, 
Which ſcarce the firm philoſopher can ſcorn, 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the feld; 235 
And thus in ſecret to his ſoul he ſgh'd : 

What pity ! that ſo delicate a form, 
By. Beauty kindled, where enlivening Senſe, 
And more than vulgar Goodneſs, ſeem to dwell, 
Should be devoted to the rude embrac: 243 
« Of ſome indecent clown ! She looks, methinks, 
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EM Of old Acaſto's line, and to my mind 
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Expreſsd the ſacred triumph of his ſoul, 
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« Recalls that patron of my happy life, 

« From whom my liberal fortune took its riſe, 

« Now to the duſt gone down, his houſes, lands, 

« And once fair-ſpreading family difſolv'd, 245 

« Tis faid that in ſome lone obſcure retreat, 

« Urg'd by remembrahce fad, and decent pride, 

« Far from thoſe ſcenes which knew their better 

days, 

« His aged widow and his daughter live, 250 ' 

« Whom yet my fruitteſs ſearch could never find. 

% Romantic with ! would this the daughter were lo 
When, ſtrict enquiring, from herſelf be found 


She was the ſame, the daughter of his friend, 


Of bountiful Acaſto, who can ſpeak 255 

The mingled paſſions that ſurpriz'd his heart, 

And thro? his nerves ia ſhivering tranſport ran? 

Then blaz'd his ſmother*d flame, avow'd, and 
bold; 

And, as he view'd her, ardent, ober and o'er, 


Love, Gratitude, and Fity, wept at once. 260 


Confusꝰd, and frightenꝰd at his ſudden tears, 


Her riſing beauties fluih'd a higher bloom, 

As thus Pale mon, paſſionate and juſt, 

Pour'd out the pious rapture of his ſoul. 

« And art thou, then, Acaſto's dear remains? 265 

« She whom my reſtleſs gratitude has ſought: 

„So long in vain? O heavens! the very ſame, 

«« The ſoften'd image of my noble friend; 

« Alive his every look, his every feature, 

« More elegantly touch*d, Sweeter than Spring, 

« Thou ſole ſurviving bloſſom from the root 25x 

That nouriſh'd up my fortune ! Say, ah where, 

« In what ſequeſter'd defart haſt thou drawn 

« The kindeſt aſpect of delighted Heaven! 

« In ſuch beauty ſpread, and blown ſo fair, 275 

« Tho? poverty's cold mind, and cruſhing rain, 

« Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years? 

« O let me now into a richer ſoil 

« Tranſplant thee ſafe ! where vernal ſuns and 

ſhowers | 

« Diffuſe their warmeſt, largeſt influence, 

« And of my garden be the pride and joy 

c« Ill it befits thee, oh it ill befits 

« Acaſto's daughter, his whoſe open ſtores, 

« Tho? vaſt, were little to his ampler heart, 

c The father of a county, thus to pick 

ce The very refuſe of thoſe harveſt felds, 

« Which from his bounteous friend hip I enjoy, 

« Then throw that ſhameful pittance from thy 

hand, | 

c“ But ill apply'd to ſuch a rugged taſk: 

« The fields, the maſter, all, my Fair ! are thine, 

6: If to the various bleſſings which thy houſe 291 

« Has on me laviſt'd, thou wilt add that bliſs, 

« That deareſt bliſs, the power of hleſſing thee !” 
Here ceas'd the youth; yet fill his ſpeaking eye 
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With conſcious virtue, gratitude, and love, 

Above the vulgar joy divinely rais'd, 

Nor waited he reply, Won by the charm 

Of goodneſs irre ſiſtible, and all 

In ſweet diforder loſt, ſhe bluſt'd conſent. 

The news immediate to her mother brought, 

While pierc'd with anxious thought, fle pin'd 
away 
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The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate : Would tempt the Mule to fing the rural game; But 1 
Amaz'd, and ſcarce believing what ſhe heard, How in his mid-career the ſpaniel, ftruack The | 
Joy ſeiz?d ber wither'd veins, and one bright | Stiff by the tainted gale, with open noſe, | The 
gleam * | Outſtreteh'd, and fiuely ſenſible, draws full, 365 The 
Of ſetting life ſhone on her evening hours; 5305 Fearful, and cautious, on the latent Prey. 
Not leſs enraptur*d than the happy pair, As in the ſun the circling covey baſk Roſo 
Who flouriſh'd long in tender bliſs, and rear'd Their varied plumes, and, watchful every Wild 
A numerous offspring, lovely like themſelves, Way, 
Aud good, the grace of all the country round. Thro? the rough ſtubble turn the ſceret eye, . 
Defeating oft? the labours of the year, 511 Caught in the meſhy ſnare, in vain they heat 730 Mix 
The ſultry South collects a potent blaſt. Their idle wings, entangled more and more: T 
At firſt the groves are ſcarcely ſeen to fir Nor on the ſurges of the boundleſs air, 
Their trembling tops, and a ftill murmur runs The? borne triumphant, are they ſafe; the gun, He 
Along the ſoft-inclining fields of corn: 315 | Glanc'd juſt and ſudden ſrom the fowler's eye, 
But as the atrial tempeſt fuller ſwells, O'ertakes their ſounding pinions, and again, 375 B. o 
And in one mighty ſtream, inviſible, Immediate, brings them from the towering 32) 
Immenſe, the whole excited atmoſphere wings 5 
Impetuous ruſhes oer the ſounding world: Dead to the ground ; or drives them wide diſ- ot 
Strain'd to the root the ſtoopipg foreſt pours 320 pers'd, | Aga 
A ruſtling ſhower of yet untimely leaves; Wounded, and wheeling various, down the 
High beat, the circling mountains eddy in wind, Tol 
From the bare wild the difſipated ſtorm, Theſe are not ſubjects for the peaceful Muſe, Deo 
And ſend it in a torrent down the vale. Nor will ihe ſtain with ſuch her ſpotleſs ſong, 380 Þlo\ 
Expos'd and naked to its utmeſt rage, FY 325 Then moſt delighted when ſhe ſocial ſees 
Thro? all the ſea of harveſt rolling round, The whole mix'd animal creation round R 
The billowy plain floats wide, nor can evade, Alive and happy. ?Tis not joy to her. 
Tho? pliant to the blaſt, its ſeizing force, This falſely cheerful barbarous game of death; And 
Or whirPd in airy or into vacant chaff - This rage of pleaſure, which the reitleſs youth 1 1 
Shook waſte: and ſometimes, too, a burſt of rain, | Awakes, impatient, with the gleaming morn; trot 
Swept from the black horizon, broad deſcends | When beaſts of prey retire, that all night Lis 
In one continuous flood. Still over-head © long, Lxp 
The mingling tempeſt weaves its gloom, and Urg'd by Neceſſity, had rangꝰ' d the dark, Hle | 
ill As if their conſcious ravage ſkunn'd the light, Th 
The deluge deepent, till the fields around Aſham*d, Not ſo the ſteady tyrant Man, 390 wa 
Lie ſunk and flatted in the ſordid wave. 335 | Who, with the thoughtleſs inſolence of power 
Sudden the ditches ſwell, the meadows ſwim. Inſſam'd, beyond the mot infuriate wrath — 
Red from the hills innumerable ſtreams. Of the worſt monſter that e'er roam'd the On 
Tumultuous roar, and high above its banks waſte, = 
The river lift, before whoſe ruſhing tide | For ſport alone — the cruel chace, = 
Herds, flocks and harveſts, cottages and ſwains, | Amid the heamings of the gentle days. 305 Te 
Roll HO down; all that the winds had | Upbraid, ye raveniag Tribes! our wanton Wh 
| par d a rage, Ea 
In one wild moment ruin'd ; the big hopes For hunger kindles you, and law Eſs want; * 
And well. card treaſures of the painful year, But lavith ted, in Nature's bounty roll'd, . 
Fled to ſome eminence, the buſbandman, To joy at anguiſh, and delight in blood, Vic! 
Helple is, beholds the miſerable wreck 345 ls what your horrid boſoms never knew. 400 15 
Driving along: his drowning ox at once Poor is the triumph o'er the timid hare ! Th 
Deſcending, with his labours ſcatter'd round, Scar*'d from the corn, and now to ſome lore 
He ſees ; and iuſtaut oer his ſhivering thought ſeat . 
Comes Winter unprovided, and a train Retir'd; the ruſhy ſen, the ragged furze ; : 
Of claimant children dear. Ye Matters! then ? 5o | Stretch'd o'er the ſtony heath, the ſtubble Bl. 
Be mindful of the rough laborious hand chapt; \ 
That Fnks you ſoft in elegance and eaſe ; The thiily lawn, the thick-entangled broom ; 405 88 
Be mindful of thoſe limbs, in ruſſet clad, Of the ſame friendly hue the wither'd fern ; | 
Whoſe toil to yours is warmth and graceful | The fallow ground laid open to the ſun, 4 
pride; | 7 Coacodive ; and the nodding ſandy bank, . 
And, oh! be mindful of that ſparing board 355 Hung o'er the mazes of the mountaia brook : >[1 
Which covers yours with luxury profuſe, Vain is her bet precaution, thro? ſhe fits, 419 
Makes your laſs ſparkle and your ſeaſe Conccald, with folded cars, unſeeping eyes, Th 
rejoice! | | By Nature rais'd to take th' horizon in, Ac 
Nor erhelly demand what the deep rains And head couch'd cloſe betwixt her hairy feet, An 
And al'-involving winds have ſwept away. To 4& to ſpring away. The ſcented dew Sly 
Here the rude clamour of the ſportſman's | Betrays her early labyrioth ; and deep, 415 
- joy, : In ſcatter'd ſullen openings, far behind, See 
The zun falt-thunderivg, and the wiuded horn, With every breeze ſhe bears the ming ſtorm : | 


But nearer, and more ſrequent, as it loads 

The ſighing gale, ſhe ſprings amaz'd, and all 

The ſavage ſoul of Game is up at once: 420 

The 2 full opening, various; the fhrill 
oy | ' 


n 
Reſounded from the hills: the neighing ſteed, 
Wild for the chace; and the loud hunter's 
ſhout ;; "2M 1 
er a weak, har mleſs, lying creature,” all 
Mix'd in mad tumult and diſcordant joy. 425 
* ſtag, too, ſingled trom the herd, where 
cng | 
He rang'd the branchiag monarch of the 
ſhades, | | 
P-for2 the tempeſt drives, At firſt, in ſpeed, 
ie, ſprightly, puts his faith; aud, rous'd by 


fear, | 
Gives all his ſwift ac rial ſoul to flight. 420 
Againſt the breeze he darts, that way we 
more 


F 


To leave the leſſening murderous cry behind: 

Deception ſhort}, tho? ieeter than the winds 

Blown cer the keen air'd mountains by the 
North 

H burſts thro' tbe 
glades, Of 435 

And phinges deep into the willet wood; 

ff flow, yet ſure, adheſive to the track, 

Hot (teaming, up behind him come again 

Ti? inhuman rout, and from the ſhady depth 

Expel him, "circling thro? his every ſhift. 440 

He ſweeps the foreſt oft', and, ſobbing ſees 

The glades mild opening to the golden day, 

Where in kind conteſt with his butting 
friends 

He wont to ſtruggle, or his loves enjoy. 

Git in the full. deſeending flood he tries 445 

To loſe the feent, and lave his burning ſides; 

Oft' ſeeks the herd; the watchſul herd 
alar m'd, ä 

With ſelfiſh care avoid a brother's woe. 

What ſhall we do ? his once-ſo-vivid nerves, 

$9 full of buoyant ſpirit, now no more 450 

las 2 * the courſe, but fainting, breathleſs 
toil, © 

Ack, ſeizes on his heart: he Kand+ at bay, 

And pute his lat weak refuge in deſpair. 

The big round tears run down bis dappled 


tue thickets, glances 


i 


face; | 
He groans in anguiih, while the growling 
packs 455 


Blood. happy, hang at his fair jutting cheft, 
And mars his beauteous ehecquer'd fides with 
gore, / . 
Of this enough, But if the ſylvan youth, 
Whoſe fervent blood boils into violence, 
Muſt have the chaſe, bchold, deſpilag 
The rous'd-up lion, reſolute and flow, 
Advancing full on the protended ſpear, 
And coward=-band, that circling wheel aloof, 
Slunk from the cavern and the troubled 
wood, 


See the grim wolf! on him his ſhaggy foe 465 
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' Diſclo?dz; who knows the merits 


The tankards ſoam; and the ſtrong table 


449. 


Vindictive fix, and let the ruffian die; 
Cr, growling horrid, as the brindled boar 
Grins fell deitrucion, to the monſter's heart 
Let the dart lighten from the nervous arm. | 
Theſe Britain knows not. Give, ye Britons! ' 
then, 
Your ſportive fury, pitileſs, to | 
Looſe on the nightly robber of the fold 3 - 
Him from his craggy winding haunts un- 
earth'd, gd, 
Let all the thunder of the chaſe purſue, | 
Throw the broad ditch behind you; Oer the 
hedge 47s 
High- bound reſiſtleſs; nor the deep moraſs 
Refuſe, but thro' the ſhaking wilderneſs 
Pic}: your nice way: iuto the perilous flood: | 
Bear fearleſ:, of the raging intl inct full ; 1 
And as you ride the torrent, to the banks 480 
Your triumph ſound ſonorous, running round 
From rock to rock, in circling echos toſt ; 
Then ſcale the mountains to their woody 


tops, * 
— the dangerous ſteep, and oer the 
wu, 9 660 
In faocy ſwailowing up the ſpace between, 48s 
Pour all your fpeed into the rapid game 3 
For happy be who tops the wheeling chaſe, 
Has every maze evolv'd, and every guile | 
of the 
ack s . 


Who fw the villain ſciz'd, and dying hard, 450 
Without complaiat, tho? by an hundred 
mouths | 
Relentleſs torn : O, glorious he, beyond 
His daring peers ! when the retreating horn 
Calls them to ghoſily halls of grey renown, 
With woodland honours grac'd; the fox's 
fur, ' 495 
Depending decent from the roof, and, ſpread 
Round the drear walls, with antique figures 
fierre, . f 
The ſtag's large front; be then is loudeſſ 
heard, 
When the night ſtaggers with ſeverer toile, 
With feats Theſſalian Centaurs never knew, 50 
And their repeated wonders ſhake the dome. 
But firſt the fuePd chimney blazes wide: 
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groans | 
Beneath the ſmokiag ſirloin, ftretch'd im- 
meaſe | 
From ſide to fide, in which, with deſperate 
knife, 50S 


They deep inciſion make, and talk the while 
Of England's glory, ne%cr to be defac*d 
While heace they borrow vigour z or amain 
Tnto the paſty plung'd at intervals, . 
If ſtomach keen can intervals allow, 310 
Relating all the glories of the chaſe, 
Then ſated Hunger bids his brother Thirſt 
Produce the mighty bowl ; the mighty bowl, 
SwelPd bigh with fiery juige, ftcams liberal 
round, 


A potent gale, delieious as tue breath 515 
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430 


Of Maia to the love-fick ſhepherdeſ;, 

On violets diffus d, while ſoſt ſhe hears 

Her panting ſhepherd ſtealing to her arme. 

Nor wanting is the brown October, drawn, 

Mature and perfect, from his dark retreat 520 

Of thirty years: and now his honeſt front 

Flames in the light refulgent, not afraid 

E'en with the vineyards bet produce to vie. 

To cheat the thirſty moments, Whit a while 

Walks bis dull round, beneath à cloud of 
ſmoke, 325 

Wreath'd, fragrant, from the pipe; or the quick 

dice 


In thunder leaping from the box, awake 
The ſounding gammon: while romp-loving 
miſs. 


Is haul'd about in gaVantry robuſt. 

At laſt theſe puling idlenefies laid 530 

Aſide, frequent and full, the dry divan 

Cloſe in firm circle, and fet ardent in 

For ſerions drinking. Nor evaiion fy, - 

Nor ſober ſhift, is ts the puking wretch 

Indulgd apart; but earneſt brimmiug bowls 525 

Lave every ſon}, the table ficating round, 

And pavement, faithlefs to the fuddled foot., 

Thus as they fwim in mutual fwill, the talk, 

Vociferous at once frotn twenty tongues, 

Reels fait from theme to theme; from horſes, 

pe bbunds, * . . L 

To church or miſtreſs, pol. tics or ghoſt, 541 

In endleſs mazes, intricate, perplex'd. 

Mean-time, with ſudden interruption, loud 

The — — catch burſts from the joyous 

 heafts ? | 

That moment touch'd is every kindred ſoul, 545 

And opening ia a full- mouth cry of joy, 

The laugh, the flap, the jocund curic, go 

round, 

While, from their ſlumbers hook, the kennel'd 

hounds | 

Mix in the muſic of the day again. . 

As when the tempeſt, that bas vex'd the 
559 


The dark night long, with fainter murmurs 


falls, 
So, gradual, finks their mirth, Their feeble 
tongues, r 5 
Unable to make up the cumbrous word, 
Lie quite dilolv'd. Before their maudlin 
eyes 
Seen ira and blue, the double tapers dauce, 555 
Like the ſun wading thro? the mitty fly. 
Then ſliding ſoft, they drop, Confus'd above, 
Glaſſes and bottle, pipes and gizetteers, 
As if the table &en itſelf was drunk, 
Lie a wat bro! en ſcene : and wide below 660 
15 heap'd the ſocial laughter: where aftride 
The lubber Power in filthy triumph Gts, _ 
Slumbrous, indliniog fil from ſde to de, 

And ſteeps them drench'd in poteht flcep till 
mow, 
Perhaps ſome doctor, of tremendous paunch, 565 

Awiul and deep, a black abyſs of drink, 
Outlives them all, and from his bury'd flock 
R-tiring, full of rumination ſad, 

Lazcrts the weakaeſs of theſe latter times, 


% 
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But if the rougher ſex by this terte ſport 5*6 


| Is hurried wild, Jet not ſueh horrid joy 


E*er ftain the boſom! of the Britiſh Fair, 
Far be the ſpirit of the ebuſe from them! 
Uncomely courage, unbeſeeming fill; 
To ſpring the fence, to rein the prancicg 
ſeed; | n 73 
The cap, the whip, the maſculine attire, y 
In which they roughen to the fenſe, and all 
The winning ſoftneſs bf their ſex is loft.” 
In them tis grareful to diſſdlve at woe 3; 
With every motion, every word, to wave 5% 
Quick or the kindling cheek the ready bluſh, 
Aud from the ſmalleft violence to ſhrink 
Unequal, then the lovelieſt in their fears; 
And by this ſdent adulation, ſoft, BY 


| To their protect ion more engaging man, 383 


O may the ir eyes no miſerable ght, 

Save weeping lovers, fee ! a nobler game 

* love's enchanting wiles purſu%d, yet 
fied, 

In ebafe ambiguous. May their tender lim 

Float in the looſe fimplicity of dreſs! * 599 

And, faſhion'd all to harmony, alone 

Know they to ſeize the captivated ſoul, 

In tapture warbled from love=breathir'g lips; 


To teach the lute to languith ; with ſmooth 


ſtep, 

Diſeloſmg motion in its every chatm, 595 

To ſwim along, and ſwell the mazy dance; 

To train the foliage oer the ſnowy lawn; 

| To gulde the pencil; turn the tumeful page; 

To lend new flavour to the fruitful year, 

And beighten Nw'ure's © Gainties : in their 
race C00 

To rear their graces into ſecond life; 

lo give ſecicty its highett taſte ; 

Well-order'd home man's beſt deligbt to 
make; 
And by ſubmiſſive wiſdom, modeſt [: ill, 
Wizh every gentle care-cluding art Cog 

To raiſe the virtues, animate the bliſs, 

And ſwecten all the toils of human life; 

This be the female dignity and praiſe! 

Ve swains! now haſten to the hazel ban k, 

Where down yon? dale the wildly wWiudling 
brook 


| Falls hoarſe from fteep to fteep. In cloſe 


arrays 

Fit for the thickets, and the tangling ſhrub, 
Ye Virgins! come: for you their lateft ſong 
The woodlands 'raife ; the cluſtering nuts for 


611 


you 
The lover finds amid the ſecret ſhade, 615 
And, where they burniſh on the topmoſt 
bough, 


With active vigour cruſhes down the tree, 

Or ſtakes them ripe from the reſiguiug huk 3; 

A gloſſy ſhower, and of an ardent brown, 

As are the ringlets of Melinda's hair; 62 

Melinda! ſorm'd with every grace complete, 

Yet theſe neglecting, above beauty wiſe, 

And far tranſcending ſuch a vulgar praiſe, 
Hence from the buly joy-reſvunding fields, 

In cheeriul error let us tread the maze 625 

Of Autumn vaconſ'd, and taſte, revivd, 


570 


50g 
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. The hreath of orchard big with bending ſruit. 


Ohedient to the breeze and beating ray, 

From the deep-loaded bough a mellow ſhower 

inceſſant melts away, The juicy pear 630 

Lies, in a ſolt profuſion, ſcatter*d round. 

A various ſweetneſs ſwell the gentle race, 

By Nature's all-refining band prepar'd, 

Cf temper'd ſun and water, earth and air, 

In ever-changiag compoſition mixt. 635 

Such falling trequent thro? the chiller night, 

The fragrant ſtores, the wide projected heaps 

Or apples, which the lutty-handed Year, 

Innumerous, oer,the bluſhing orchard thakes. 

A various fpirit, freſh, delicious, keen 640 

Dwells in their gelid poresz and active, 
points 

The piercing cyder for the thirſty tongue: 

Thy native theme, and boon inſpirer, too, 

Phillips! Pomona's bard ; the ſecond thou 

Who nobly durſt, in rhy me-unfetter*d verſe, 645 

With Britiſh freedom, ſing the Britiſn ſong; 

Haw, from Silurian vats high ſparkling wines 

Foam in tranſparent floods; ſome ſtrong, to 
cheer 

The wintry revels of the labouring hind ; 

And taſteful ſome, to cool the ſummer-hours. 650 

In this glad ſeaſon, while his ſweeteſt beams 

The ſuns thed equal o'er the meekenꝰd day, 

Oh loſe me in the green delightful walks 

Of, Doddington ! thy ſeat, ſerene and plain, 

Where fimple Nature reigns, and every view, 

Diftufivg, ſpreads the pure Dorſetian downs 

In cout proſpect, yonder ſhagg'd with 


w , ; 
Here rich with harveſt, and there white with 
flocks ! 
Mean-time the grandeur of thy lofty dome, 
Far-ſplendid, ſeizes on the raviſtod eye. 66 
New beauties fiſe with each revolving day, 
OG ſwell; and ſtill the freſh Spring 
nds 
New plants to quicken and new groves to green. 
Full of thy genius all, the Muſes? ſeats 
Where in the ſecret bower and winding wall, 66 5 
For virtuous Young and thee they twine the bay; 
Here wand'ring oft”, fir'd with the reſtleſs tuirſt 
Of thy applauſe, I ſolitary court 
TH ialpiring breeze, and meditate the Book 
Of Nature, ever open; aiming thence, 670 
War m from the heart, to learn the moral ſong. 
Here, as I ſteal along the ſunny wall, 
Where Autumn baſks, with fruit empurpled | 


deep, 

My pleaſing theme continual prompts my 
thought, a | 

Freſents the downy peach, the ſhining plum, 675 

The ruddy, fragrant nectarine, and dark, . 

Bencath his ample leaf, the luſcious fig, 

[he vine, too, here her curling tendrils ſhoots, 

Hangs o'er her cluſters glowing to the ſouth, 

And ſcarcely wiſhes for a warmer ſky. 630 

Turu we a momont Fancy's rapid flight 

To vigorous ſoils, and climes of fair extent, 

* nere, by the potent ſun elated, high 

The vineyard ſwells refulgent on the Gay, 
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Spreads o'er the vale, er up the mountain 
climbs, x) 

Proſuſe, and drinks among the ſunny rocks, 
From elitt to cliff increas'd, the heighten'd blaze? 
Low bend the weighty boughs ; the cluſters clear, 
Half thro? the foliage ſeen, or ardeat flame, 
Or ſhine traniparent; while PerſeQion breataes 
White oer the turgeut film the living dew. 
As thus they brighten with exalted juice, ' 
Foucl'd into flavour by the mingling ray, 
The rural youth aad virgins oer the field, 
Eacls fond for each to cull the Autumnal _ 

prime, 695 
Exulting rove, and ſpeak the vintage nigh. 
Then comes the cruſting ſwaia; the 

floats | 
And foams unbounded with the maſhy flood, 
That by degrees fermented and red, = 
Round the rais'd nations pours the cup of joy; 700 
The claret ſmooth, red as — G 
In ſparkling fancy, while we drain the bowl; 
The mellow taſted Burgundy, and, quick _ 
As is the wit it gives, the gay — 

Now, by the cool declining year condens'd, © 
Deſcend the copious exhalations, check d | 
As up the middle &y unſcen they ſtole, 

And roll the doubling fogs around the hill. | 
No more the mountain, horrid, vaſt, ſublime, - 
Who pours a ſweep of rivers from his ſides, 716 
And high between contending kingdom rears 
The rocky long divifion, fills the view 
With great variety; but in a night 
Of gathering vapour, from the baffled ſenſe © + 
Sinks dark and dreary ; thence expanding far, 71 5 
The huge duſk, gradual, ſwallows up the plain. 
Vaniſh the woods; the dim-ſeen river ſeems 
Sullen and flow, to roll the miſty wave. 
Veil in the height of noon oppreſs*d, the ſun 
Sheds weak, and blunt, his wide refrad ed ray; 
Whence glaring oft', with many a broaden'd 
orb 
He frights the nations. Indifſtin@ on earth, 
deen thro the turbid air, beyond the life 
Objects appar; and, witder'd, o%er the waſte 
The ſhepherd Ralks gigantic; till at lat, 725 
Wreath'd dun around, in deeper circles ſtill 
Succeſſive cloting, ſits the general fog 
Unbounded o er the world, and mingling thick, 
A fermlofs grey confubon covers l. nba 
As when of od (ſo ſung the Hebrew bard) 739 
Light uncullected thro? the chaos urg* dl. . 
Its infant way, nor order yet had drawn 
His lovely train from out the dubious gloom. 

Theſe roving mitts, that coatlant now begin 
To ſmoke along the hilly country, theſe, 235 
With weighty rains and melted Alpine fnows, . 
The mountaia=cifterns £1, thoſe ample ſtores 


| Of water, ſebop'd among the hollow rocks, 


Whence guth the ftreams, the ceaſeleſs fountain; 
lay - 3 

And their unfailing wealth the rivers draw. 740 

Some ſages ſay, that where the numerous wave 

For ever laſpes the reſounding fore, | 

DrilPd thro? the ſandy ſtratum, every way 

The waters with the fandy Rratum rite, 
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Amid whoſe angles infuitely ſtrain'd, 545 

They joyful leave their jaggy ſalts behind, 

And clear and ſwee ten as they ſoak along: 

Nor ſtops ihe reſtleſs fluid, mounting ſtill, 

The? oſtꝰ amidſt th? irriguous vale it ſprings, 

But to the mountain courted by the iaud, 750 

That leads it darkling on in faithful mz, 

Far from the parent- main it boils again 

Freſh into day, and all the glittering hill 

Is bright with ſpouting rills. But hence this 
vain... 

Amußve dream! why mould the waters love 755 

To take ſo far a journey to the hills, 

When the ſweet valleys offer to their toil 

Inviting quiet and a nearer bed? 

Or if, by blind Ambition led aſtray, 

They, muſt aſpire, why ſhould they ſudden ſtop 

Among the broken mountains ruſty dells, 761 

And, ere they gain its higheſt peak, deſert 


L:t the dire Andes, from the radiant line 
&tretch'd to the ſtormy ſeas that thu: der round 
The ſouthern pole, their bideous deeps unfold ! 
Amazing feene! Behold ! the glooms diſclole ; 
I ſee the rivers in their infant beds 806 
Derp, deep 1 hear them, lab'ring to get free! 

I {ce the leaning ſtrata, artful rang'd 3 

The gaping ſiſſures io receive the rains, 

The melting ſnows, and cver-dripping ſogs. $19 
Strow'd biulous above, | ſee the ſands, 

The pebbly gravel next, the layers then 

Of mingled moulds, of more retentive earths, 
The gutter'd rocks, and mazy-runviug elefts, 
"That while the itcaling moiſture they tranſmit, 


Beneath th inccfant weeping of theſe drains, 

I ſee the rocky ſiphons ftretc'd immenſe, 

The mighty reſervoirs, of hardened chalk, 

Cr {tif{-compatted elay, capacious forny'd, 826 


Th' attractive fand, that char uod their courſe ſo Ce rfiow ing thence, the congregated ftorcs, 


long ? | 

Beſides, the hard agglomerating ſalts, 
The ſpoil of ages, would impervious choke 6 
Their ſecret channels, or, by flow degrees, 
High as the hills protrude the ſwelling vales : 
Old Ocean, too, ſuck'd thro? the porous globe, 
Had long ere now forſook his horrid bed, 

And brought Deucalion's wat'ry times again. 570 

Say, then, where lurk the vaſt eternal ſprings 

That, like Creating Nature, lie concea}% 

From mortal eye, yet with their laviſh ſtores 
Refreſh the globe and all its joyous tribes ? | 
© they perrading Genius! gives to man 775 
Ta trace the ſecrets of the dark aby1s, 

O lay the mountains bare! and wide diſplay 
Their hidden ſtructure to th? aſtoniſhd view: 
Strip from the Lranching Alps their picy load, 
The huge incumbrance of horrihke woods 780 
From Afan Taurus, from Imaus ſtreteh'd 
Athwart the roviag Tartar's fullea bounds! 

Give opening He mus to my ſearching eye, 

And high Olympus, pouring many a tiream, 

O, from the {qurding ſummits of the North, 785 
The Dofrine hills, thro' Scandinavia roll'd 

To fartheſt Laplard and the ſrozen main; 
From lofty Caucaſus, far-feen by thoſe 

Who in the Caſpian au black Enxine toil; 

From cpld Riphean rocks, which the wild Ruſs 
Believe the ſtony girdle®# or the world; 791 
Kad all the dreadful mountains, wrapt in ſtorm, 
Wherce wide Siberia draws her lonely floods, 

O ſweep ti eternal ſno s! Huvg or the deep, 
That ever works beneath his ſounding baſe, 795 
Fig Atlas, propping heaven, as poets feign, 

Fits ſubtcrrancaa wonders ſpread! unveil 

The miny caverns, blazing on the day, 

Cf Abyſſinia's cloud- compelling clit s, 
And of the hending Mountains of the Moon! “ 
C*ertoppiag all theſe giaut-ſons of earth, 801 


* The Muſcexites call tie Rithean meuntains 
Meili Crmenypoys, that 'r, The great Her girdle, 
Beenuſe they fu tefe (hem te ercereſi the whole earth 

f A range of meuntairs i: Africa, that ſurround 
«lmaſft ell Mor ometupa, | | 


The eryſtal treaſures o. the liquid world, 

Thro? the ſtirr'd ſands a bubbling paſſage burſt, 
And, ſwelling out, around the middle ſteep, 

Or from the botton:s of the boſom'd hills, 825 
Ia pure efful.on flow. United, thus, 

TW exbaling ſun, the vapour-burden'd air, 

The gelid mountains that, to rain condens'd, 
Theſe vapours in continual current draw, 

And ſend them ver the far-divided earth ze 
In bounteous rivers to the deep again, 

A ſocial commerce. hold, and firm ſupport 

The full-adjuſted harmony of things. 

When Autumu ſcatters his departing Fleams, 
Warr'd of approachivg Winter, gathered, play 
The ſwallow people, and, toſs'd wide around, 
Cer the calm tky, in convolution ſw ift, 

The feather'd eddy floats, rejoicing once 

Ere to their wintry lumbers they retire, 

In clufiers clung, beneath the mouldering bank, 

And where, unpierc'd by froſt, the cavern 
ſweats, 841 

Er rather into warmer climes convey'd, 

With other kindred birds of ſcaſon, there 

They twitter cheerful, till the vernal months 

Invite them welcome back; for, thronging, now 

Innumerous wings are in eommotion all. 

Where the Khiae loſes his majeſtic force 
In Belgian plains, won from the ragiug deep, 
By diligence amazing, and the ſtroug 
Unennquerable hand of Liberty, 850 
The Hork-aſſæmbly meets, for many a day 
Conſulting Ceep ard various, ere they take 
Their arduous voyage thro! the liquid {ky : 
| And now their route defign?d, their leaders 


| 


1 choſe, | 
Their tribes adjuſted, clean'd their vigorous 
wings, 855 


And many a circle, many a ſhort eſſay, 
WheePd round and round, in congregation full 
The figur'd flight aſcends, and, riding bigh 
The aerial billows, mixes with the clouds. 
Or where the Northern ocean, in vaſt whirls, 
Boils round the naked melancholy iſles 
Of fartheſt Thule, and the Atlantic ſurge 
Peurs in among the ftermy Hebrides; 


Retard its motion, aud forbid its waſte, + 816 
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bo can recount what tranſmigrations there 
Are annual made ? what nations come and go? 
Ad how the living clouds on clouds ariſe ? 866 
Intinite wings! till all the plume dark air, 

And rude reſounding ſrore, are one wild cry, 

Here the plain, harmleſs native his ſmall flock, 
And herd diminutive, of many hues, $79 
Tends on the little iſland's verdant ſwell, 

The ſhepherd's ſea-girt reign; or to the rocks 

Dire-elinging, gathers his evarious food; 

Or ſweeps the fiſhy ſhore ; or treafures up 

he plumage, rifing full, to form the bed 875 

Of Luxury: and here a while the Muſe, 

High hovering o'er the broad cerulean ſcene, 

dees Caledonia in romantic view ; 

Her airy mountains, from the waving main 

lu veſſed with a keen ditiufive ſky, + - $90 

Breathing the ſoul acute; her foreſts huge, 

Incult, robuſt, and tall, by Nature's had 

Planted of ald ; her azure lakes between, 

Pour'd out extenſive, aud of wat'ry wealth 

Full; winding deep, and green, her fertile vales; 

With many a cool tranſlucent brimming flood 896 

Wait:*d lovely from the Tweed, (pure parent- 
ſtream, ; 

Whoſe paſtoral banks firſt heard my Doric 
reed, . 

With, ſylvan Jed! thy tributary brook,) 

To where the north inflated tempeſt foams 890 

Oer Orca's or Betubium's higheſt peak: : 

Nurſe of a people, in Mifforture's ſchool 

Traia'd up to hardy deeds ; ſoon viſited 

By Learnivg, when before the Gothic rage ; 

che took her weſtern flight. Amanly race, 895 

Of unſubmitting ſpirit, wiſe and brave, 

ho (till thro? bleeding ages ſtruggled hard 

(As well unhappy Wallace can atteſt, 

Great patriot- ! ill-requited chief!) 

To hold a generous undimiciſh'd fate; goo 

Too much, in vaiu! heuce of unequal bounds 

Impatient, and by tempting glory borne 

Cer every land, tor every land their life 

Has flow“ profuſe, their piercing genius plann'd, 

1 


And ſwell'd the pomp of peace their faithful 
toil ; 

As from their own clear North, in radiant 
ſtreams, | 


Bright over Europe burſts the Boreal Morn, 

Oh! is there not ſome patriot, in whoſe power 
That beſt, that godlike luxury is plac'd, | 
Of ble Ting thouſands, thouſands yet unborn, 910 
Thro? late poſterity ? ſome, large of ſoul, | 
To cheer dejected Induftry ? to give 
A double harveſt to the pining ſwain, 

Ard teach the labouring hind the ſweets of 
tail? 

How by the fineſt art the native robe 915 

To weave; how, white as hyperborean ſnow, 

To form the 4ncid lawn; with venturous oar 

How to daſh wide the billow 3 nor look on, 

dhamefully paſſive, while Batavian fleets 

Defraud us of the glittering ᷣnny ſwarms 920 

That heave our fritbs, and crowd upon our 
ſhores 3 

tow all-enlirening Trade to rouſe, and wing 

Tue proſperous ſail from every growing port, 


453 


Uninjur'd, round the ſea-incircled globe; 
And thus iu ſoul united as in name, 926 
Bid Britain reign the miſtreſs of the deep ! 

Yes, _ are ſuch. And full on thee, 

Ar . 8 

Her hope, r ſtay, her darling, and her boaft, 
From her firſt patriots and her heroes ſprung, 
Thy fond imploring Country turns her eye ; 930 
In thee, with all a mother's triumph, ſees 
Her every virtue, every grace combin'd, 
Her genius, wiſdom, her engaging turn, 
Her pride of honour, and her courage try'd, - 
Calm, and intrepid, in the very throat 935 
Of ſulphurꝰous War, on Teniers? dreadful field. 
Nor leſs the palm of Peace inwreathes thy 


brow 3 
For, powerful as thy ſword, from thy rich tongue 
Perſuaſion flows, and wins the high debate; 
While mixt ia thee combine the charm of youth, 
The force of manhood, and the depth of age. ; 
Thee, Forbes ! too, whom every worth attends, 
As Truth ſincere, as weeping Friendſhip kind; 
Thee, truly generous, and in filence great, 
Thy country ſeels thro? her reviving arts, 943 
Plann'd by thy wiſdom, by thy ſoul inform'd ; 
And ſeldom has ſhe known a friend like thee, 
But ſee the fading many-colour'd woods, 
Shade deepening over ſhade, the country round 
Imbrown; a eruwded umbrage, duſk, and dun, 
Of every hue, from wan-dzclining green 95· 
To ſooty dark. Theſe now the loneſome Muſe, 
Low-whiſpering, lead into their leaf-ftrown 
walks, * ; 5 
And give the Seaſon in its lateſt viex. 
Mean time, light-ſhadowing all, a ſober calm 
Fleeces unbouxded æther, whoſe leaſt wave 965 
Stands tremulous, uncertain where to turn 
The gentle current; while illumin'd wide, 
The dewy- c irted clouds imbibe the ſun, 
And thro? their lucid veil his ſoftned force 960 
Shed ofer the peaceſul world, Then is the 
time | 9 
For thoſe whom Wiſdom and whom Nature 
charm, 1 
To ſteal themſelves from the degewrate crowd, 
And ſoar above this little ſcene of things; 
To tread low-thoughted Vice beneath their feet, 
To ſoothe the throbbing Paſſions into peace, g66 
And woo lane Quiet in her filent walks. 
Thus ſolitary, and in penſwe guiſe, 
Oft let me wander o'er the ruſſet mead, 
Aud — the ſadden'd grove, where ſcarce is 
hea A 
One dying ftrala to cheer the woodman's toil. 951 
Haply ſome widow?d ſongſter pours his plaint, 
Far, in faint warblings, thro? the tawny copie : 
While congregated thruſhes, linets, larks, 
And each wild throat, whoſe artleſs ſtrains ſo late 
SwelPd all the muſie of the ſwarming ſhades, 976 
Robbꝰ d of their tuneful ſouls, now ſhivering fit 
On the dead tree, a full deſpondent flock, 


With not a brightneſs waving o'er their plumes, 


And nought fave ſcattering difcord in their note. 
O let not, ainrd from ſome inhuman eye, 981 
The gun the muſic of the coming year 


4 


Deſtroy ; and harmleſs, unſuſpecting harm, 
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Lay the weak tribes a wiſerable prey, . 
In mingled murder, fluttering on the graund ! 
The pale deſgending year, yet pleaſing till, 
gontler mood iuſpires z for now the leaf 
oe ſſant ruſtles from the mournful grove, 
Ofp' ttartling ſugh as, fudious, walk below, 
And "my ciroles thro? the wav ing air. 990 
Rut ſhaukl a quicker hreeze amid the boughs 
Sab, o'er the ſky the leafy deluge ſtreams, 
Till, chok/d and matted with the dreary ſhower 
The ſoreſt-walks, at every riling gale, 
Roll mor the wither'd waſte, and whiſtle 
bleak. | 
Flad is the blaſted verdure of. the fields, 
And, ſtwunk into their beds, the flowery 
race 
Their ſunny robes roſgn : even what remain'd 
Of frironger fruits falls from the oaked tree, 
And wonels, fichds, gardens, orchards, all around 
The deſalated proſpect thrills the ioul. | 
He comes! he comes! in every breeze the 
Power 8 
Of Philoſaphic Melancholy comes! 
His near approceh the fudden-ſtarting tear, 
The glowing cheek, the mild - dejected air, 1005 
The ſaſtoned feature, and the beating haart, 
Pierc'd deep with many a virtuous pang, de- 


ehre, . | 
O'er all:the ſoul his ſacred influence breathes, 
Inflames imagination, thro! the breaſt 
Infuſes tvery tenderneſs, and. far 1010 
Boyand dim earth exalts the ſwelling thought. 
en thouſand thouſand fleet ideas, ſuch 
As never mingled-with the vulgar dream, 
Crow: faft into the Minds creative eye. 
As faſt the correſpondent paſſians riſe, 1015 
As varied, and as high: devotion raise 
To rapture and divine aſtoniſhment ; 
The love.of Nature unconfin'd, and, chief 
Of human race, the large ambitious wiſh 
Ta make them bleft: the sgh for. ſuffering 
1 Worth 1020 
Loft in qhſcurity; the noble ſcorn 
Of tyrant- pride; the fearleſs great reſalve: 
The wander which the dying patriot draws, 
Infpiring glory thre? remateR time; 
Tir awabened throb fer virtue and for fame: 
The ſpmpathies of love and friendſſ ip dear, 1026 
With all the ſocial oflspring of the heart. 
Oh bear we, then, to vaſt embowering 
ſhades, 
To twilight groves and vißonary vales, 
To weeping zrottos and prophetic gloome, 1030 
Where angel-forms athwart the ſole mn duſk = 
Tremendous fweep, or ſeem to ſweep, along, 
Ad vaices more than human, thro? the void 
Deep ſrnding, ſeize th? enthubaſtic car! 
Gr is this gloom too. much | Then lead, ye 
Pewers !. 
That o'er the garden and the rural ſeat 1536 
Pre'de, which ſhining thro? the cheerful land 
Ja countleſs numbers bloſt Britannia ſces, 
O lead me to the wide extended walks, 
The fair majoftic paradiſe of Stowe l 1940 


* The ſect of the. Lord giſteurt Cobham, 


Not Perfian Cyrus, on Ionia's ſhore, 

Eer ſaw ſuch ſylvan ſcenes ; ſuch various art 

By Genius fir*d, ſuch ardent genius tam'd 

By cool judicious Art, that in the ſtrife 

All beautenys Nature fears to be outdone, 1045 
And there, O Pitt ! thy country's early boaſt, 
There let me. fit beneath the ſhelter'd ſlopes, 

Or in that temple where, in future times, 
Thou well halt. merit a diftinguith'd name; 
And, with thy converſe bleſt, catch the laſt 


ſmiles | 
Of Autumn beaming o'er the yellaw woods. 
While there with th' enchauted round | 
walk, | 
The regulated wild, gay Faney then | 
Will tread in thought the groves of Attic land; 
Will, from thy ſtandard tafte, refine her own, 
Correct her pencil to the pureſt truth 1056 
Of Nature, or the unimpaſfion*d ſhades 
Forſaking, raiſe it to the human mind. 
Or if hereafter ſte, with juſter hand, 
Shall drag the Tragic ſcene, inſtruct her, thou, 
To wark the varied movements of the heart, 
What every decent character requires, | 
Aud every paſſion ſpeaks : O thro? her ſtrain 
Breathe thy pathetic elaquence ! that moulds 
Th' attentive Senate, charms, perſuades, exalts; 
Of honeſt Zeal th' indignaut light'ning throws, 
And ſhakes Corruption on her veval throne, 
While thus we talk, and thre? Elyfan vales 
Delighted rove, perhaps a ſigh eſcapes : 
What pity, Cobham! thou thy verdant files 1990 
Of orderꝰd trees ſhould here inglorious range, 


Inftead of ſquadrons flaming ver the field, 


And long embattled hoſts l when the proud foe, 

The faithleſs vain diſturber of mankind, 

In ulting Gaul, has rons'd the world to war; 1075 

When keen, once more, within their bounds to 
preſs : 

Thoſe poliſh'd robbers, thoſe ambitious faves, 

The Britiſh youth would hail thy wiſe com- 
mand, . 

Thy temper'd ardour, and thy veteran {il}. 

The weſtern ſun withdraws the fhorten'd day, 

And humid Evening, gliding o'er the ſky, 1081 

In her chill progrets, to the ground condensd 

The vapour throws, Where creeping waters 
6022, 5 

Where marſh ea ſtagnate, and where rivers wind, 

Clulter the rollipg togs, and ſwim along 108; 

The duſky-mantled lawn, Meanwhile the 
moon, | 

Full- orbꝰd, and hreaking thro? the ſcatter'd cloud:, 

Shows her broad vifage in the crirafon'd eaſt. 

Furn'd to the ſun dirs, her ſpotted diſk, 

Where mountains riſe, unbrageous ales del- 

cend, 9 95 | 

And caverns deep, as optio tube defcries, - 1091 

A ſmaller earth, gives 1% his blaze again, 

Void of its flame, and ſheds a ſofter day. 

Now thre? the paſſing oloud ſhe ſeems to floop, 

Now up the pure cerulean rides ſublime. 1£95 

Wide the pale deluge foats, and ſtreaming mild 

O'er the &y*%d mountain to the ſhadowy vale, 


+ Tre temple of Virtue in Steue- Gardens, 
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While rocks and floods refle& the quivering 
leam, | 

The Sbale u whitehs with a boundbeſs ide 
Of filver radiance; trembling round the world, 
But, when half blotted from the ky, her light, 
Fainting, pertnits the Rarry fires to burn 
With keenor hiſtre throꝰ the depth of heaven, 
Or near extinet her deadened orb appears, 
And ſcares appears, of fickly beamlefe white, 10g 
Ott, in this ſeaſon, filent from the North 
A blaze of meteors ſhoots : enfweeping firſt 
The low (ies, they all at once converge 
High to the crown of heaven, and all at once 
Relapſing quick, as quickly reafeend, 
And mix and thwart, extinguiſh and renew, 
All zther courfing in a maze df light. 

From look to look, contagious thro he crowd 
The panie runs, and into wondrous ſhapes 
The appearance throws: armies in meet array, 
Throng'd with serial ſpears and ſteeds of fire, 
Till the long lines of full- extended war, 
In bleeding fight commixt, the ſanguine flood 
Rolls a broad ſlaughter oer the plains of hea- 

ven. 1 8 
As thus they ſean the viſonary ſcene, 
On all des ſwells the ſuperftitious din, 
Incontinent, and buſy Frenzy talks 
Of blood and battle, cities overttirn'd, 
And late at niglit in ſwallowing earthquake 
ſunk, 

Or hideous wrapt in ferce aſcending flame ; 1125 
Of fallow famine, inundation, ſterm; 


i1re 


1120 


Of peftilence, and every great diſtreſs: 


Empires ſubvers'd, When ruling Fate has ſtruek 
The unalterable hour : e' en Nat ure's ſelf 
Idee md to totter'on the brink of time. 
Not ſo the man of philoſopliie eye, 
And inſpect ſage ; the waving brightneſs he 
Curious ſurveys, inquiſitive to know 
The cauſes and materials, yet unfx'd, 
Cf this appearauge, beautiful and new. 
Now black and deep the night begins to fall, 
A ſhade immenſe. Sunk in the quenching 
gloom, 

Maguiſicent and vaſt, are heaven and earth. 
Order confounded lies; all Beauty void; 
Diſtinction loſt : and gay Variety 
One univerſal blot : ſuch the fair power 
Of Light to kindle and create the whole. 
Drear is the fate of the benighted wretch, 
Who then, be wilder'd, wanders thro? the dark, 
Full of pale fancies and chimeras huge; 1145 
Nor viſited by one directive ray 
From cottage ftreaming or from airy hall, 
Perhaps impatient as he ſtumbles on, 

Struck from the root of flimy ruſhes, blue 
The wildfre ſcatters round, or, gather'd, trails 
A length of flame deceitful o%er*th2 moſs, 1151 
Whither*decoy*d by the fantaſtic blaze, 

Now loſt and now renew'd, he inks abſorpt, 
Rider and horſe, amid the miry gulpb; 

While ſtill, from diy to'day, his pining wife 
Aud plaiative children his return await, 1156 
In wild conjecture loſt. At other times, 

Sent by the better Genius of the Night, 

nnoxious, gl-aming on the hurſe's maue, 
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The meteor fs, and ſhews the narrow path 1156 
That, 8 leads thro! pits. of d*ath, or 


cue 
Inſtructs him how to take the dangerous ford. 
* Tengthenetf nigint elaps'd, the moruiug 
ines 2 
Serene, in all her dewy beauty bright, 
Unfolting fair the laſt Autumnal diy, its 
And now the mounting ſun diſpels the ug; 
The rigid hoar-freft melts before his bram ;- 
And, hung on ertry fpray, on every blode 
Of graſs, the myriad dew-drops twinkle round. 
Ah ſee where robb'd, and murder*, in that 
pit 1170 
Lies the All heaving hive ! at evening fonteh'a,. 
Benrath the cloud of guilt concealing night, 
And fd oer fulphur, while, not | us ill, 
The happy people in their waren cells 
Sut tending public carts, and planning ſchemes 
Of temperance, for Winter poor, rejoic*t 1156 
To matk, full-flowing round, ir copious 
ſtores. a 
Sutiden the dark oppreffive ſteam aſcends, 
And, us'd to milder ſcents, the tender race, 
By thouſande, tumble from their honey?d domes, 
Convolv'd, and agonizing in the duſt. 1181 
And was it then for this you roam'd the Spring, 
Intent from flower to flower? for this you toll, 
Ceaſcleſs, the burning Summer- beats away? 
For this in Autumn fearch'd the blooming waſte, 
Nor loft one funny gleam? for this ſad fate? 
O Man! tyrannic lord! how long, how long 
Shall proftrate Nature groan beneath your rage, 
Awaiting renovation ? When oblig'd, 
Muſt you deftroy ? Of their ambroſal food 1192 
Can you not borrow, and, in juſt return, 
Afford them ſhelter from the wintry winds ; _ 
Or, as the ſharp year pinches, with their own 
Again regale them on ſome ſmiling day ? 
See where the ſtony bottom of their town 1195 
Looks deſolate and wild, with here and there 
A helplefs number, who the ruin'd ftate 
Survive, lamenting weak, caft out to death. 
Thus a proud city, populous and rich, 
Full of the works of peace, and high in joy, 1:05 
At theatre or feaſt, or ſunk in ſleep, , 
(As late, Palermo! was thy fate,) is ſeiz'd 
By ſome dread earthquake, and conviifive hurl 'd 
Sheer from the black foundation, ſteach<involy?d, 
Into a gulph of blue fulphureous Fame. 12035 
Hence every harſher fght! for now the day, 
O' er heaven and earth diffus'd, grows warm and 
high, 
Infinite ſplendour! wide inveſting all, 
How ill the breeze! ſave what the filmy threads 
Of dew * bruſhes from the plain. 1210 
How clear the cloudleſs ſky ! how deeply tingꝰd 
With a peculiar blue ! the ethereab arch * 
How ſwelbd immenſe! amidwhoſe azure thron'd, 
The radiant ſun how gay! how calm below 
The gilded earth] the harveſt-treaferes all 1213 
Now gather'd in, beyond the rage of forms, 
Sure to the ſwain; the circling fence ſhut up, 
And inſtant Winter utmoſt rage defy*l : 
While looſe to feſlive joy, the enuntry teund 
Laughs with the loud ſincerity of Mirth, 1220 
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Shook to 2 wind their cares. The toil-ſirung 
Fouth, 

By the quick ſenſe of muſic taught alone, 

Leaps wildly graceful in the lively dance. 

Her every charm abroad, the village toaft, _ 

Young, buxom, warm, in native beauty rich, 

Darts not unmeaning looks, and where her eye 

Points an approving ſmile, with double force 

"The cudgel rattles, and the wrettler t ines. 

Age, too, ſhines out, and, ,garrulous, recounts | 

The 2 of youth. Thus they rejoice, nor 
think : 7 als 

That, with to-morrow's ſun, their annual toil 

Begins again the never-ceaſing round, 1232 
Oh knew he but hishappineſs, of men 

The happieſt he ! who, far from public rage, 

Deep ia the vale, with a choice few retir'd, 1235 

Drinks the pure pleaſures of the rural lice, 

What tho? the dome be wanting, whoſe proud 

gate 5 eee all 

Each morning vomits out the ſneaking crowd 

Of flatterers falſe, and in their turn abus'd? 

Vile intercourſe! What tho? the glitter ing robe, 

Of every hue reflected light can give, 1241 

Or floating looſe, or ſtiff with mazy gold, 

The pride and gaze of fools! oppreſs him not? 

What tho', from utmoſt land and ſea purvey'd, 

For him each rarer tributary life 1245 

Bleeds not, and his inſatiate table leaps 

With luxury and death? what tho' his bowl 

8 not with coſtly juice? nor ſunk in 

» . 

Oft® of gay care, he toſſes out the night, 

Or melts the thoughtleſs hours in idle tate ? 1250 

What tho? be knows not thoſe fantaſtic joys 

That ftill amuſe the wanton, ftill deceive ; 

A face of pleaſure, but a heart of pain; 

Their hollow moments undelighted all? 

Sure peace is his; a ſolid life, eſtrang'd 1255 

To diſappointment and fallacieus hope : 

Rich in content, in Nature's bounty rich, 

In herbs and fruits, whatever greens the Spring, 

When heaven deſcends in ſhowers, or bends t 


—_— 


bough ' * 

When Summer reddens, and when Autumn 
beams 

Or in the Wintry glebe whatever les 1261 


Conceal'd, ard fattens with the richeſt ſap; 

Theſe are not wanting; nor the milky drove, 

Luxuriart, ſpread o'er all the lowing vale ; 

Nor bleating mountains; nor the chide of 
ſtreams, V 

And hum of bees, inviting ſleep ſincere 1266 

Inte the guiltleſs breaſt, beneath the ſhade, 

Or thrown at large amid the fragrant hay; 

Nor auglit beſides of proſpect, grove, or ſong, 

Dim | grottos, gleaming lakes, aud fountains 
clear. - 1270 

Here, too, dwells ſimple Truth, plain Innocence, 

Unſullied Beauty, ſound unbroken Youth, 

Patient of labour, with a little pleas'd, 

Health ever blooming, unambitious Toil, 


Calm Contemplation, and poetic Eaſe. 1255 
Let others brave the flood in queſt of gain, 


Ruth into blood, the ſack of cities ſce k, 
Unpicrc'd, exulting in the widow's wail, 1299 
The virgin's ſhrick, and inſant's trembling cry. 
Let ſome, far diſtant from their native ſoil, 
Urg'd or by want or harden'd avarice, 

Find other lands beneath another ſun, 

Let this thro? cities work his eager way, 

By legal outrage and eftabliſh'd guile, 

lhe ſocial ſenſe extinct, and that fermeut - 

Mad into tumult the ſeditious herd, 

Cr melt them — to ſlavery; let theſe 


Inſnare the wretched in the toils of law, . 1299 


Fomenting diſcord, and perplexing right ; 

An iron race! and thoſe of tairer troat, 

But equal inhumanity, iu courts, 

Deluſwe pomp, and dark cabals, delight, 
Wreath the deep bow, dii;uſe the lying ſmile, 
And tread the, weary labyrinth of ftate.; 
While he from all the ſturmy paſſions free 


That xreſtleſs men involve, hears, and but hears, 


At dilance ſafe, the human tempeſt roar, 
Wrapt cloſe, ia conſcious peacg. The fall of kings, 
The rage of nations, and the cruſh of . ſtates 1301 
Move not the man who, from the world eſcap'd, 
In ftill retreats and flowery ſolitudes, 


To Nature's voice attends, from month to month, 


And day to day, thro? the revolving year; 120g 

Admiring ſees her in her every ſhape, 

Fecls all her ſweet emotions at his heart, 

Takes what ſhe liberal gives, nor thinks of mere. 

He, when young Spring protrudes the burſting 

ems, 

OS the firſt bud, and ſucks the healthful gale 

Into his freſhen'd ſoul ; ber genial hours 1311 

He full enjoys, and not a beauty blows, 

And not an opening bloſſom breathes in vain, 

In Summer he, beneath the living ſhade, . 

Such as o'er frigid Tempe wont to wave, 1315 

Cr Ile mus cool, reads what the Muſe of theſe, - 

Perhaps, has in immortal numbers ſung, 

Or what ſhe diQates writes; and ot”, an eye 

Shot round, rejoices in the vigorous year. 

When Autumn's yellow luttre gilds the world, - 

And tempts the fckled ſwair. into the field, 1321 

Seiz'd by the general joy, his heart diſtends 

With gentle throes, and thro? the tepid gleams 

Dee muſing, then he beſt exerts his ſong, 

E'en Winter wild to him is full of bliſs; 1325 

The mighty tempeſt and the hoary waſte, 

Abrupt and deep, ſtretch'd o'er the buricd earth, 

Awa e to ſolemu thought, At night the fies, 

Diſclo-*d and kindled by refining froſt, 

Pour,every luſtre on th? exalted eyc. 1330 

A friend, a hook, the ſtealing hours ſecure, 

And wark them down for Wiſdom, With ſwift 
win 

Oer land and ſea Imagination roams 


Or Truth, divinciy breaking on his mind, 
Flates bis being, and unfolds his powers; 1335 


Er iu his breait heroic Virtue burns. 

The touch of kindred, too, and love he feels; 
The modeſt eye, whoſe beams-on his alone 
Eoftatic ſhine ; the little ſtrong embrace 


Of prattlicg children, twin'd around his nock, 


And beat, for joyleſs months, the gloomy wave, | And emulous to pleaſe him, calling forth 


Let ſuch as deem it glory to deftroy 
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The fond parental ſoul, Nor purpoſe gay, 
Amuſement, dance, or ſong, he ſternly ſcorns ; 
For happineſs and true philoſophy 

Are of the ſocial ſtill and ſmiling kind. 
This is the life which thoſe who fret in guilt 
Aud guilty cities never kuew ; the life 

Led by primeval ages, uncorrupt, 

When angels dwelt, and God himſelf, with 

Man ! 

Ch, Nature! all ſufficient! over all! 1350 
Enrich me with the — of thy works ! 
Snatch me to heaven ! thy rolling wonder there, 
World beyond world, ia infinite extent, 
Profuſely ſcatter*d o'er the blue immenſe, 
suew me; their motions, periods, aud their 

laws, 
Give me to ſcan 1 thro? the diſcloſing deep 1356 
Light my blind way; the mineral ſtrata there 
Taruſt, blooming, thence, the vegetable world; 
Or that the rifing ſyſtem, more complex, 
Ur ammals; and, higher fill, the mind, 1360 
The varied ſcene of quick-compounded thought, 
Aud where the mixing paſſions endleſs thitt : 
Theſ. ever-open to my raviſ*d eye, 
A ſearch the Jight of time can ne%er exhauſt ! 
But if to that unequal, if the blood, 1365 
In Quggiſh ſtreams about my heart, forbid 
That beſt ambition, under clobng ſhades, 
Inglorious, lay me by the lowly brook, 
And whiſper to my dreams, From Thee begin, 
Dwell all on Thee, with Thee conclude my ſong ; 
And let me never, never ſtray from Thee! 1371 
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WINTER. 


THE ARGUMENT, 

Ve ſulject prepoſed. Addreſs to the Earl of Wil. 
mingten, ! irft approach of Winter, Accerding to 
e natural courſe of the ſeaſon, varicus lern. 
Ceſcribed. Ruin. Mind. Snow, The driving ef the 
ſrows : A man periſhing amorg them, whence re- 
fecti ens on the wants and miſeries of human life, 
Tie wolves deſcending from the Alps an{Ap;jerrines, 
A wintry-evening deſcribed: as ſpent by f lie- 
fer-; by the country tele; in the city. Tre. 
A view of Winter within the Pelur Circle, A 
hee The whole concluding <vith moral reflecti- 
ent on A ſuture , ate, 


EF, Winter comes to rule the varied year, 
Sullen and ſad, with all his rifing train, 
Vapours, and clouds, and ſtorms, - Be theſe my 
theme, 
Theſe! that exalt the ſoul to ſolemn thought 
Andheavenly muſing. Welcome, kindred Glooms ! 
Congenial Horrors, hail! with frequent foot 6 
Pleazd have I, in my chearful morn of life, 
Vol. VIII. 
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When nurs'd by careleſs Solitude J liv'd, 

And ſung of Nature with unceaſing joy, 

Pleas'd have I wander'd thro? your rough domain, 
Trod the pure virgin-ſnows, myſelf as pure, 16 
Heard the winds roar, and the big torrent burſt, 
Cr ſeen the deep=termenting tempeſt brew?d 

In the grim evening ſky. Thus paſs'd the time 


Till thro? the lucid chambers of the South 13 


Look'd out the joyous Spring, look'd out and 
ſmibd. | . | 

To thee, the patron of her firſt eſſay, 
The Muſe, O Wilmington! renews her Song. 
Since has ſhe rounded the revolving year; 
Skimm'd the gay Spriug; on eagle pinions borne, 
Attempted thro? the Summer blaze to riſe; 21 
Then ſwept o'er Autumn with the ſhadowy gale; 
And now among the Wintry clouds again, 
Roll'd in the doubliag ſtorm, ſte tries to ſoar, 
To ſwell her note with all the ruſhing wiods, 23 
To ſuit her ſounding caderce to the floods, 
As is her theme, her numbers wildly great: 
Thrice happy could ſhe fill thy judging ear 
With bold deſcription and with manly thought. 
Nor art thou ſkill'd in awful ſchemes alone, 29 
And how to make a mighty people thrive 
But equal goodneſs, ſound integrity, 
A firm, unſhaken, uncorrupted ſoul 
Amid a ſliding age, and, burning ſtrong. 
Nor vainly blazing for thy country's weal, 35 
A ſteady ſpirit, regularly free: 
Theſe, each exalting each, the ſtateſman light 
Into the patriot ; theſe the public hope 
And eye to thee converting, bid the Muſe 
Record what Envy dares not flattery call. 

Now when the chearleſs empire of the ſky 
To Capricorn the Centaur Archer yields, 
And ferce Aquarius ſtains th? inverted year, 
Hung ver the fartheſt verge of heav'n, the ſun 
Scarce ſpreads thro? zther the dejected day. 45 
Faint are his gleams; and ineffectual ſt oot 
His ſtruggling rays, in horizontal lines, 
Thro? the thick air, as cloth'd in cloudy ſtorm, 
Weak. wan, and broad, he Qi:irts the ſouthern 


- ſky, 

And, ſoon deſcending, to the long dark night, 56 

Wide- ſhading all, the proſtrate world reſigns, 

Nor is the night unwiſh'd, while vital heat, , 

Light, life, and joy, the dubious day ſorſake. 

Mean-time in ſable-cinaure ſhadows vaſt, 

Deep-ting* and damp, and congregated clouds, 

And all the vapoury turbulence of heaven, 

Involve the face of things. Thus Winter falls, 

A heavy gloom, oppreſſive o'er the world, 

Thro' Nature ſhedding influence malign, 

And rouſes up the feeds of dart diſeaſe. Co 

The ſoul of Man dies in him, loathing life, 

and black with more than m-lancholy views, 

The cattle droop; and ver the furrew'd land, 

Freſh from the plough, the dun-diſcolour'd 
flocks, 

Untended ſpreading, crop the wholeſome root, 6 5 

Along the wonls, along the moorith fens, 

Sighs the fad Genius of the coming ftorm 

And up among the looſe disjointed cliffs, 
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And Ran op mountains wild, the brawling 
00 Eg 

And cave, preſageful, ſend a hollow moan, 570 

Reſoundipg long in liſtening Fancy's car. | 

Then comes the Father of the tempeſt forth, 

Wrapt in black glooms, Firſt joyleſs rains, 
obſcure, 

Drive thro? the mingling ſlcies with vapour foul, 

Daſh on the mountain's brow, and ſhake the 
woods, ' J 

That grumbling wave below. The unſightly plain 

Lies a, brown deluge, as the low- bent clouds 77 

Pour flood on flood, yet unexhauſted {till 

Combine, and, deepening into night, ſhut up 

The day*s fair face, The wanderers of heaven 80 

Each to his home retire, fave thoſe that love 

To take their paſtime in the troubled air, 

Or ſkimming flutter round the dimply pool, 

The cattle from the untaſted fields return, 

And afl:, with meaning low, their wonted ſtalls, 

Or ruminate in the contiguous ſhade. 86 

Thither the houſehold feathery people crowd, 

The,crefted cock, with all his ſemale train, 

Penſwe, aud drippiug; while the cottage-hind 

Haigs oer th* coliveaing blaze, and taletul there 

Recounts his ſimple ſrolic: much he talks, 91 

And much he laughs, nor recks the ſtorm that 
blows _ : 

Without, and rattles on his humble roof, 

Vide o'er the brim, with many a torrent 

ſwelld, 
And the mix'd ruin of its banks o%erſpread, gg 
At aſt the rou%d-up river pours along: 
Re ſiſtleſs, roaring, dreadful, down it comes, 
From the rude mountain and the moſſy wild, 
Tumbling thro? rocks abrupt, and ſoundiag far, 
Then oer the ſanded valley floating ſpreads, 100 
Calm, fluggith, {lent ; t. UI, again conſtrain'd -- 
Between two mecti g bills, it burſts away, 
Where rocks and woods Oerhang the turbid 
ſtream; 
There gathering triple force, rapid and deep. 
It boils, and wheels, and foains, and thunders 
thro?. 

Nature! great parent! whoſe unceaſng hand 
Rolls round the ſeaſons of the changeful year, 
How mighty, how majeſtic, are thy works! 

With whata pleaſing dread they ſwell the ſoul ! 
That ſees aſtoniih'd, and aſtoniſh'd fings, 110 
Ye too, ye Winds ! that now begin to blow 
With boiſterous ſweep, I raiſe my voice to you, 
Where are your ſtores, ye powerful Beings! ſay, 
Where your atrial magazines reſerv'd, X 
To ſwell the brooding terrors of the ſtorimn? 115 
In what far-diſtant region of the ſky, 

juſh'd in deep ſilence, ſleep ye when ?tis calm? 

When from the pallid ſky the ſun deſcends, 
With many a ſpot, that o'er his glariag orb 
Uncertain wanders, ſtain'd, red fery fircaks 120 
Begin to fluſh around, The reeling clouds 
Stagger with dizzy poiſe, as doubting yet 
Which maſter to obey: while riſmg low, 
Black, in the l-adenecolour'd Eaft, the moon 
Wears a wan circle round her blunted horns. I25 
geen thro? the turbid fluctuating air, 

Tue ſtars obtuſe emit a ſhivercd ray, 
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Or frequent ſeem to ſhoot athwart the gloom, - 
And long behiad them trail the whitening blaze. 
Snatch'd in ſi ort eddies plays the withered lcaf, 
Aud on the flood the. dancing feather floats, 131 


| With broaden'd noſtrils, to the ſky up turn'd, 


The conſcious heifer ſnufis the ſtormy gale, 

Fen as the matron, at her nightly taſk, 

With penf,ve labour draws the flaxen thread, 135 
The watted taper and the crackling flame _ 
Foretel the blaſt. But chief the plumy race, 
The tenants of the ſky; its changes ſpeak. 


Retiring from the downs, where all day long 


They pick?'d their ſcanty fare, a blackening train 


Of clamorous rooks thiek urge their weary flight, 


And ſeek the clofng ſhelter of the grove. 
Aſſiduous, in his bower, the wailing owl 
Plies his {ad ſong, The eormoraut on high 


Wheels from the deep, and ſcreams along the 
land, | 
Loud ſhrieks the ſoaring bern; and with wild 


wing 
The circling ſea-fowl cleave the flaky clouds. 
Oocan, vacqual preſs*'d, with broken tide 


And bli:d commotion heaves z while from the 


More, 8 
Ate into caverns, by the reſtleſs wave, 150 
And for2{t-raſtiing mountains, comes a voice 
That, ſolemn ſounding, bids the world prepare. 
Then iſques forth the ftorm with ſudden burſt, 
And hurls the whole precipitated air 
Down in a torrent, On the paſſive main 15g 
Nelcends th? ethereal force, and with ſtrong guſt 
Turns fron: its bottom the diſcolour'd deep. 
Thro? the Llack night, that fits immenſe around, 
Laſyd into foam, the ferce conflicting brine 


Seems or a thouſand ragin waves to burn: 162 


Mean-time the mountain-billows, to the clouds 
In dreadful tumalt ſwelPd, ſurge above ſurge, 
Burſt into chaos with tremendous roar, 
Ard anchored navies from their Nations drive, 
Wild as the winds, acroſs the howling waſte 165 
Of mighty waters: now th* inflated wave 
Straining they ſcale, and now impetuous ſhoot 
Intothe ſecret chambers of the deep, 
The wintry Baltic thuudering oer their head: 
Emergiag thence again, before the breath 170 
Of full exerted heaven they wing their courſe, 
And dart on diſtant coafts, if ſome ſharp rock, 
Or ſhoal inſidious, break not their career, 
And in. looſe fragments fling them floating 
round, a 
Nor leſs at land the looſened tempeſt reigns: 
The mountain thunders, and its fturdy ſons 
Stoop to the bottom of the rocks they ſhade, 
Lone on the midnight ſteep, and all aghaſt, 
The dark way- faring ftranger breuthlefs toils, 
And, often falling, climbs againſt the blaſt, 190 
Low waves the rooted foreſt, vex'd, and ſheds 
What of its tar ni ſd honours yet remain, 


Datrd down and ſcatter'd, by the tearing 


wind's 
Aſſiduous fury, its gigantic limbs, 
Thus ſtruggling thro? the difipated grove 183 
The whirling tempeR raves along the plain, 
And ou the cottage, thateh'd, or lordly roof, 
Keeueſaſtcning, ſhakes them to the ſolid baſe, 


70 


80 


85 
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Sleep frighted flies, and round the rocking dome, 

For entrance eager, howls the ſavage blaft. 190 

Then too, they ſay, thre? all the burthen'd air 

Long gruans are heard, ſhrill ſounds, and diſtant 
{:ghs, 

That, We by the demon of the night, 

Warn the devoted wreteh of woe and death, 

Huge > chars lords it wide. The clouds, com- 

mix 

With fiars ſwi't gliding, ſweep along the ſy. 196 

All Nature reels : till Nature's King, who oft? 


"Amid tempeftuous darknefs dwell: alone, 


Aud on the wings of the careering wind 


Walks dreadfully ſerene, commands a calm; 200 


Then ſtraight air, ſea, and earth, are luſh'd at 
once. 
As yet *tis midnight deep. The weary clouds, 
Slow= meeting, mingle into folid gloom. 
Now, white the drowſy world lies loſt in ſeep, 
let me afſociate with the ferious Night, 205 
And Contemplation, ber ſedate compeer ; 
Let me ſhake off ti intryfve cares of day, 
And lay the meddling ſenſes all at de. 
Where aow, ye lying Vanities of life ! 
Ye ever-tempting, ever-cheating Train! 210 
Where are you now? and what is your amount? 
Vexation, diſappointment, and remorſe. 
Sad, Fckening thought ! and yat deluded Man, 
A ſcene of erude dis join ted vifions paſt, 
And broken flumbers, rifes ſtill reſolv*'d, 277 
With new-guſh'd hopes, to run the giddy round. 
Father of Light and Lite! thou Good Su- 
preme! 
O teach me what is good! teach me Thyſelf! 
Save me from folly, vanity, and vice, N 
From every low purſuit ! and feed my ſoul 220 
With knowledge, conicious peace, and virtue 
pure; 
Sacred, ſubſtantial, never. fading bliſs! 
The keener tempeſts rife ; and, fuming dun 
From ali the livid Fatt, or piercing North, 
Thick olouds aſcend, in whoſe capacious womb 
A vapoury deluge lies, to ſnow congeal*'d, 225 
Heavy they roll their fivecy world along, 
And the ſyy ſaddens with the gathered ſtorm. 
Throꝰ the huſtid air the whitening ſhower deſ- 
ce nals. | 
At frit thin wavering, tf at laſt the flakes 230 
Fall broad, and wide, and faſt, dimmiopg the day 
With a continual how. The cheriſh'd fields 
Put on their winter- robe of pureſt white: 
'Iis brightneſs all, ſave where the new ſoow 
melts | 
Along the mazy- current. Low the woods 235 
Bow their hoar bead: and ers the lagguid ſun 
Faint from the Well emits his evening ray, 
Farth's univerſal face, deep hid, and chill, 
one wild dazzling waſte, that buries wide 


The works of Man, Drooping, the labourer- 


Ox 240 
Stands cover'd ober with ſnow, and then de- 
mands 
The fruit of all his toll. The fowls of hea- 
ven, 4 


Tam'd by the cruel ſeaſon, crowd ara nd 
The winnowing ſtore, and claim the little bon 


— 


M hich Providence affigns them. One alone, 24's 


| The red-hreaft, ſacred to the houſe hold gods, 
| Wifely regardful of th' embroilipg fey, 


In joyleſs fields and thorny thickets leaves 


, Eis ſhivering mates; and pays to troſted Man 


Bis annual viſit, Half-afraid, he firſt 250 

Againfi the window beats, then, briſg, alights 

Gn the warm hearth; then, hopping o'er the 
floor, 

Eyes all the ſmiling family akance, 

And pecks, and ſtarts, and wonders where hs i« ! 

Till more familiar grown, the table-crumbs 255 

Attract his ſtender feet. The foodlefs wilds 

Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare, 

The? timorous of heart, and hard beſet 

By death in various forms, dark ſrares, ard 
dogs 

And more unpitying men, the garden ſeeks, 260 

Urg'd on by fearloſ Want, The * 


Eye the bleak heaven, and next the gliftening 
earth 
With looks of dumb deſpair; then, ſad dif 


pers'd, 
Dig for the wither'd herb thro? heaps of ſnow, _ 
Now, Shepherds ! to your helpleſs charge be 
kind; 


Baffle the raging year, and fill their penns, 266 


With food at will ; lodge them below the ſtorm, 
And watch them ſtrict; for from the bellowing 
Eaft, 

In this dire ſeaſon, oft! the whirlwind's wing 
Sweeps up the burthen of whole wiatry plains 
At one wide waft, and oer the hapleſs tio=+s, 271 
Hid in the bollow of two neighbouring hills, 
The billowy tempeſt ' whelms, till, upward urg'd, 
The vall-y to a ſhining mountain ſwells, 
Tipt with a wreath high-curling iu the ſky, 

As thus the ſnows riſe, and foul, and fierce; 
All Winter drives along the darkened air, 
In his own looſe revolving fields the ſwain 
Difaſte rd tands, feces other bills aſeend 
Of unknown joyleſs brow, and other ſcenes 280 
Of horrid proſpect, ſtag the trackleſs plain; 
Nor finds the river, nor the foreſt, hid 
Reneath the formleſs wild; but wanders on 
From hill to dale, ſtill more and more aftray, 


Impatient flouneing thro? the drifted heaps, 225 


Stung with the thoughts of home; the thoughts of 
home f 

Ruſh on his nerves, and call their vigour fortly 

In many a vain attempt, How ſinks his ſoul ! 

What black deſpair, what horror, fils his heart! 

When for the duſky ſpot, which Fancy 7ign*d' 

Bis tufted cottage rifing thre? the ſnow, 291 

He meets the roughneſs of the middle waſte; 

Fir from the track and bleſt abode of Man; 

While round him night reſiſtleſs cloſes fa, 

And every tempeſt, howling o'er his head, 295 

Renders the ſavage wilderneſs more wild. 

Then throng the buſy ſhapes into his mind, 

Of covered pits, unfathomably deep, 

A dire deſeent ! beyond the power of froft, 


Of faithleſs hogs 3 of precipices huge, 300 
SmoothWd up with ſnow ; and, what is laid, un- 
known, 


What water of the | !! vnfroten ſprings 
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In the looſe marſh or ſolitary lake, 

Where the freſh fountain from the bottom boils. 

Theſe check his fearful ſteps, and down he finks 

Beneath the ſhelter of the ſhapcleſs drift, 305 

Thinking o'er all the bitterneſs of death, 

Mix'd with the tender anguiſh Nature ſhoots 

Thro? the wrung boſom of the dying man, 

His wiſe, kis children, and his friends unſeen. 3 10 

In vain for him the officious wite prepares 

The fire fair-blazing, and the veſtment warm; 

In vain his little children, peeping ont 

Into the mingling ſtorm, de mand their fire 

With tears of as Ara innccence, Alas! 315 

Nor wiſe, nor children, more ſhall he behold, 

Nor friends, nor ſacred home. On every nerve 

The deadly Wiater ſeizes, ſhuts up ſenſe, 

And, o'er his inmoſt vitals creeping cold, 

Lays him along the ſnows, a ſtiffen'd corſe, 320 

Stretch'd out, and bleaching in the northern 
blaft, 

Ah ! little thiak the gay licentious proud, 
Whom pleaſure, power, and affluence ſurround ; 
They, who their thoughtleſs hours in giddy 

2 mirth, 

And wanton, often cruel, riot waſte; 325 

Ah! little think they, while they dance along, 

How many fecl, this very moment, death, 

And all the fad variety ot pain: 

How many ſk in the devouring flood, | 

Or more devouring ame! how many bleed, 330 

By ſhameful variance betwixt man and man ! 

How many pine in want, and dungeon glooms, 

Shut from the common air, and common uſe 

Of their own limbs « how many drink the cup 

Cf baleful grief, or eat the bitter bread 335 

Of miſery ! ſore piere'd by wintry winds, 

How many ſhrink into the ſord'd hut 

Of chearleſs Poverty! how many ſhake 

With al! the fiercer tortures of the mind, 

Unbounded paſſion, madaeſs, guilt, remorſe, 840 

Whence, tumbl:d bcadlong from the height of 
life, 

They furniſh matter for the Tragic Muſe ! 

den in the vale, where Wiſdom loves to dwell, 

With Friendſhip, Peace, and Contemplation 
join'd, 

ed ns reck'd with honeſt paſſions, droop 

In deep retir'd diſtreſs! how many land 345 

Around the death-bed of their deareſt friends, 

Aud point the parting anguiſh! Thought fond 
man 

Of theſe, and all the thouſard nameleſs ills 

That one inceſſant firuggle render life, 350 

One ſcene of toil, of ſuffering, aud of fate, 

Vice ia his high career would ftand appall'd, 

And heedleſs rambling Impulſe learn to think; 

The conſcious heart of Charity would warm, 

And her wide wiſh Benevolence dilate ; 355 

The ſocial tear would riſe, the ſocial gh, 

And into clear perfect ion, gradual bliſs, 

Refining fill, the ſocial paſſions work. 

And here can I forget the generous band* 
Who, touch'd with human woe, redrefſive 

ſearch*d 


Ne Gael Committee, in the year 1129. 
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Into the horrors of the gloomy gaol ? 361 
Unpitied, and unheard, where Miſery mnans, 
Where Sickneſs pines, where Thirſt and Hunger 
burn, 
And poor Misfortune ſeels the laſh of Vice, 
While in the land of Liberty, the land 265 
Whoſe every ſtreet and public meeting glow 
With open Freedom, like tyrants rag'd, 
Snatch'd the lean morſe] from the farvi:g 
mouth, 
Tore from cold wintry limbs the tatter*d weed, 
F'en robbL'd them of the laſt of comforts, ſlecp, 370 
The free- born Briton to the dungeon chaiu'd, 
Or, as the luſt of cruelty prevail'd, 
At pleaſure mark'd him with inglorious ſtripes, 
And cruſh'd out lives, by ſecret barbarous ways, 
That for their country would have toil'd or bled, 
O great def gu! if executed well, 37 
With patient care, and wiſdom-temperll zeal, 
Ye ſons of Mercy! yet reſume the tearch, 
Drag forth the legal monſters into light, 
Wrench from their hand Oppreſſion's iron rod, 
And bid the cruel feel the pains they give. 4331 
Much ſtill untoueh'd remains; in this rank age, 
Much is the patriot's weeding hand requir'd. 
The toils of law (what dark inſdious men 
Have cuinbrous added to perplex the truth, 385 
Andlengthen ſimple juſtice into trade,) 

How glorious were the day that ſaw theſe broke ! 
Aud every man within the reach of right. | 
By wintry famine rous'd, from all the tract 

Of horrid mountains which the ſhiving Alps, 

And wavy Appennine, and Pyrences, 391 

Branch out ſtupendous into diſtant lands, 

Cruel as death, and hungry as the grave! 

Burniag for blood! bony, and ghaunt, and 
grim ! 

Aſſembling wolves in raging troops deſcend, 395 

And, pouriag o'er the country, bear along, 

Keen as the north wind ſweeps the gloſſy ſnow. 

All is their prize. They faſten on the £:2ed, 

Preis him to earth, and pierce his mighty heart. 

Nor can the bull his awful front defend, 400 

Cr ſhake the murdering ſavages away, 

Rapacious, at the mother's throat they fly, 

And tear the ſcreaming infant ſrom her breaſt; 

The Godlike tace of Man avails him nougit, 

E'en Beauty, force divine! at whoſe bright 
glance 

The gen'rous lion ſtands in ſoften'd gaze, 466 

Here bleeds a hapleſs undiſtinguiſh'd prey. 

But if, appriz'd of the ſevere attack, 

The country be ſhut up, lur'd by the ſcent, 

On church-yards drear (inhuman to relate!) 419 

The diſappointed prowlers fall, and dig 

The ſtrowded body from the grave, o'er which, 

—_ with foul ſhades, and frighted ghoſts, they 

owl, 

Among thoſe hilly regions, where, embrac'd 
In peaceful vales, the hapy Griſons dwell, 415 
Oft', ruſkipg ſudden from the loaded clitts, 
Mountains of ſnow their gathering terrors roll. 
From ſteep to ſieep, loud thundering, down they 

come, 
A wintry waſte in dire commotion all, 419 


And herds, and flocks, and travellers, and ſwains 
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And ſometimes whole brigades of marching 
troops, 

Or hatalets ſleeping in the dead of night, 

Are deep beneath the ſmothering ruin *whelnvd, 
Now, all amid the rigours of the year, | 

In the wild depths of Winter, while without 426 

The ceaſeleſs winds blow ice, be my retreat 

Between the groaning foreſt and the ſtore 

Beat by the boundleſs multitude of waves, 

A rural, ſhelter'd, ſolitary ſcene, 

Where ruddy fire and beaming tapers join 430 

To cheer the gloom. Then, ſtudions, let me it, 

And hold high converſe with the Mighty Dead; 

Sages of ancient time, as gods rever'd, 

As gods beneficent, who bleſt mankind 

With arts, with arms, and humaniz'd a world. 

Rous'd at th? inſpiring thought, I throw aſide 436 

The long-liv'd volume, and, deep muling, hail 

The facred ſhades that, ſlowly ritng, paſs 

Beſore my wandering eyes, Firſt Socrates, 

Who, firmly good in a corrupted ſtate, 440 

Againſt the rage of tyrants fingle ſtood, 

lavincible ! calm Reaſon's holy law, 

That voice of God within tI attentive mind, 

Obeying, fearleſs, or in life or death; 


Great moral teacher! wiſeſt of mankind : ' 445 | 


Solon the next, who built his commonweal 

On Equity's wide baſe ; by tender laws 

A lively people curbing, yet undamp'd, 
Preſerving {till that quick peculiar fre, 

Whence in the laurel'd field of finer arts, 450 
And of bold freedom, they uncquall'd ſhone, 
The pride of ſmiling Greece and human=-kind, 
Lycurgus, then, who bow'd beneath the torce 
Of ſtricteſt diſcipline, ſeverely wiſe, 

All human paſſions. Following him, I ſee, 455 
As at Thermopylæ he glorious tell, 


The firm devoted Chief“, who prov'd, by deeds, 


The hardeſt le ſſon which the other taught. 

Then Ariſtides lifts bis honeſt front, 

Spotleſs of heart, to whom the unflattering voice 
Of Freedom gave the honeſt name of Jultz 461 
In pure majeſtic poverty rever'd; 

Who, &en bis glory to his country's weal 
t%ubmitting, ſwell'd a haughty RivaPsf fame. 
Rear'd by his care, of ſoifer ray, appears 465 
Cimon, ſweet-ſouPd, whoſe genius, riſing ſlrong, 
book off the load of young debauch; abroad 
The ſcourge of Perſan pride, at bome the friend 
Of every worth and every ſpendid art; 

Modeſt and ſimple in the pomp of wealth. 470 
Then the laſt worthies of declining Greece, 

Late call'd to glory, in unequal times, 

Penſve, appear. The fair Corinthian boaſt, 
Timoleon, happy temper! mild and firm, 

Who wept the brother while the tyrant bled, 475 
Ard, equal to the beft, the Theban Pair 1, 
Whoſe virtues, in heroic concord join'd, 

Their country rais'd to freedom, empire, fame. 
He, too, with whom Athenian honour ſunk, 

And left a maſs of ſordid lees behind, 480 
Phocion tbe Good, in public life ſevere, 

To virtue till inexorably firm; 

But when, beneath his low induſirious roof, 
* Leenilns, + Thenijtecles, 

: Fele i lus and I ancrond:, 
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—_ Peace and happy Wiſdom ſmooth'd his 
row, 
Not Friendſhip ſoſter was, nor Love more kind. 
And he, the laſt of old Lycurgus* ſons, 4%6 
The generous victim to that vain attempt 
To ſave a rotten ſtate, Agis, who faw 
Een Sparta's ſelf to ſervile avarice ſunk. 
The two Achaian heroes cloſe the train; 49p 
Aratus, who awhile relum'd the ſoul 
Of fondly linzerivg Liberty in Greece 
And he her darling, as her lateſt hope, 
The gallant Philopeemen, who to arms 
Turn'd the luxurious pomp he could not eure; 495 
Cr tolling in his farm, a fimple ſwain, 
Cr, bold and ſkilſul, thunderiug in the feld. 

Of rougher front, a mighty people come ! 
A race of heroes, in thoſe virtuous times 
Which knew no ſtain, ſave that with partial flame 
Their deareſt country thy too fondly lov'd, 501 
Her better founder firſt, the light of Rome, 
Numa, who ſoften'd her rapacious ſors, 
Servius the King, who laid the ſolid baſe 
On which o'er earth the vaſt Republic ſpread. 505 
Then the great Conſuls venerable riſe, ; 
The public Father 4 who the private quell'd, 
As oa the dread tribunal ſteruly fad, 
He whom his thaukleſs country could not loſe, 
Camillus, only vengeſul to her foes. 519 
Fabricius, ſcorner of all conquering gold! 
And Cincinnatus, awful from the plough. 
A willing vicim 6, Carthage, burſting 

k 


ooſe 
From all that pleading Nature could oppoſe, 
From a whole city's tears, by rigid Faith 515 
Imperious call'd, and Honour“ dire command, 
Scipio, the gentle chief, humanely brave, 


Who ſoon the race of ſpotleſs glory ran, 


And, - warm in youth, to the poetic ſhade 

With Friendſtip aud Philoſophy retir'd. 529 

Tully, whoſe. powerful eloquence a while 

Reitrain'd the rapid fate of ruſhing Rome. 

Unconquer'd Cato, virtuous in extreme. 

And thou, unhappy Brutus ! kind of heart, 

Whoſe ſteady arm, by awful Virtue urg'd, 525 

Lifted the Roman ttcel againſt thy friend, 

Thouſands be ſides the tribute of a verſe 

Demand: but who can count the ſtars of hea. 
ven? | 

Who ſng their influence on this lower world? 

Behold who yonder comes! in ſoher fiate, 338 

Fair, mild, and ſtrong, as is a vernal ſun— 

Tis Phoebus ſelf, or elſe the Mantuan Swain! 

Great Homer, too, appears, of daring wing, 

Parent of ſong ! and equal by his 6de 

The Britiſh. Muſe ; join'd hand in hand they 
walk, 

Darkling, full up the middle ſteep to fame. 536 

Nor abſent are thoſe ſhades, whoſe {kilful touch 

Pathetic drew the impaſſion'd heart, and charm'd 

Tranſported Athens with the moral ſcene; 

Nor thoſe who, tuneful, wagd th' evchanting 
lyre. 

Firſt of your kind! ſociety divine ! 541 
Still vit thus my nights, for you reſerv'd, 
C Regula 5. 


+ Mu ens Junias Brutus. 
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And mount by ſoaring ſoul to thowfhts like 


ours, 
Glenn, thou lonely E the door be tlune; 
See on the hallowed hour that none intrude, 545 
Save a few choſen friends, who ſometimes deigu 
To bleſs my humble roof, with ſenſe refin'd, 
Learning digeſted well, exaited faith, 
Unſtudy'd wit, and humour ever gay. 
Or from the Mufes? hill will Pope deſcend, 550 
To raiſe the ſacred hour, to bid it ſmile, 
And with the ſocial fpirit warm the heart ? 
For tho? not ſweeter his own Homer fings, 
Vet is his life the more endeari:.g ſong, 
Where art thou, Hammond ! thou the darling 
ride, 
The friznd and lover of the tuneful throng; 556 
Ah, why, dear Youth ! in all the blooming prime 
Of vernal genius, where diſclohng faſt 
Each active worth, each mauly virtue lay, 
Why. wert thou ravi{t?d from our hope ſo oon? 
What now avails that noble thirſt of fame 
Which ſtung thy fervent breaſt? that treaſur'd 
tore 
Of knowledge, early gain'd? that eager zeal 
To ſerve thy country, glowing in the band 
Of youthful patriots, who ſuſtain her name ? 565 
What now, alas ! that life- di ffuſmg charm 
Of ſprightly wit? that rapture for the Muſe, 
That heart of friendſhip, and that foul of joy, 
Which bade, with ſoiteſi light, thy virtues tmile ? 
Ah! only ſtew'd to check our fond purſuits, 470 
And teach our humbled hopes that life is vain ! 
Thus in ſome deep retirement would ] paſs 
The winter-glooms, with friends of pliant ſoul, - 
Or bliths, or ſolemn, as the theme inſpir'd: 
With them would ſearch if Nature's boundlefs 
. frame 
Was call'd, late rifing from the void of night, 
Or ſprung eternal from the eternal Mind, 577 
Its life, its laws, its progreſs, and its end. 
Hence larger proſpects of the beauteous whole 
Would, gradual, open on our opening minds, 
And each diffuirve harmony unite 
In full perfection to th? aſtoniſhd eye. 
Then would we try to ſean the moral world, 


—— Y lh ts 


Which, theugh to us it ſeems embroil'd, moves | 


0 

In bigher order, fitted and impelPd 

By Windows fineſt hand, and ifſuing all 

In general good. The ſage Hiftoric Muſe 

Should next conduct us through the deeps of 
time 3 | 

Shew us how empire grew, declin'd and fell, 

In ſcatter'd ſtates; what makes the nations ſmile, 

Improves their ſoil, and gives them double ſuns, 

And why they pine beneath the brighteſt ſicics, 

In Nature's richeſt lap. As thus we talk'd, 

Our hearts would bura within us, would inhale 

The portion of divinity, that ray 595 

Of pureſt heaven, which lights the public ſoul 

Of patriots and of heroes, But if doom'd, 


In powerleſs humble fortune, to repreſs 
Theſe ardent riſings of the kindling ſoul, 
Then, een fuperior to ambition, we 

Would leara the private virtues; how to glide 


Coos 
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Thro* ſhades and plains, along the ſmootheſt 
ſtream os 

Of rural life ; or, ſnatch'd away by hope, 

| Thro? the dim ſpaces of frturity, 

With earneſt eye anticipate thoſe ſcenes bog 

Gt happineſs and wonder, where the mind, 

In endlefs growth and infinite aſcent, 


4 Riſes from ſtate to itate, and world to world. 


But when with thefe the ſe rious thought is foil, 

We, ſhifting for relief, would play the ſt apes 610 

Of frolic Fancy, and inceffant form 

I hofe rapid pictures, that affembl-cd train 

Gf fleet ideas, never join'd before, 

Whence lively Wit excites to gay ſurpriſe, 

Or folly-painting Humour, grave hiniſelf, 615 

Calls Laughter forth, deep-ſhaking every nerve, 
Mean time the village rouſes up the fire, 

While well-atteſted, and as well believ'd, 

Heard fole mn, goes the goblin ſtory round, 

Till ſuperttitious horror creops o'er all. 620 

Or, frequent in the ſounding hall, they wake 

The rural gambol. Ruftjc mirth goes round; 

The fimple joke that takes the ſhepherd's heart, 

Exfty plead ; the long loud laugh, ſincere; 

The kiſs ſnatch*d haſty from the 1ide-long maid, 

On purpoſe guardleſs, or pretending ſleep; 626 

The leap, the Hap, the haul : and; fhook to notes 

Of native muſie, the reſpondent dance. 

Thus jocund fleets with them the Winter-night. 
The city fwarms intenſe, The public haunt, 

Full of each theme, and warm with mixt diſcourſe, 

ums indiſtinct. The ſons of Riot flow 

Down the loofe ſtream of falſe inchanted joy 

To ſwift deſtruction. On the rankled foul 

The gaming fury falls; and in one gulf 635 

Of total rum, honour, virtue, peace, 

Friends, families, and fortunes, headlong fink. 

Up fprings the dance along the lighted dome, 

Mix'd, and evolv'd, a thouſand fprightly ways. 

The glittering court eff uſes every pomp; 640 

The cirele deepens : beam'd from gaudy robes, 

Tapers, and ſparkling gems, and radiant eyes, 

A ſoſt effulgence oer the palace waves; 

While, a gay inſect in his ſummer-ſhine, 

The fop, ligut fluttering ſpreads his mealy 


wings. 645 
Dread oer the ſcene the ghoſt of Hamlet 
fralks ; 


Othello rages ; poor Monimia mourns 3 

And Belyidera pours her ſoul in love. 

Terror alarms the breaſt; the comely tear 

Seals oder the cheek : or eMe the Comic Muſe 6:9 
Holds to the world a picture of itſeł, 

And raiſes, fly, the fair impartial laugh. 
Sometimes ſhe lifts her ftrain, and paints the 
ſceres 

Of beauterns life 3 'whate*cr can deck mankind, 
Or charm the heart, in generous Bevil * ſhew'd. 
O thou! whoſe wiſdom, ſohd, yet refir*d, 656 
Whoſe patriot-virtwes, and conſummate ſkill 
To touch the finer ſprings that move the world, 
Join'd ro-whate'er the Graces can beſtow, 

And all Apollo's animating fire 660 


* A character in the Conſcious Levers, written 


by Sir Richard Scele. a 
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Give thee, with ptalmy Yignity, to ſhine 
once the guardian, eradment, „ 
% poliched hie, permit the rural Muſe, 
() Cheſterteld | to grace with thee ber ſong |! 
Ere to the :ftades again ſhe humbly flies, 
1.dulge her fond ambition in thy train, 
(For every Muſe has in thy train a place,) 
To mark thy various full-accompliſh'd mind; 
To mark that ſpirit which, with Britiſh ſcorn, 
Reje&ts the allurements of corrupted power; 670 
That clegaut politeneſs, which excels, 
Len in the judgment of preſumptuous France, 
th? 2 of her ſtining court; 
That wit, the vivid energy of ſenſe, 
he truth of Nature, which, with Attic point, 
Aud Liad well-temper'd ſatire, ſmoothly kcen, 
dteals through the ſonl, and without pein corrects: 
Ur, riliag thence with yet a brighter flame, 
kt me _hail thee on ſome glorious day, 
When to the Irftening Senate, ardent, crowd 680 
Pritannia's ſons to hear her pleaded cauſe, 
Then dreft by thee, more amiably fair, 
Truth the ſoft robe of mild Perſuaſion wears; 
Thou to aſſenting rezſon giv iſt again 
Her own enlighten'd thoughts, call'd from the 
heart, 
Th obedient Paſſions on thy voice attend; 
And een reluctant Party feels a while 
Thy gracious power, as thro? the varied maze 
Of eloquence, now ſmooth, now quick, now 
ſtrong, . 
Profonnd and cl-ar, you roll the copious flood. 
To thy lov'd baunt return, my happy Muſe; 
For now, behold, the joyous Winter-days, 
Frofty, ſucceed, and thro? the blue ſerens, 
For light roo fine, th ethercal nitre flies, 
Killing infectious damps, and the ſpent air 695 
S:oriag afreſh with elemental life. 
(loſe crowds the i ung atmaſphere, and binds 
(ur tirengthewd bodies in its cad embrace, 
Gaſteiagent ferds and aui mates our blood; 
Ref nes our ſpirits, thro? the new- ſtruug nerves 
In ſfwiſtzy ſallies darting to the brain, 
Were fits the Soul, intenſe, collected, cool, 
Pright as the ſii ia, and us the feaſon keen, 
All Nature fcels the renovating foree 
Cr Winter, only to the thoughtleſs eye 
la ruin ſeen. The froſt- c ncocted glebe 
Pros in abundant vegetable ſoul, 
And gathers vigour for the coming year. 
A {fronger glow fits on the lively cheek 
Ut ruddy Fire; and luculent along 710 
The purer rivers flow ; th-ir ſullen deeps, 
Tranſparent, open to the ſhepherds gaze, 
And murmur hoarſer at the fixing froſt. 
What art thou, Froſt! and whence are thy 
keen fiores 
Deriv%d, thou ſecret, all-iavading Power, 
Whom eben thy illufve fluid cannot fly? 
s not thy potent energy, unſeen, 
Myriads of little ſalts, or hood, or ſhap'd 
Lice double wedges, and diffus'd immenſe 
Thr! water, earth, and zther ? Hence at eve, 
deam'd eager from the red horizen rouad, 
With the fierce rage of Winter decp ſuttus'd, 


705 


715 


686 


THOMSON'S POEMS. 


2 


And by the froſt refinꝰd the whiter ſnow, 
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An icy gale, oft' ſhifting, o'er the pool 

Breathes a blue film, and iu its mid career | 
Arreſts the bickering ſtream. The looſer'd ice, 
Let down the flood, and half diſfolv*d by day, 
Ruſtles no more, but to the ſedgy bank 

Faſt grows, or gathers round the pointed ſtone, 
A crytital pavement, by the breath of heaven 
Cemented firm, till, ſeiz'd from ſhore to ſhore, 
The whole impriſon'd river growls below. 

Loud rings the frozen earth, and hard reflects 

A double noiſe, while at his evening watch 

The village=dog deters the nightly thief ; 

The. heifer lows; the diſtant water- ſall 738 
Swells in the breeze; and, with the haſty tread 
Of traveller, the hollow-ſounding plain 

Shakes from afar, The full ethereal round, 
Infinite worlds diſcloſing to the view, 

Shines out intenſely keen; and, all one cope 740 
Of ſtarry glitter, glows from pole to pole, 

From pole to pole the rigid influence falls 


| Thro? the ftill night, inceflant, heavy, ſtrong, 


And ſeizcs Nature faſt, It freezes on, 

Till morn, late rifing o%er the drooping world, 

Lifts her pale eyes unjoyous, Then appears 446 

The various labour of the filent Night; 

Prone from the dripping cave and dumb caſcade, 

Whoſe idle torrents only ſeem to roar, 

The pendent icicle, the froſt-work fair, 550 

Where tranfent hues and fancy*d figures riſe ; 

Wide-ſpouted o'er the hill the frozen brook, 

A lvid tract, cold gleaming on the morn; 

The foreft beat beneath the plumy wave, 

Ineruſted bard, and ſounding to the tread © abs 

Of early ſhepherd, as he penſve ſeeks 

His pining flock, or from the mountain top, 

Pleas'd with the ſlippery ſurface, ſwift deſcends, 
On blithſome frolics bent, the youthful ſwains, 

While every work of Man is laid at reſt, 761 

Ford ofer the river crowd, in various ſport 

And revelry diſſolv'd; where mixing glad, 

Happieſt of all the train! the raptur'd boy 

Laſhes the whirling top, Or, where the Rhine 465 

Nranebꝰd out in many a long canal extends, 

From every province ſwarming, void of care, 

Batavia ruſkes forth, aud as they ſweep, 

On ſounding tkates, 2 thouſand different ways, 

In circling poiſe, ſwiit as the winds, along, 77 

The then gay land is madden'd all to joy. 


Nor leſs the northern courts wide oer the ſnow, 
Pour a new pomp. Eager, on rapid ſleds, 


Their vigorous youth, in bold contention, wheel 

The long reſounding courſe, Mean time, to 
raiſe : 775 

The maaly ſtrife, with highly blooming charms, 

Fluſh'd by the ſeaſon, Scandinavia's dames, 

Cr Ruſſia's buxom daughters, glow around, 

Pure, quick, and ſportful, is the wholeſome 
day, 

But fron elaps'd. The horizontal ſun, 780 

Broad o'er the South, hangs at his utmoſt noon, 

And ineffectual ſtrikes the gelid cliff ; 

His azure gloſs the mountain ftill maintains, 


Nor feels the feeble touch. Perhaps the vale - 


 Releats a while to the reflected ray; 785 


464 


Or from tho ſoreſt falls the cluſtered ſnow, 
Myriads of gems, that in the waving gleam 
Gay-twinkle as they ſcatter, Thick around 
Thunders the ſport of thoſe who, with the gun, 
And dog impoticat bounding at the ft ot, 790 
Worſe than the ſeaſon deſolate the fields, 

And, adding to the ruins of the year, 

Di reis the footed or the feather'd game. 

But what is this? Our infant Winter ſinks, 
Diveſted of his grandeur, ſhould our eye 795 
Aſtoniſh'd ſhoot into the Frigid zone, 

Where, for relentleſs months, continual Night 
Holds o'cr the glittering waſte her ſtarry reign, 

There, throꝰ the priſon of unbounded wilds, 
Barr*d by the band of Nature from eſcape, 200 
Wide roams the Ruſſian exile, Nought around 
Strikes his ſad eye, but deſerts loſt in ſnow, 


And heavy-loaded groves, and ſolid floods, 


That ftretch, athwart the ſolitary vaſt, 
Their icey horrors to the frozen main; 805 
And chearleſs towns, far-diſtant, never bleſs'd, 
Save when its annual courſe the caravan 
Bends to the golden coaſt of rich Cathay *, 
With news of human-kind: yet there lite glows ; 
Yet, cheriſh'd there, beneath the ſhining waſte, 
The furry nations harbour: tipt with jet, 811 
Fair ermines, ſpotleſs as the ſnows they preſs ; 
Sables of gloſſy black; and dark embrown'd, 
Cr beauteous freakt with many a mingled hue, 
Thouſands beſ des, the coſtly pride of contts. 815 
There, warm together preſs'd, the truoping deer 
Sleep on the new-fall'n ſnows: and, ſcarce his 
head 
Na is d over the hoapy wreath, the branching elk 
Lies ſlumb' ring, ſullen, in the white abyſs, 
The ruthbeſs hunter wants nor dogs nor toils, 820 
Nor with the dread of ſounding bows he drives 
Tae fearful flying race; with ponderous clubs, 
As weak againit the mountain-heaps they puſh 
Their beating breaſt in vain, and piteous bray, 
He lays them quivering on tl? euſanguin'd ſnows, 
And with loud ſhouts rejoicing bears them home, 
7 here thro? the piny forett half-abforpt, 
Rough tenant of theſe ſhades, the ſhapzleſs bear, 
With dangling ies all horrid, ſtalks forlorn; 
Slo -pac'd, and ſourer as the ſtorms increaſe, $30 
He makes his bed beneath th? inclement dritt, 
And, with ftera patience, ſcorniug weak com- 
plaint, | 
Hardens his heart againſt aſailing want, 

Wide o'er the ſpacious regions of the North, 
That ſee Bootes urge his tardy wain, 835 
A boiſterous race, by froſty CaurusÞ pierc'd, 
Who little pl-aſure know, and fear no pain, 
Frolifie ſwarm. They once relem'd the flame 
Cf loſt mantird in poliſii'd ſlavery ſunk, 

Prove martial horde on horde f, with dreadful 
ſwec . 

Reſ;fileſs ol ing o'er th' enfeebled South, 841 

And gave the vanquift*! world another form, 

Not ſuch the ſons of Lapland; wiſely they 

Deſpiſe th? inſenfate barbarous trade of war ; 


* The old nme for Cling, 
+ Tie Net- ue wird. 1 The warderirg 
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They aft: no more than ſunple Nature gives; $4; 

They love their mountains and enjoy their ſtorms, 

No ftalie deſlres, no pride-created wants, 

Di ur! the peaceful current of their time; 

And thro? th- reftleſs ever- tortur d maze 

Of pleaſure, or ambition, bid it rage. $:9 

Their rein=-dzer form their riches: theſe their 

| tents, 

Their robes, their beds, and all their homely 

wealth, 

Supply, their wholeſome fare, and chearul cups. 

Obſequious at their call the docile tribe 

Yicld to the fled their necks, and whirl them ſwift 

O'er hill aud dale, heap'd into one expanſe 836 

Of marbled ſnow, as far as eye can ſweep, 

With a blue cruſt of ice unbounded glaz'd. 

By dancing meteors then, that ceaſeleſs ſhake 

A waving blaze refracted o'er the heavens, 866 

And vivid moons, and ſtars that keener play 

With double luſtre from the gloſſy waſte, 

Fen in the depth of Polar Night, they find 

A wondrous day ; enough to liglit the chaſe, 

Or guide their daring ſteps to Finland fairs. 865 

Wiſn'd Spring returns, and from the hazy South, 

While dim Aurora ſlowly moves before, 

The welcome ſun, juſt verging up at firſt, 

By ſmall degrees extends the ſwelling curve, 

Till ſeen at large for gay rejoicing months, 870 

Still round and round his ſpiral courſe he winds, 

And as he nearly dips his flaming orb, 

Wheels up again, and re-aſcends the ſky. 

[n that glad ſeaſon, from the lakes and floods 

Where pure Niemi's* fairy mountains riſe, 87; 

And ſring*d with roſes, Tenglio Frolls his ſtream, 

They draw the copious fry. With theſe, at eve, 

They, chearful-loaded, to their tents repair, 

Where, all day long in uſeful care employ'd, 

Their kind unble miſn'd wives the fre prepare. 

Thrice happy race ! by poverty ſecur'd 881 

From legal plunder and rapacious power; 

In whom fell Intereſt never yet has ſown 

The ſeeds of Vice; whoſe ſpotleſs ſwains ne'er 

knew 

Injuriqus deed, nor blaſted by the breath 883 

of faithleſs Love, their blooming daughters woe. 
Still preſhng on beyond Tornea's lake, 

And Hecla ſtaming thro? a waſte of ſnow, 

And fartheſt Greenland, to the Pole itſclf, 

Where, failing gradual, life at length goes out, 

The Muſe expands her ſolitary flight, 

And, hovering Oer the wild ſtupendous ſcene, 


* M de Maupertwiry, in is beok on the figure of 
the earth, after having deſcribed the beautiful lake 
ar meur!tuin of Niemi in Lapland, ſays, « From 
thi. keight <ve had opfertunity ſeveral times to ſet 
tleſe v. peurs riſe from the lake ewhich the ej le 
ef the courtry call Halties, and <rhich they © deem 79 
be the guardian ſpirits of the mountains, We hid 
been frighted evith & flerigs of bears that haunted 
if lace, but ſaw nene. It ſeemed rather a © place 
of reſort for Fairies and Genii than bears,” 

+ Ne fame auther obſer ven, I was ſur- 


| priſed to ſee, upon the banks of e thir river, (tht 


Terglie,) reſes of as lively a red as any that are in 


tt 6ur gardens,” 
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P-holds new ſeas beneath another ſky “. 
Thron'd in his palace of cerulean ice, 

Here Winter holds his unrejoicing court, $95 
Aud thro? his airy hall the loud mifrule 

O driving Tempeſt ivfor ever heard: 

Here the grim tyraut meditates his wrath, 

H-re arms his winds with all-ſubduing troft, 
Moulds his fiere2 hail, and treaſures up his 
lnows, | 

With which he now oppreſſes half the globe, 


Thence winding eaſtward to the Fartar's eoaſt, 


She /weeps tac howling margin of the main, 
Wizre undliſſolviug, from the firſt of time, 
$:0ws ſwell on ſnows amazing to the ſky, 905 
And icy mountains, high on mountaias pil'd, 
Seem to the ſhivering failor from afar, 
Shapeleſs and white, an atmoſphere of clouds, 
Projeted huge aud horrid over the ſurge, 
Alps frown on Alps, or ruſhing hideous down, 
As if old Chaos was again retura*d, 911 
Wide-rend the deep, and ſhake the ſolid Pole. 

can itſelf no louger can reſiſt 
The biuding fury, but in all its rage 
Of tempeſt taken by the boundleſs roſt, 915 
I; many a fathom to the bottom chain'd, 
And bid to roar no more; a bleak expanſe, 
Shagg'd o'er with wavy rocks, chearloſs, and void 
Of every life, that trom the dreary months 
Flies conſcious ſouthward, Miſerable they 920 
Who, here entangled in the gatheriag ice, 
Take their laſt look of the deſcending ſuu! 
Wailz, full of death, and fierce with tenfold froſt, 
The long, loug night, incumbent ver their heads, 
Falls horrible. Such was the Briton's fate , 025 
As with firſt prow (what have not Britons dar'd !) 
He for the paſſage ſought, attempted tince 
So much in vain, and ſeeming to be ſhut 
By jealous Nature with eternal bars. 
la theſe fell regions, in Arzina caught, 930 
And to the ſtomy deep his i le ſhip 
Immediate ſeal'd, he with his hapleſs crew, 
Each full exerted at his ſeverai taſk, 
Froze inte ſtatues: to the cordage glu'd 


The failor, and the pilot to the helm. 935 
Hard by theſe ſhores, where ſcarce his freezing 
ſtream | 


Rolle the wild Oby, live the laſt of men; 

And, hulf-egliven'd by the diftant ſun, 

That rcar:, and ripens man, as well as plants, 
Here human nature wears its rudeſt form. 940 
Deep from the piercing ſeaſon ſunk in caves, 
Here by dull fres, and with uaj»yous cheer, 

Taey watte the tedious gloom. Immers'd in furs 
Doze the groſs race: noc ſprightly jeſt, nor ſong, 
Nor tenderneſs they know, nor aught of life g45 
Beyond the kindred bears that ſtalk without, 

Till Morn, at length, her rofes Ervoping all, 
Sheds a long twilight bright ning o'er their fields, 
And calls the quiver'd ſavage to the chale. 


* The other hemiſphere, 
T Sir Hugh Willoughby, ſent by Queen Elizabeth 
tn diſcover the Nor theeaft Fifſuge. 
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What cannot active government perform, 950 
| New- moulding Man! Wide-ſtretching from theſe 
ſhores, 

A people ſavage from remotek time, 

A huge negleed empire, one vaſt Mind, 
By Heaven inſpir'd, from Gothic darkneſs called, 


| Immortal Peter ! firſt of Monarchs l he 955 


His ſtubborn country tam'd, her rocks, her fens, 

Her floods, her ſeas, her ill-ſubmitting ſons; 

And while the feroe Barbarian he ſubdu'd, 

To more exalted foul he raid the Man. 

Ye ſhades of ancient heroes l ye who toiPd, 960 

Throꝰ long ſucceſſive ages, to build up 

A labouring plan of ftate, h=hold at once 

The wonder done! behold the matchileſs prince! 

Who left his native throne, where. reign'd, till 
then, ; 

A mighty ſhadow of unreal power : 965 

Who greatly ſpurn'd the flothful pomp of courts, 

And roaming every land, in every port 

His ſceptre laid aſide, with glorious hand 

Unweary'd plying the mechanic tool, . 

Gather'd the ſeeds of trade, of uſzful arts, 970 

Of civil wiſdom, and of martial ſic ill. 

Charg'd with the ſtores of Europe, home he goes; 

Then cities rife amid ti illumin'd waſte ʒ 

Over joyleſs deferts ſmiles the rural reign; 

Far- diſtant flood to flood is ſocial join'd 3 975 

Thy aſtonith'd Euxine hears the Baltie roar ; 

Proud navies ride on ſeas that never foam'd 

With daring keel before; and armies ftretch 

Fach way their dazzling files, repreſſing here 

The frantic Alexander of the North, 980 

And awing there ftera Othman's ſhrinking ſons, 

Sloth fies the land, aad Ignorance and Vice, 

Of old dihonour proud: it glows around, 

Taught by the Royal Hand that rous'd the whole, 

One ſcene of arts, of arms, of rifing trade; 983 

For what his wiſdom plann d, and powerenforc'd, 

More potent itill, his great example ſhew*d. 

Muttering, the winds at eve, with blunted 
int, 

Blow 8 bluſteriog from the South. Sub- 
dued, ; 

The froſt reſolves into a trickling thaw. 

Spotted the mountains ſhine, looſe fleet deſcends, 

And floods the country round, The rivers ſwell, 

Of bonds impatient, Sudden from the hills, 

O'er roc's and woods, in broad brown cataraqs, 

A thouſand ſnow-fed torrents ſhoot at once, 99g 

And, where they ruſh, the wide-reſounding plain 

Is left one Cimy waſte, Thoſe ſullen ſeas, 

That waſh'd th? ungenial Pole, will reſt no more 

Beneath the ſhackles of the mighty North, 

But, rouſing all their waves, reſiſtleſs heave. 1006 

And hark! the lengthening roar continuous runs 

Athwart the riſted deep; at once it burits, 

And pil-s a thouſand mountains to the clouds, 

Ill fares the bark with trembling wretches charg'd, 

That, toſs'd amid the floating fragments, moors 

Beneath the ſhelter of an icy iſie, 1006 


While night o%crwhelms the ſes, and horror looks 

Wore horrible, Can haman force endure 

The aſſembled miſchiefs that hefiege them round? 

Heart-g12awing hunger, fainting wearineſs, 1010 
0 
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The roar of winds and waves, the cruſh of ice, 
Now ceaſing, now renew'd with louder rage, 
And in dire echoes bellowiag round the main, 
More to enibroil the deep, leviathan, 
And his unwieldy train, in dreadful ſport, 1015 
Tempeſtthe looſen*d brine; while thro? the gloom, 
Far from the bleak inhoſpitable ſhore, 
Loading the winds, is heard the hungry howl 
Of famiſt*d monſters, there awaiting wrecks, 
Yet Providence, that ever-waking Eyc, 1020 
Looks down with pity on the feeble toil 
Of mortals loſt to hope and lights them fate 
Thro? all this dreary labyrinth of Fate. 
*Fis done! dread Winter ſpreads his lateſt 
glooms, 
And rcigns tremendous o%er the conquer'd year. 
How dead the vegetable kingdom lies! 1026 
How dumb the tuneful! Horror wide extends 
His deſolate domain. Behold, fond Man! 
See here thy pictur'd life; paſs ſome few years, 
Thy flowering Spring, thy Summer's ardent 
ſtrength, 
Thy ſober Autumn fading into age, 1031 
And pale coneluding Winter comes at laſt, 
And ſhuts the ſcene. Ah! whither now are tled 
Thoſe dreams of greatneſs? thoſe unſolid hopes 
Of happineſs? thoſe longings after fame? 1035 
"Thoſe reftleſs cares? thoſe buſy buſtling days? 
Thoſe gay-ſpent, feſtive nights? thoſe veering 
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All now are vaniſh! ! Virtue ſole ſurvives, 
Immortal never-failing friend of Man, 1040 
His guide to happineſs on high. And ſee ! 

'Tis come, the glorious Morn ! the ſecond birth 
Of heaven and earth ! awakening Nature hears 
The new-creating Word, and ſtarts to life, 

In every heighten'd form, from pain and death 


| For ever free, The great eternal ſeheme, 1045 


Involving all, and in a perfe& whole 

Uniting, as the proſpect wider ſpreads, 

To Reaſon's eye refin*d, clears up apace. 

Ye vainly wiſe! ye blind preſumptuous! now, 
Confounded in the duft, adore that Power 1951 
And Wiſdom oft* arraign*d; fee now the cauſe 
Why unaſſumiu.g Worth in ſecret liv'd 

And dy*d neglected; why the good man's ſhare 
In life was gall and bitterneſs of ſoul ; logs 
Why the lone widow and her orphans pia'd 

In ſtarving ſolitude ; while Luxury, 

In palices, lay ſtraĩuing her low thought 

To form unreal wants; why heaven-born Truth, 
And Moderation fair, wore the red marks 1of0 
Of Superſtition*s ſcourge ; why licens'd Pain, 
That cruel ſpoiler, that emboſonr'd foe, 

Imbitte r'd all our bliſs, Ye Good diſtreſt! 

Ye noble Few! who here unbending ſtand 
Beneath life's preſſure, yet bear up a while, 106; 
And what your bounded view, which only ſaw 

A little part, deem'd evil, is no more; 


thougbts, 
Loſt between good and ill, that ſhar'd thy life? 


The ſtorms of Wiatry Time will quickly paſs, 
And one unbounded Spring encircle all. 
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A HYMN. 


1 = as they change, Almighty Father! theſe 

Are but the varied God. The rolling year 

I; full of Thee. Forth in the pleaſing Spring 

Thy beauty walks, thy tenderneſs and love. 

Wide fiuſh the fields; the ſoftening air is balm; 5 

Echo the mountains round; the foreſt ſmiles 

Andevery ſenſe, and every heart, is joy, 

Then comes Thy glory in the Summer moaths, 

With light and heat refulgent. Then Thy ſun 

Shoots full perſection thro? the ſwelling year; 10 

Aud oft? Thy voice in dreadful thunder ſpgaks ; 

Aud oft' at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 

By brooks and groves, in hollow-Mhiſpering gales, 

Thy bounty ſhines in Autumn unconfin'd, ; 

And ſpreads a common feaſt for all that lives. 15 

In Winter awful Thou! with clouds and ſtorms 

Around Thee thrown! tempeſt o'er teinpeſt roll, 

Majeſtic darkneſs ! On the whirlwind's wing, 

Riding fublime, Thou bidſt the world adore, 

And humbleſt Nature with. thy northern blaſt. 20 
Myſterjous round! what ſkill, what force 

divine, 

Deep felt, in theſe appear! a ſimple train, 

Yet ſo delightful mix'd with ſuch kind art, 

Such beauty and beneficence combin'd, 

Shade, unperceiv'd, ſo ſoftening into ſhade, 25 

And all ſo forming an harmonious whole, 

That as they ſtill ſucceed they raviſh till, 

But wandering oft?, with brute unconſcious gaze, 

Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 

That ever-buſy, wheels the ſilent ſpheres, 30 

Works in the ſecret deep, ſhoots, ſteaming, thence 

The fair profuſion that o'erſpreadls the Spring! 

Fliugs from the ſun direct the flaming day, 

Feeds every creature, hurls the tempeſt forth, 

And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 35 

With tranſport touches all the ſprings of lite, 
Nature, attend! join every living ſoul 

Beneath the ſpacious temple of the ſky, 

In adoration join, and ardent raiſe 

One general ſong! To Him, ye vocal Gales ! 

Breathe ſoft, whoſe Spirit in your. freſhneſs 

— breathes: 

Oh talk of him in ſolitary glooms! 

Where, o'er the rock, the ſcarcely waving pine 

Fills the browa ſhade with a religious awe. 

And Ye! whoſe bolder note is heard afar, 45 

Who ſhaketly aſtoniſſid world, lift high to heaven 

Ti impetuous ſong, and ſay from whom ye 

rage, 

His praiſe, ye Brooks! attune, ye trembling Rills! 

And let me catch it as I nwſe along. 

Ye headlong Torrents! rapid and profound ! 59 

Ye ſofter Floods l thyt lead the humid maze 

Along the vale : and thou, majeſtic Main! 

A ſecret world of wonders in thyſelf, 

Sound His ſtupendous praiſe, whoſe greater voice 

Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall, 55 


 Sweetelt of birds ! ſweet Philomela! charm 


Soft roll your incenſe, herbs, and - fruits, and 
flowers, 

In mingled clouds, to Him, whoſe ſun exalts, 

Whoſe breath perfumes you, and whoſe pencil 

ints. 

Ye Foreſts! bend; ye Harveſts! wave to Him 3 

Breathe your till ſoag into the reaper's heart, 60 

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 

Ye that keep wateh in heaven ! as earth aſleep 

Unconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt beams, 

Ye Conſtellations ! while your angels ftrike, 

Amid the ſpaagled ſky, the filver lyre, 65 

Great ſource of day ! beſt image bere below 

Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, f 

From world to world, the vital ocean round, 

On Nature write, with every beam, his praſſe. 

The thunder rolls: be huſt'd the proſtrate World, 

While eloud to cloud returns the folemn hy mn. 

Bl-at out afreſh, ye Hills ! ye moſſy Rocks! 

Retain the ſound : the broad reſponſive low, 

Ye Vallies! raiſe; for the Great Shepherd reigns, 

And his uaſuffering kingdom yet will come, 73 

Ye Woodland; all ! awake; a boundleſs ſong 

Burſt from the groves; and when the reſtleſs day, 

Expiring, lays the warbling world aſleep, 


The liſtening ſhades, and teach the n ight His praiſe, 

Ye, chief, tor whom the whole creation ſmiles, 

At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 

Crown the great hymn, In ſwarming cities vaſt, 

Aſſembled Men ! to the deep organ join, 

The long-reſounding voice, oft* breaking clear, 

At ſolemn pauſes, thro? the ſwelling baſe, 36 

And as cach mingling flame increaſes each, 

In one united ardour riſe to heaven. 

Or if ye rather chooſe the rural ſhade, 

And find a fane in every facred grove, 

There let the ſhepherd's flute, the virgin's lay, 

The prompting ſcraph, and the po-t's lyre, 

Still lng the God of Seaſons as they roll. 

For me, when I forget the darling theme, 

Whether the bloſſom blows, the Summer ray 95 

Ruſſets the plain, inſpiring Autuma gleams, 

Or Winter riſcs ia the blackening Faſt, 

Be my tongu! mute, my Fancy paint no more, 

And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat! 
Should Fate command me to the fartheſt verge 

Of the green earth, 0 ditant harbarous climes, 

Rivers unkuown to ſong, where firſt the fun 

Gilds Indian mountains, or ais ſetting beam 

Flames on tl? Atlantic ies, *tis nought to me ; 

Since God is ever preſent, ever felt, 105 

In the void waſte as in the city ſull ! 

And where he vital breathes tnere muſt be joy. 

When eben at laſt the ſolemn hour ſhall come, 

And wing my myſtic flight to future worlds, 

I chearful will obey; there with new powers 110 

Will riſing wond-rs fing, I cannot go 

Where Univerſal Love not ſmiles around, 

Suſtaining all yon? orbs, and all their ſons, 

From ſeeming evil ſtill educing good, 

And better tbencz again, and better ſtill, 115 

In infinite progreſſion. But I loſe 

Myſelf in Him, in Light Ineſlable; 5 

Come then, expreſſive Silence ! muſe His preiſe. 
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BRITANNIA. 
A POEM. 


Et tantas audetis tollere moles ? 

Quos ego—ſed motos præſtat componere fluctus. 
Poſt mihi non f.mili pzna commi a luctis, 
Maturate fugam, regique hac dicite veitro : 

Non illi imperium pelagi, ſæ vumque tridentem, 
Sed mihi ſorte datum — Vins. 


S on the ſea- beat ſhore Britannia ſat, 
Of her degenerate ſons the {aded fame 

Deep in her anxious heart revolving ſad, 
Bare was her throbbing boſom to the gale, 
That hoarſe and hollow from the bleak ſurge blew; 
Looſe flow*d her tre ſſee, rent her azure robe, 6 
Hung o'er the deep, from her majeſtic brow 
She tore the laurel, and ſhe tore the bay; 
Nor ceas'd the copious grizf to bathe her cheek, 
Nor ceasꝰd her ſobs to murmur to the main, 10 
Peace diſcontented nigh, departing, ſtretch'd 
Her dove-like wing; aud War, tho* greatly rous'd, 
Yet mourns her fetter'd hands; wile thus the 


ueen 
Of 2 — ſpoke, and what ſhe faid the Muſe 
Recorded, faithful, in unbidden verſe, 15 


Een not yon ſail, that from he ſky-mixt wave 
Dawns on the fight, and waſts the Royal Youth,* 
A freight of future glory to my {hore ; 
en not the flattering view of golden days, 

And rifing periods yet of bright renowa, 20 

Beneath the Parents, and their endleſs line 

Thro? late revolviog time can ſooth my rage, 

While, unchaſtis'd, the intulting 5paniacd dures 

Infeſt the trading food, full of vain war, 

Deſpiſe my navies, and my merchants ſrize, 25 

As, trufing to falſe peace, they fearleſs roam 

The world of waters ild, made by the toil 

And liberal blood of glorious ages mine ; 

Nor burſts my fleeping thunder on their head, 

Whence this unwoated patience ? this weak 
doubt? 30 

This tame heſeeching of rejected peace? 

This meek forbearance ? this unnative fear, 

To generous Britons never known before? 

And ſail'd my fleets, for this, on Indian tides 

To Aoat, unat.vg, With the veering winds ? 35 

The mockery of war! while hot Diſeaſo, 

And Stoth diftemper'd, ſwept off burning crowds, 

For ation ardent, and amid the deep, 

Inglorious funk them in a watery grave. 

There now they lie beneath the _ "x0 food, 40 

Far from their friends and country unaveng'd, 

And back the drooping war-ſtip comes again, 

Diſpirited, and thin: her ſons aſham'd . 

Thus idly to reyiew their native ſhore ; 

With not one glory ſparkling in their eye, 45 

One tr'umph on their tongue, A paſſenger, 

The violated merchant comes along, 

That far-ſought wealth, for which the noxious 
gale 


* Frederick Prince of Faies, then lately ar ived. 


Be drew and ſweat beneath Equator ſuns, 
By lawleſs force deteinꝰd; a ferce that foon 50 
Would melt away, and every ſpoil reſign, 
Were once the Britiſh Lion heard to roar, 
Wheace is it that the proud Therian thus, 
In their own well-aſſerted element, 
Dares rome to wrath the matiers of the main? 55 
Who told him that the big incumbent war 
Would not, ere this, have rolPd his trembling 
ports 
In fmoky ruin? and his guilty ſtores, 
Won by the ravage of a butcher*'d world, 
Yet unato:%1, ſunk in the ſwallowing deep, Ge 
Or led the glittering prize into the Thames ? 
There was a time (oh let my languid ſons 
Reſume their ſpirit at the routing thought !) 
When all the pride of Spain, in one dread feet 
owelPd o%er the lab'ring ſurge ; like a whole hea- 
ven 65 
Of clouds, wide roll'd before the boundleſs breere, 
Gally the ſplendid armament along 
Exultant plougb'd, reile & ing a red gleam, 
As ſunk the ſun o'er all the flaming Vaſt; 
Tail, gorgeous, and clate, drunk with the dream 
Of eaſy conqueſt; while their bloated War, 71 
Stretch d out from ſky to ſky, the gather'd force 
Or ages held in its capacious womb : 
But ſoon, regardleſs of the cumbrous pomp, 
My dauntleſs Britons came, a gloomy Few ! 75 
With tempeſt black the goodly ſcene deform'd, 
And laid their glory waſte. The bolts of Fate 
Ret leſs thuuder'd through their yielding ſ des; 
Fierce ober their beauty blaz'd the lurid flame; 
And ſeir'd in horrid gaſp, or ſpatter'd wide 80 
Amid the mighty waters, deep they ſunk. 
i hen, too, from ev'ry promontory chill, 
Rank fen, and cavern, where the wild wave works, 
I {wept confederate winds, and ſwell'd a ſtorm. 
Round tv? glad ifle, ſnatch'd by the vengeſul blaſt, 
The ſcatter'd remnants drove; on the blind ſhelve 
And printed rock, that marks the indented ſhore, 
Re! ntleſs dhaſh%d, where loud the northern main 
Hou tro? the fractur'd Caledonian iſes. 
Such were the dawnings of my watry reign ; 9# 
But fnce how vaſt it grew, how abfolvte, 
E'en in thoſe troubled times, when dreadtul Blake 
Aw'd angry nations with the Britiſh name, 
Let every humble ſtate, let Europe ſay, 
Suſtain'd anc! balanc'd by my naval arm. 95 
Ah! what muſt thoſe immortal ſpirits think 
Of your poor ſhiſts? thoſe, for their country's good, 
Who fac'd the blackeſt danger, knew no ear, 
No mean ſubmiflion, but commanded peace? 
Ah! how with indignation muſt they burn! 100 
(If aught but joy can touch ethereal breaſts) 
With ſhame, with grief, to ſee their feeble ſons 
Shrink from that empire oer the conquer'd ſeas 
For which their wi:dom plann'd, their councils 
glow*d, 
And their veins bled, thro? many a toiling age! 
Oh! firſt of human bleffings, and ſupreme: 106 
Fair Peace l how lovely, how delightful thou! 
By whoſe wide tie the kindred ſons of men 
Like brothers live, in amity combin'd, 
Aud unſuſpicious faith; while honeſt Toil 11e 
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Cives evory joy, and to thofe joys a right, 
Which idle har harous Nap ine but uſurps. 
Pure is thy reign, when, 'unaccurs'd by blood, 
Nought fave the ſweetnefs of indulgent ftowers, 
Trickling, diftils into the vernant Ibo; 115 
la ead of mangled careaſſes, ſad- ſcen, ö 
When the blithe - ſheaves lie ſcatter'd oer the 
feld; . 
When only ff ining fares, the crooked knife, 
And hooks, imprint the vegetable wourd; 
When the land bluſhes with the voſe alone, 120 
The falling fruitage and the bleeding vine. 
Ch, Pace! thou ſource and ſoul of focial life, 
Beneuth whoſe calm inſpiring infirence 
dee nee his views enlarge, Art refnes, 
And iwelling Commerce opens all ber ports; 125 
Ve he the man divine who gives vs thee! 
Who bids the trumpet huſh his horrid clang, 
Nor blow the gidty tim Hus into rage; 
Who {' eaths the murderous blade; the deadly 
gun e, ö 
Into the well-pil'd armory returrs: 130 
Aach every — — from the work of death 
To grateful induftry eon verting, makes 
The country flourifh, aud the city ſmile. 
Unviolated, him the virgin fngs, 
And him the ſmiling mother to her train: 135 
Of him the ſhepherd, in the peaceſul dale, 
Chaunts : and, the treaſures-of his labour ſure, 
The huſband man of him, as at the plough 
Or team he toils, With him the ſailor ſooths, 
Beneath the trembling moon, the midnight 
wave; 140 
And the full eity, warm, from ſtreet to ſtreet, 
And ſhop to*ſhop, reſponſive, ſings of him. 
Nor joys one land alone g his praiſe extends 
Far as the ſun rolls the diffuſive day, 
Far as the hret ze can bear the gifts of Peace, 145 
Thall the happy nations catch the ſong, 
What would not, Peace! the patriot bear for 
thee ? 
What painful patience? what inceſſant care? 
What mixt anxiety ? what ſlgepleſs toil? 
l' n from the raſn, protc&e(!, what reproach? 150 
Fer he thy value knows, thy friendſhip, he, 
To human nature: but the better thou. 
ile richer of delight, ſometimes the more 
lowvitable war“ when rufan Force 
Jrahes the fury of an injur'd ſtate. 155 
Pn the good patient man, whom Reaſon rules, 
loud by bald inſult, and injurions rage, 
With ſnarp and ſudden chee th aſtoniſi ſons 
Of Viclence confounds ;, firm as his cauſe 
His holder heart; in awful juſtice clad, 160 
Hs eyes effulgiag a peculiar fre; 
Ac as he charges thro? the proſtrate war, 
His keen arm teaches faithleſs men no more 
19 dare the ſacred vengeance of the juſt. 
Ad what, my thoughtleſs Sons! ſhould fire you 
more, 165 
Than when your well earn'd Empire of the Deep 
The leaſt beginning injury receives ? 
What better cauſe can call your lightning ſorth 2? 
Your thunder wake? your dearef life demand? 
What better cauſe, than when your country ſees 


The ſly deſtruc ĩon at her vitals aim'd? 171 
For, ob! it moſt imports you, ?tis your all, 

To keep your trade entire, entire the force 

And honour of your fleets; oer that to watch, 
Een with 4 hand ſevere, and jealous eye, 195 
In intercourſe be gentle, generous, juſt, 

By wiſdom poelift'd, and of manners "fair ; 

But on the ſca be terrible, untam'd, 
Unconquerable {till ; let none eſcape, 

Wio ſhall but aim to touch your glory there, 19s 
Is there the man, into the lion's den 

Who dares intrude, to ſnatch his young away? 
And is a Eriton ſeiz'd, and ſeiz'd beneath 


The lumbering terrors of a Britiſh fleet? 


Then ardent rite! oh! great in vengeance riſe! 
Oerturn the proud, teach Rapine to reſtore ; 186 
And as you ride ſublimely round the world, 
Make every veſſel Hop, make every ſtate 

At once their welfare and their duty know. 

This is your glory; this your witdom; this 190 
The native power ſor which you were defign*d 
By Fate, when Fate deſ.gn'd the frmeſt ſtate 


That eber was ſeated on the ſubject fea; 


A ſtate alone where Liberty ſhould live 

In theſe late times, this evening of mankind, 195 

When Athens, Rome, aud Carthage, are ne 
more! 

The world almoſt in flaviſh Noth diffoly'd. 

For this theſe rocks around your coaſt were 
thrown 

For this your aks peculiar harden*d, ſhoot 

Strovg into fturdy growth; for this your hearts 

Swell with a ſullen courage, growing ſtill 201 

As danger grows; 5nd firength ard toil for this 

Are liberal pour'd oer all the fervent land. 

then cheriſh this, this unexpenbve power 

Undar.gerous to the public, ever prompt, 205 

By laviſh Nature thruſt ito your hand; 

And, unencumber'd with the bulk immenſe 

Gf conqueſts, when ce huge empires roſe and fell 

Selt-eruſt d, extend your reign from ſhore to 
ſhore. 

Where'er the wind your high heheſts can blow, 

Ard fix it deep on this eternal baſe. 

For ſhould the Ciding fabric once give way, 

Soon ſtaekened quite and paſt recovery broke, 

It gathers ruin as it rolls along, 

Steep-ruſhing down to that devouring gulf 21g 

Where many a mighty empire buried lies. 

And ſhould the big redundant flood of Trade, 

In which ten thouſand thouſand labours join 

Their ſeveral! currents, till the boundleſs tide 


Rolls in a radiant deluge oer the land, 220 
Should this bright ſtream, the leaſt inflecte d, 
point 


Its courſe another way, Or other lands 

The various treaſure would reſiftleſs pour, 

Ne'er to be won again; its ancient tract 

Left a vile channel, deſolate, and dead, 225 

With all around a miſerable waſte. 

Not Egypt, were her better heaven, the Nile, 

Turn'd in the pride of flow, when Oer his 
rocks 

And roaring catarafts, beyond the reach 

Of dizzy Vin piPd, in one wide flaſh 239 


An Ethiopian deluge foams amain, 
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(Whence wondering fable trac'd him from the 


ſry; 

Fen not * prime of earth, where harveſts 
crowd 

On untill'd harveſts all the teemiag year, 

If of the fat o*'crfrrowing culture robb'd, 235 


Were then a more uncomtortable wild, 
Steril, and void, than, of her trade depriv'd, 
Britons! your boaſted ife : her princes ſuuk, 
Her high-built honour moulder'd to the dult, 
Unnerv'd her force, her ſpirits vaniſh'd quite, 
With rapid wing ber riches fied away, 241 
Her untrequented ports alone the ſign 
Cf wiat ſhe was, her merchants ſcatter'd wide, 
Her hollow ſhops ſkut up, aud in her ſtreets, 
Her telds, woods, markets, villages and roads, 

* The chearful voice of labour heard no more. 246 

Ch! let net, then, Mate luxury impair 
That manly ſoul of toil, which firings your 
nerves, 
And your own proper happineſs creates! 
Oh! let not the ſoft penetrating plague 250 
Creep on the ſree-born mind, and, working there, 
With the ſharp tooth of many a new»lorm'd 
want, 

Endleſs, and idle all, eat out the beart 
Of Liberty, the bigh conception blaſt, 
The noble ſentiment, th? impatient ſcorn 255 
Of baſe ſubjection, and the Welling wiſh 
For general good eraſing from the mind; 
While nought ſave narrow ſelfiſhneſs ſucceeds, 
And low deſigu, the ſneaking paſſions all 
Let looſe, and reigning in the rankled breaſt, 260 
Induc'd at laſt, by ſcarce perceiv'd degrees, 
Snapping the very frame of government 


Sloth, ignorance, de jection, flattery, fear, 
Oppr:MN.on raging Oer the waite he makes, 26x 
The human being almoſt quite extinct, 
And the whole ftate in broad corruption ſinks. 
Oh! ſhun that gulf; that gaping ruin ſhun ! 
And countlels ages roll it far away 
From you, ye heaven- bzlov'd ! May Liberty, 270 
The light of life! the ſun of human-kind! 
Whence heroes, bards, and patriots borrow 
flame, 
E'en where the keen depreſſive North deſcends, 
Still ſpread, exalt, and actuate your powers 
While Laviſh ſouthern climates beam in vain. 275 
And may a public ſpirit from the Throne, 
Where every virtue ſits, go copious forth, 
Live o'cr the land, the finer arts inſpire, 
Make thoughtful Science raiſe his penſive head, 
Blow the freſh bay, bid Induſtry rejoice, 2% 
And the rough ſons of loweſt Labour ſmile ; 
As when, profuſe of ſpring, the looſen'd Weſt 
Lifts up the pining year, and balmy breathes 
Youth, lite, and love, and beauty, o'er the world. 
But haſte we from theſe melancholy ſhores, 28; 
Nor to deaf winds and waves our fruitleſs plaint 
Pour weak, The country claims our active aid; 
That let us roam, and where we find a ſpark 
Of public virtue, blow it into flame. 
Lo! now, my ſons, the ſons of Freedom ! meet 
In awful ſenate : thither let us fly, 291 
Burn in the patriot's thought, flow from his tongue 
In fearleſs truth, myſelf, transform'd, preſide, 
And ſhed the ſpirit of Britannia round. 
This ſaid, her fleeting form and airy train 295 
Sunk in the gale, and nought but rugged rocks 
Ruſh'd on the broken eye, and nought was heard 


And lite, a total diſlolution comes; 


But the rough cadence of the daſhipg wave, 
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LIBERTY, A POEM. 


IN FIVE PARTS, 


TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 
FREDERICK PRINCE OF WALES, 
SIR, 
W I reflect upon that ready condeſcen- 
fon, that preventing generoſity, with 
which your Royal Highneſs received the following 
Doe m under your protection, I can alone aſcribe 
it to the recommendation and influence of the 
\ubjet. In you the cauſe and conceras of Liber. 
ty have ſo zealous a patran, as entitl:s whatever 
may have the leaſt tendency to promote them to 
the diſtinction of your fayour : and who can en- 
tertain this delightful reflection, without feeling 
a pleaſure far ſuperior to that of the fondeſt au- 
thor, ard of which all true lovers of their country 
muſt participate? To behold the nobleſt diſpoſi- 
tions of the prince and of the patriot united; and 
overflowing benevolence, generoſity, and can- 
dour of heart, joined to an enlightened zeal for 
Liberty, an intimate perſuaſion that on it depends 
the happineſs and glory of both kings and peo- 
ple; to ſee theſe ſhining out in public virtues, as 
they have hitherto ſmiled in all the ſocial lights 
and private accompliſhments of life, is a proſpect 
that cannot but inſpire a general ſentiment of ſa. 
tisfact ion and gladneſs, more eafy to be felt than 
expreſſed, 

If the following attempt to trace Liberty from 
the firſt ages, down to her excellent eſtabliſhment 
in Great Britain, can at all merit your approba- 
tion, and prove an entertainment to your Royal 
Highneſs, if it can in any degree anſwer the dig- 
nity of the ſubject, and of the name under which 
I preſume to ſhelter it, I have my beſt reward; 
particularly as it affords me an opportunity of de- 
clariug that ſ am, withthe greateſt zealandreſpeR, 

Sir, Your Royal Highneſs's 
Moſt obedient and moſt devoted Servant, 
James Tuousox. 


ANCIENT & MODERN ITALY COMPARED, 
PART L 
The following Poem is thrown into the ferm of a pee- 
tical Vifien, Its ſcene the ruins of ancient Rome, 
The goddeſs of Liberty, who is ſuppeſed to ſteak 
through the whole, appears character iſed as Bri- 
th Liberty, te verſe 44. Gt a view of arcient 
{:aly, and particularly 4 republican Rome, in 
all key magnificence and glory, to ver. 112, This 
contraſted by medern Lully its wallier, mountains, 
culture, cities, proper, the difſerence appearing 
Fronge/t in the capital city, Rome, to ver. 234. 
Tre ruins of the great works of Liberty more mag= 
cent than the berrawed pomp of Oppreſſion ; 
ed from them revived Sculpture, Painting, and 
Are li tecture, to ver, 456, The old Romans apeſ- 
trethixed, with regard te the ſeveral melancholy 
changes in Italy: Herace, Tu'ly, and Virgil, with 
regard ia their Tiher, Tuſculum, and Naples, to 
dr. 227, Hat enge fine and moſi oqpamente! 
part of Tah, all along the Coaſt of Baie, how 


charged, #8 Wer. 321. This deſelation Ui 
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Italy applied to Britain, to wer, 344. Adiveſe 
to the goddeſs of Liberty, that ſhe would de luce, 
from the fir/i ages, her clief elablifhmerts, the 
deſcription of cui conſtitutes the ſubjett of the 
following parts of this Poem, She aſſents, ond 
commands <o/ut ſhe ſays to be ſuns in Britain, 
whoſe happineſs arijmg from Ir cedam arti linited 
Menarchy ſhe mar ks, to ver. 391, Anſnnediate 
Iifun attends, and paints her words, Inwvecatior, 


My lamented Talbot ! while with thee 
The Muſe gay-rov'd the glad H={perian 
round, / 
And drew the inſpiring breath of ancient arts, 
Ab! liitle thought fre her returning verſe 
Should ſing her darling fulject to x AA ſhade, 3 
And does the my ts veil from mortal beam 
Involve thoſe eyes where cvery virtue ſmil'd, 
And all thy rather's candid ſpirit one? 
The light of reaſon, pure, without a cloud; 
Full of the generous heart, the mild regard; 10 
Honour diſdaining bl:ni't, cordial taith, 
And limpid truth, that looks the very ſoul. 
But to the death of migaty nations turn 
My {train ; be there abſorpt the pivate tear. 
Muſing I lay, warm from the ſacred walks 15 
Where at cach ſtep Imagination burns; 
While ſcatter*d wide around, awful and hoar, 
Lies, a vaſt monument! once-glorious Rome, 
The tomb of Empire! Ruins! that efface 
Whate'er of finiſtid modern pomp can boaſt, 20 
dnatebꝰd by theſe wonders, to that world where 
thought 
Unfetter'd ranges, Fancy's magic hand 
Led me anew over all the ſolemn ſcene, 
Still in the mind's pure eye more ſolemn dre? ; 
When ſtraight, methought, the fair majeſtic 
Power 
Of Liberty appear'd; not, as of old, 26 
Extended in her hand the cap and rod, 
Whoſe ſlave-enlarging touch gave double life; 
But her bright temples bound with Britiſh oak, 


And naval honours nodded on her brow, 50 


Sublime of port, looſe o' er her ſhoulders ou d 
Her ſea-green robe, with conſtellations gay. 
An iſland-goddeſs now; and her bigh care 
The Queen of Iſles, the Miſtreſs of the Main. 
My heart beat filial tranſport at the Gght, 3s 
And as ſhe mov'ld to ſpeak, th! awaken'd Muſe 
Liſten'd intenſe. A while ſhe look'd around, 
With mournful eye the well-known ruins mar, 
And then, her ſiglis repreſſing, thus began, 
Mine are theſe wonders, all thou ſeeſt is mine: 
But, ah! bow chang'd! the falling, poor re- 
mains 
Of what exalted once the Auſonian ſhore, 
Look back thro” time, and, riſing from the gloom, 
Mark the dread ſcene that paints whate%er I ſay. 
The great Republic ſee ! that gow'd, ſublime, 
With the mixt freedom of a thouſand flates, 46 
Rais'd on the thrones of kings her curule chair, 
And by her ſaſees aw'd the ſubject world. 
See buſy millions quiekeuing all the land, 
With cities throng'd, and teemiag culture high; 
For Nature then ſmil'd on her free-born fons, 51 
And pour'd the plenty that belongs to Mea, 
9 
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Behold, th: country chearing, villas riſe 

In lively proſpect, by the ſecret lapſe 

Of brooks now loit and fireamsrenown?d in ſong: 
In Um bria's cloi-ng vales, or on the hrow 

Of her brown hill- that breathe the ſcented gale ; 
On Pais viney coaſt, where peaceful] ſeas, 
Fann'd by kid zephyrs, ever kiſs the ſhore, 
And ſuns unclouded © ine thro? pureſt air; 60 
Or in the ſpacious neighhournood of Rome, 

Far ſhining upward to the Sabine hills, 

To Anio's ror and Tiber?s olive ſhade, 

To where Preneſte li'ts her airy brow, 

Or downward ſpreadi g to the ſunny ſhore, 65 
Where Alba breathes the freſhneſs of the main, 
See diſtant mountains leave their valleys dry, 

And wer the proud arcade their tribute pour, 

To lave imperial Rome. For ages laid, 

Deep, maſfy, firm, diverging every way, 70 
With tombs of heroes ſacred, tee her roads, 

By various nations trod, and ſuppliant kings, 
With legions flaming, or with triumph gay. 

Full in the centre of theſe wondrous works, 
The pride of earth, Rome in her glory ſee; 75 
Pehcld her demi-gods, in ſenate met, 

All head to counſel, and all heart to act; 

The Commonweal iuſpiring every tongue 

With fervent eloquence, unbrib'd and bold, 

Ere tame Corruption taught the ſervile herd 80 
To rank obedient to a maſter's voice, 

Her forum ſee, warm, popular and loud, 

In trembling wonder huſh'd, when the two 
Sires, * 

As they the private father greatly quell'd, 

Stood up the public fathers of the ſtate. 85 

gee Jutice judging there in human ſhape ! 

Hark! how with Freedom's voice it thunders 
high, 

Or in ſoft murmurs fink to Tully's tongue. 

Her Tribes, her Cenſus, ſee ; her generous 

troops, 

Whoſe pay was glory, and their beſt reward go 

Free for their m—_—_ and for Me to die, 

Ere mercenary murder grew a trade, 

Mark, as the purple triumph waves along. 
The highe ſt pomp aud lowel fall of lie. 

Her feſtive games, the ſchool of heroes, ſee; 
Her Circus, ardent with contending youth; 
Her ſtreets, her temples, palaces, and baths, 
Full of fair Forms of Beauty's eldeſt born, 
And of a people caſt in Virtues mold; 
While Sculpture lives around, and A an hills 100 
Lend their beſt ſtores to heave the pillac'd dome; 
All that to Roman ftrength the ſofter touch 
Of Grec'+1 art can ſoin. But language fails 
To paint this ſun, this centre of mankind, - 
Where every virtue, glory, trraſure, art, 105 
Attragcd frong, in beighten'd lu*re met. 

Need 7 the contraſt mark? unjoyous view! 
A land in all, in government, in arts, 
In virtue, genius, earth, and heaven, revers'd. 
Who but, theſe far-fam'd ruins to behold, 110 
Froofs of a people whoſe heroie aims 
Snar'd far above the little ſel5ſh ſphere 
Gf doubting modern lite; who but, infam'd 


L. J. Brutus and Virgizius. 


| With clatTo zeal, theſe conſecrated ſeenes 


| Of men and decis to trace, 4 * Land 1 175 


World tg thy wilds, and cities looſe of ſeray ? 
Are tlieſe the vales that, once, exulting ſtates 
In their warm boſom fed ? the mountains theſe 
On whoſe bigh-bluoming fdes My ſons, of old, 
I bred to glory? theie dee ed towns, 149 


The ſcenes of ancient opule::ce and pomp 2? 

Come! by whatever ſacred name (ifguis'd, 
Oppreſſion ! come, and in thy works r-joice ! 
Sce Nature's richeſt plains to putrid fens 125 
Turn'd by thy fury, From the chearful bounds 
She raz'd th” enlivening village, farm, and ſcat, 
Firſt rural Toil, by thy rapacious hand 


Aud now he dares nat turn the noxious glebe ; 

*Tis thine entire. Ihe lonely ſwain himtelf, 

Who loves at large along the gray downs 

His flocks to pa ture, thy dear champaign {lies: 

Far as the fexening eye can ſweep around, 

* Fis all one deſert, deſolate, and grey, 135 

Graz*d by the ſullen buffalo alone; ; 

And where the rank uncultivated growth 

Of rotting ages taints the paſſing gate, 

Bene1th the baleful blaſt the city pines, 

Or nnks enſeebled, or infected burns. 140 

geneath it mourns the ſolitary road, 

Roll'd in rude mazes o'er th' abandon'd waſte, 

While ancient ways, jagulf'd, are ſeen no more. 
Such thy dire plains, thou Selt-deſtroyer! foe 

To buman=kird ! Thy mountains, too, profuſe, 

Where ſavage Nature blooms, ſcem their ſad 

plaint ; 

To vi ife againſt thy deſolating rod. 

There on the breezy brow, where thriving ſtates 

And famous cities, once, to the pleas'd ſun 

Far other ſcenes of riſing culture ſpread, 159 

Pale ſhine thy ragged towns. NegleQed round 

Each harveſt pines, the livid, lean produce 

Of heartleſs Labour; while tiy hated joys, 

Not proper pleaſure, lift the lazy hand, 

Better to ſmk in foth the woes of life, 135 

Than wake their rage with unarailing toil, 

Hence drooping Art almoſt to Nature leaves 

The rude unguided ycar. Thin wave the gifts 

Of yellow Ceres, thin the radiant bluſh 

Of orchard reddens in the warmeſt ray. ICo 

To weedy wildneſs run, no rural wealth 


| (Such as dick ators fed) the garden pours, 


Crutle the wild olive Hows, and foul the vine; 
Nor juice C-2cuhian nor Falernian more 
Streams Ice and joy, fave in the Muſe's bowl. 105 
Unſecanded by Art, the ſpinning race | 
Draw the bright thread in vain, and idly toil, 
In vain, ſorlorn in wilds, the citron blows, 
and flowering plants perfume the deſert gale. 
Thro? the vile thorn the tender myrtle twines : 
Toglorious drops the laurel, dead to ſong, 171 
And long a ſtranger to the hero's brow. 

Nor half thy triumph this: caſt from brute 

Hel ds 

Into the haunts of men thy ruthleſs eye, 
There huvom Plenty never turns her horn; 175 
The grace and virtue of exterior life, 
o clean Convenicuce reigns ; eben Sleep itſel?, 


Where, mean and ſordid, life can ſcarce ſubſiſt, 


Robb'd of his poor reward, ref gn'd the plough, 
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Leaſt delicate of powers, relJutant, there 
Lays on the bed impure his heavy head. 

Thy horrid walk! dead, empty, unadorn'd; 
See ſtreets whoſe echoes never know the voice 


Of chearful Hurry, Commerce many-tongu'd, 


And Art mechanic at his various taſk, 
Fervent employ'd Mark the deſponding race, 
Of occupation void, as void of hope; 
Hope, the glad ray glanc'd from Eternal Good, 
That life enlivens, and exalts its powers, 
With views of fortune—madaeſs all to them! 
By thee relentleſs ſciz d their better joys, 

Jo the ſoft aid of cordial airs they fly, 
Breathing a kind oblivion o'er their woes, 
Aud love ang muſic melt their fonls away. 
From feebie Juſtice ſee how raſh Revenye, 
Trembling, the balance ſnatches, and the ſword, 
Tezeful himſelf, to venal ruſhan» gives. 
Sce where Cd's altar, nurſing Murder, ſtands 
With the red touch of dark aſſaſſius ſtain'd. 

But chief let Rome, the mighty City! ſpeak 
The full-exerted genias of thy r2ign. 
Echold her riſe amid the lifeleſs walte, 
Expiring Nature all corrupted round; 

Wiule the lone Tiber, thro' the deſert plain 
Winds kis waſte ſtores, ani ſullen ſweeps along. 
Patch'd from ny fregments, in unſolid pomp, 
Mark how the temple glares, and, artful dreſt, 
Amuſive, draws the ſuperſtitious train. 
Mark how the palace lifts a ly ng front, 
Concealing often, in mapuihic jail, 
Proud Want; a deep unanimated gloom } 
And oſt' adjoining to the drear abode 
Of Miſery, whoſe melancholy walls 
Secm its voracious grandeur to reproach, 
Within the city-bounds the deſert ſec : 
Sec the rank vine wet ſubtgrrranean roofs 
Indecent ſpread, beneath whoſe fretted gold 215 
It oncz exulting ſlow'd. The people mark, 
Matchleſs, while fir'd by Me; to public good 
Inexorably firm; juſt, generous, brave; 
Afraid of nothing but unworthy life ; 
Flate with glory, and heroic ſoul 
Known to the vulgar breaſt; behold them now 
A thin deſpairing number, all-ſubdu'd, 
The ſlaves of ſlaves, by ſuperſtition ſool d, 
By vice unmann'd, and a licentious rule, 
In guile ingenious, and in murder brave. 225 
Such in one land, beneath the ſame ſair clime, 
Thy ſons, Oppreſſion! are, and ſuch were Mine. 
K'en La thy labour'd pump, for whoſc vain 
ow 
Deluded thouſands ſtarve, all age begrim d, 
1orn, robb'd, and ſcatter'd in unnumber'd ſacks, 
And by the tempeſt of two thouſand years 
Continual haken, let My ruins vie. 
Theſe roads, that yet the Roman hand aſſert, 
Beyond the weak repair of modern toil , | 
Theſe ſractur'd arches, that the chiding ſtream 
No more delighted hear ; theſe rich remains 
Ot marbles now unknown, where ſhines, imbib'd, 
Fach parent ray; theſe maſſy columns hew'd 
From Y fric's faftheſt ſhore; oue granite all 
Theſe obelifks digh-towering to the ſky, 
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Myſterious mark'd with dark Egyptian lore 
Theſe endleſs wonders that this Sacred Way 
Illumine till, and conſecrate to fame; 

Theſe fountains, vaſes, urns, and ſtatues, charg'd 
With the fine ſtores of art-completing Greece. 
Mine is, beſides, thy every later boaſt ; 246 
Thy Buonarotis, thy Palladios, Mine; 
And Mine that fair deſigus which Raphzl's ſoul 
O'er the live canvaſs, emanating, breath'd. 

What would you ſay, ye Conquerors of earth ! 

Ye Romans! could you raiſe the laurel'd head ? 
Could you the country ſee, by ſeas of blood, 
And the dread toil of ages, won ſo dear, 

Your pride, your triumph, your lupreme delight! 
For whoſe defence oft, in the doubtful hour, 
You ruſh'd with rapture down the gulph of Fate, 
Of death ambitious! till by awſul deeds,  - 
Virtues, and courage, that amaze mankind, 
The Queen of Natfvus roſe, poſſeſt of ali 

Which Nature, Art and Glory, could beſtow! 
What would you ſay, deep in the laſt abyſs 

Of ſlavery, vice, and unambitious want, 
Thus to behold her ſunk ? Your crowded plains 
Void of their cities, unadorn'd your hills, 264 
Ungrac'd your lakes, your ports to ſhips unknown, 
Your lawleſs floods, and your abandon'd ſtreams, 
Theſe could you know ? theſe could you lovo 

again 
Thy Tiber, Horace! could it now inſpire 
Content, poetic caſe, and rural joy. 
Soon burſting into ſong, while chro' the groves 
Of headlong Anio, daſhing to the vale, 271 
in many a tortur'd ſtream, you mus'd along : 
Yon' wild retreat, where Superſtition dreams, 

Could, Tully ! you your Tuſculum believe? 
And could you deem yon” naked hills, that form, 
Fam d in old ſong, the ſhip- ſorſaken bay, 
Your Fermian ſhore, once the delight of earth, 
Where Art and Nature, ever-ſmiling, join'd 
On the gay land to laviſh all their ſtores ? 


{| How chang'd, how vacant, Virgil! wide around, 


220 


would now your Naples ſeem ? diſaſter'd leſs 281 


By black Veſuvius, thundering o'er the coalt 
His midnight earthquakes and his mining fires, 
Than by deſpotic rage; that inward gnaws, 

A native foe; a foreign tears without. 235 
Firſt from your flatter'd Cæſars this began, 

Till, doom'd to tyrants an eternal prey, 

Thin peopled ſpreads, at laſt, the ſyren plain, 
That the dire ſoul of Hannibal diſarm'd, - 

And wrapt in weeds the ſhore of Venus lies 
There Baiæ ſees no more the joyous throng, . 

Her banks all beaming with the pride of Rome: 
No generous vines now baſk along the hills, 
Where ſport the breezes of the Tyrrhene main: 
With baths and temples mixt. no villas riſe; 295 
Nor, art-ſuſtain'd amid reluctant waves, | _ 
Draw the cool murmurs of the breathing deep: 
No ſpreading ports their ſacred arms extend; 

No mighty moles, the hig intruſive ſtorm, © 
From the calm ſtation, roll reſounding back. 30s 
An almoſt total- deſolation fits. | 
A dreary ſtilineſs, ſadde ning o'er the coaſt ; 
Where, when ſoft ſuns aud tepid winter's roſe, 
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Rejoicing crowds inhal'd the balm of peace; 
Where city's hill to hill reflected blaze; 305 
And where, with Ceres, Bacchus wont to hold 
A genial ſtrife. Her youthful form, robuſt, 
E'en Nature yields, by fire and earthquake rent; 
Whole ſtately cities in the dark aprupt 
Swallow'd at once, or vile in rubbiſh laid, 310 
A neſt for ſerpents; from the red abyſs | 
New hills, exploſive, thrown; the Lucrine lakc | 
A reedy pool; and all to Cuma's point . 
The fea recovering his uſurp'd domain, f 
And pour'd triumphant o'er the bury'd dome. 
Hence, Britain! learn, My beſt-eſtabliſh'd 
laſt, . 
And, more than Greece or Rome, My ſteady 
| reigu; 
The land where, king and people equal hound 
By guardian laws, my ſulleſt bleſſings flow, 
And where My jealous unſubmitting ſoul, 320 
"he dread of tyrants! burns in every breaſt : 
Learn hence, if ſuch the miſerable fate 
Of an heroic race, the maſters once 
Ol human kind, what, when depriv'd of Me, 
How gricvous muſt be thine ? In ſpite of climes, 
Whole ſun- enliven'd zther wakes the ſoul 
To higher powers, in ſpite of happy ſoils, 
That, but by Labour's fligkteſt aid impell'd, 
With treaſures teem to thy cold clime unknown, 
It there deſponding ſail the common arts 330 
And ſuſtenance of life, could life it{clf, 
Far leſs a thoughtleſs tyrant's hollow pomp, 
Subſiſt with thee ? Againſt depreiling ſkies, 
Join'd to full ſpread Oppreſſion's cloudy brow, 
How could thy ſpirits hold? where vigovr find ? 
Forc'd fruits to tear from their unnative {oil ? 
Or, ſtoring every harveſt in thy ports, 
To plough the dreadful all-producing wave ? 
Here peus'd the goddeſs ; by the pauſe aſſur'd. 
In trembing accents thus I mov'd my prayer. 340 
„ Oh! firſt, and moſt benevolent of powers! 
Come from eternal ſplendour, kere on earth, 
& Againſt deſpotic pride, and rage, and luſt, 
% To ſhield mankind, to raiſe them to aſſert 
% The native rights and honour of their race; 
« Teach me, thy loweſt ſubject, but in zeal 
« Yielding to none, the proyreſs of thy reign, 
** And with a ſtrain from thee enrich the Muſe. 
« As thee alone ſhe ſerves, her patron, thou, 
« And great inſpirer, be ! then will ſhe joy 250 
«© The' narrow life her lot, and private ſhade ; 
* And when her venal voice ſhe barters vile, 
« Orto thy open or thy ſecret foes, 
* May ne'er thoſe ſacred raptures touch her 
more, 
* By laviſh hearts unfelt ] and may her ſong 
« Sink in oblivion with the nameleſs crew | 
Vermin of ſtate! to thy o'erflowing light ; 
% That owe their being, yet betray thy cauſe.” 
Then, condeſcending kind, the heavenly power 
Returti'd,—* What here, ſuggeſted by the ſcene, 
„light unfold, record and ſtag at home, 361 j 
4 In that bleſt iſle where (ſo we ſpirits move) 
« With one quick effort of My will lam: | 
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« F'en kings themſelves, the monarchs of the 


« Fix'd on my rock, there an an indulgent race 
« 'O'et Britons wield the ſceptre of their choice; 
„And there to finiſh what his fires began, 
+ A prince behold ! for Me who burns fincere, 
& F'ea with a ſubject's zeal, He my great 
Work | 370 
« Will, parent- like, ſuſtain, and added give 
„% The touch the Graces and the Muſes owe: 
% For Britain's glory ſwells his panting breaſt, 
& And ancient arts he emvlous revolves ; 
% His pride to let the ſmiling heart abroad, 3) 
© Thro' clouds of pomp, that but conceal the 
un.; 2 
« To pleaſe his pleaſure, bounty his delight; 
© And all the foul of Titus dwells wks: 
Hail, glorious theme! But how, alas ! ſha!l 
veric, | ; 
From the crude ſtores of mortal language drawn, 
How, faint and tedious, fing what, piercing 


deep, | 
The goddeſs flaſh'd at once upon my ſaul? 
For, clear preciſion all, the tongue of gods 
Is harmony itſelf, to every ear 
Familiar, known like light to every eye, 385 
Mean tine diſcloſing ages, as ſhe ſpoke, 
In long ſueceſſion pour'd their empires forth; . . 
Scene aſter ſceue the human drama ſpread, 
| And ſtill th? embodie d picture roſe to ſight. 
Oh Thou! to whom the Muſes owe their 
flame, 390 
Who bidd'ſt, beneath the pole, Parnaſſus rifc, 
And Hippocrene flow, with thy bold eaſe, 


The ſtriking force, the lightning of thy thought, 
| Aud thy firong phraſe, that rolls profound aud 


clear, : 
Oh! gracious Goddeſs ! re-inſpire my ſong, 395 
While 1, to nobler than poetic fame F- 
Aſpiring, thy commands to Britons bear. 
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GREECE. 


LIBERTY. 
PART II. 


THE CONTENTS, 


LIBERTY traced from the Paſtoral! ages, and 
the firſt uniting of neighbouring families into ci- 
vil government, to ver. 47. The ſeveral eſta- 
bliſnments of Liberty in Egypt, Perſia, Phent- 
cia, Paleſtine, flightly touched upon, down to 
her great eſtabliſhment in Greece, to ver. 91 — 
Geographical deſcription of Greece, to ver. 113. 
Sparta and Athens, the two principal ſtates of 


| Greece, deſcribed, to ver. 164. Influence of Li- 


berty over all the Grecian ſtates, with regard to 
their government, their politeneſs, their virtues, 
their arts and ſciences. The vaſt ſuperiority it 
gave them, in point of force and bravery, over 
the Perſians, exemplified by the action of Thet- 


* There Truth, unlicens'd, walks, and dares 
. accolt : Ks. C1 0. f | 


mopylæ, the battle of Marathon, and the retreat 
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of the Ten Thouſand, Its full exertion, and moſt 
beautiful effects, in Athens, to ver. 216; Liber- 
ty the ſource of free philoſophy. The various 
ſchoo!s which took their riſe from: Socrates, to v. 
257. Enumeration of fine arts : Eloquence, Po- 
etry, Muſic, Sculpture, Painting, and Architec- 
ture, the elf<s of Liberty in Greece, & brought 
to their utmoſt perfection there, to ver, 38t.— 
Tranfition to the modern ſtate of Greece, to ver. 
4il. Why Liberty declined, and was at laſt en- 
tirely loſt among the Grecks, te ver. 472. Con- 


clufing reflection. 7 0 
f ſpoke the goddeſs of the ſea tleſs eye, 
And at her voice, rene w'd, the Viſion roſe. 
Firſt, in the dawn of time, with eaſtern 
ſwains, | 
In woods, and tents, and cattapes, I liv'd, 
While on from plain to plain they led their flocks, 


In ſearch of clearer ſpring, and freſher field. 6 
Theſe, as increaſing families diſclos'd 

The tender ſtate; I taught an equa! ſway. 

Few were offences, properties, and laws. 
Beneath the rural portal, palm-o'erfpread, T0 


ne father ſenate met. There juſtice dealt, 

With reaſon then and equity the fame, 

Free as the common air, her prompt decree; 

Nor yet had ſtain'd her ſword with ſubjects blood. 

The ſimpler arts were all their ſimpler wants 15 

Had urg'd to light; but inſtant, theſe ſupply'd, 

Another ſet uf fonder wants aroſe, 

And other arts with them of finer aim, 

Till, from refining want to want impell'd, 

The Mind by thinking puſh'd her latent powers, 

And life began to glow, and arts to ſhine, 21 

At firſt, on brutes alone the ruſtic war 

Launch'd the rude ſpear ; ſwift as he glar'd along, 

On the grim lion or the robber wolf ! 

For ther young ſportive Life was void of toil, 25 

Demanding little, and with little pleav'd ; 

But when to manhood grown, and endleſs joys, 

Led on by equal toils, the hoſom fir'd, 

Lewd. lazy Rapine broke primeval Peace, 

And, hid in caves and idle foreſts drear, 30 

From the lone pilgrim and the wandering ſwain 

Seiz'd what he durſt not earn, Then brother's 
blood 

Firſt, horrid, ſmoik'd on the polluted ſkies, . 

Awſul in juſtice, then the burning youth, 

Led by their temper'd fires, on lawleſs men, 35 

The laſt worſt monſters of the ſhaggy wood, 

Turn'd the keen arrow and the ſharpen'd ſpear, 

Then war grew glorious. Heroes then aroſe, 

Who, ſcorning coward ſelf, for others liv'd, 

Toil'd for their eaſe, and for their ſafety bled. 

Weſt win the living day to Greece [ came: 

Earth ſmild bencath my beam; the Muſe before 

Sonorous flew, that low, till then, in woods 

Had tun'd the reed, and ſigh'd the ſhepherd's 
pain | 

But now, to ſing heroic deeds, ſhe ſwell'd 48 

A nobler note, and hade the banquet burn. 

For Greece my ſons of Egypt I forſook, 

A boaſtful race, that in the vain abyſs 

Of ſabling ages lov'd to loſe their ſource, 

And with their river trac'd it from the Kies. 59 


475 
While there my laws alone deſpotic reign d, 
And kings as well as people proud obey d; 
taught then ſcience, virtue, wiſdom, arts : 
By poets, ſages, legiſlators ſought, | 
The ſchool of 2 d life and human kind: 53 
But when myſterious Super ition came, ; 
And, with her Civil Siſter leagu'd, involv'd .. - 
n ſtudy' d darkneſs the deſponding mind, 
Then tyrant Power the: righteous ſcourge un- 
lovs'd;. » be +Wws SED 
Bor yielded reaſon ſpeaks the ſou! a flave. 60 
Inſtead of uſeful works, like Nature's great, 
Enormous, cruel wonders cruſh d the land, 
And round a tyrant's tomb, Who none defery'd, 
For one vile carcaſs periſh'd countleſs lives. 
Then the great Dragon, couch'd amid his floods, 
Swell'd his fierce heart, aud cry'd-—* This flood 
is mine, oY 
« *Tis 1 that bid it flow.” —Put, undeceiv'd, - 
His frenzy ſoon the proud blaſphemer ſelt ; 
Felt that, without My fercilizing power, 
Suns loſt their force, and Niles 0'erflow'd in vain; 
Nought could retard me; nor the frugal ſtate 
Of riſing Perſia, ſober in extreme, ' 
B:yond the pitch of man, and thence revers'd 
lnto lux urious waſte: nor yet the ports 
Of old Phœnicia, ficſt for letters fam'd 
That paint the voice, and ſilent ſpeak to fight, 
Of arts prime, ſource and guardian] by fair itars, 
Firſt rempted out into the lonely deep, ; 
To whom | firſt diſclos'd mechanic arts, 
The winds to conquer, to ſub4ue the waves, 80 
+ ith all the peaccſul power of ruling trade; 
Earneſt of Britain. Nor by theſe retain d, 
Nor by the neighbouring” land, whoſe palmy 
| ſhore 
The ſilver Jordan laves: before Me lay 
The promis'd Land of Arts, and urg'd my flight. 
Hail, Natnre's utmoſt boaſt! unrivai'd Greece! 
My faireſt reiga ! where every power benign 
Conſpir'd to blow the flower of human-kind, 
And laviſh'd all that Genius can iuſpite, 
Clear ſunny climates, by the breezy main, 
lonian or Mgean, temper'd kind: 
Light airy ſoils, a country rich and gay, 
Broke into hills, with baimy odours crown'd, 
And, bright with purple harveſts, joyous vales : 
Mountains and ſtreams where verſe ſpontaneous 
| flaw d; | h 95 
'Whence deem'd by wondering men the ſeat of 
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And l the ſtreams of ſong, 
Ill that boon Nature could luxur iant pour 

Of high materials, and My reitlels arts 
Frame into finiſh'd ife,, Hoy many Rates, 100 
And cluitering, towns, and monuments of fame, 
And ſcenes of glorious deeds, in little bounds ! 
| From the rough tract of beuding mountains, beat 
Ly Adrix's here, there by ZEgean waves, 
bo where the deep-adorning Cy clade ies 
la ſhining proſpect riſe, an4 on the ſhoge 
Of fartheſt Crete reſounds the Lybian manu, 
Mer all two rival cities rear d the brow, 
And t alanc'd all. Spread on Eurota's dank, 
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Amid a circle of ſoft-rifing hills, 110 

The patient Sparta one; the ſober, hard, 

And man- ſubduing city, which no ſhape 

Of pain could conquer, or of pleaſute charm. 

Lycurgus there built, on the ſolid baſe 

Qfequal liſe, ſo well a temper'd ſtate, 1715 

Where mix'd each government in ſuch juſt poiſe, 

Each power ſo checking and ſupporting each, 

That firm for ages, and unmov'd it ſtood, 

The fort of Greece! without one giddy hour, 

One ſhock of faction, or of party rage. 120 

For, —— the ſprings of wealth, corruption 
- - there 

Lay wither'd at the root. Thrice happy land! 

Had not neglected Art, with weedy Vice 

Confounded, ſunk. But if Athenian arts 

Lov'd not the ſoil, yet there the calm abode 125 

Oi Wiſdom, Virtue, philoſophic Eaſe, 

Of manly Senſe and Wit, in frugal phraſe 

Confin'd, and preſs'd into laconic force. 

There, too, by rooting thence ſtill treacherous 


* , 
The public and the private grew the ſame: 130 
The children of the nurſing Public all, 
And at its table fed; for that they toil'd, 
For that they liv'd entire, and e'cn for that 
The tender mother urg'd hes ſon to die. 

Of ſoſter genius, but no leſs intent 135 
To ſeize the palm of empire, Athens aroſe; 
Where, with bright marbles big and future pomp, 
Hymettus ſpread, amid the ſcented ſky, 

His thymy treaſures to the labouring bee, 

And to botanic hand the ſtores of health. 140 
Wrapt in a ſoul-attenuating clime, 

Between lliſſus and C:philtes glow'd 

This hive of Science, ſhedding fweets divine, 
Of active arts and animated. arms, 

There, paſſionate for Me, an eaſy-mov'd, 145 
A quick, refin'd, a delicate, humane, 
Enlighten'd people reign'd. Oft' on the brink 
Of ruin, burry d by the charm of ſpeech, 
Inforcing haſty counſel immature, 

Fotter'd the raſh Democracy, unpois'd, 150 
And by the rage devour'd that ever tears 

A populace unequal; part too rich, 

And part or fierce with want or abje& grown. 
Solon, at laſt, their mild reftorer, roſe, 

Allay'd the tempeſt, to the calm of laws I55 
Reduc'd the ſettling whole, and, with the weight 
Which the two Senates to the public lent, 

As with an anchor, fix'd the driving ſtate. 


Nor was My forming care to theſe confin'd ; 
For emulation thro” the M hole I pour d, 160 
Noble contention ! who ſhovid moſt excel 
In government well pois'd, adjuſted beſt 
To public weal ; in ccuntries cultur'd high; 

In orramented towns, where Order reigns, 

Free ſocial life, aud poliſh'd manners ſair; 165 
In excrcile and arms; arms only drawn 

For cchmon Greece, to guell the Perſian pride; 
In moral ſcience, and in graceful arts. 

Hence, 28 for — peacefully they ſlrove, 

The prize prew greater, and the prize of all. 170 
y cox tek brighten'd, hence the radiant youth 


Felt every ardour burn ; their great reward 


Ihe verdant wreath which ſounding Piſa gave. 


Hence flouriſh'd Greece, and hence a race of 
men, ; 175 


As gods by conſcious future times ador'd, 


In whom each virtue wore a ſmiling air, 

Each ſcience ſhed o'er life a [riendly light, 

Fach art was nature. Spartan valour, hence, 

At the ſam'd paſs firm as an iſthmus ſtood, 180 


And the whole eaſtern ocean, waving far 


As eye could dart its viſion, nobly check'd ; 
While in extended battle at the field 

Of Marathon, My keen Athenians drove 
Beſore their ardent band an hoſt of ſlaves. 18 


Hence thro' the continent ten thouſand Greeks 
Urg'd a retreat, whoſe glory not the prime 

Of victories can reach. Deſerts in vain 

Oppos'd their courſe; and hoſtile lands, un- 


known ; | 
And deep rapacious floods; dire-bauk'd with 
death ; I 


90 
And mountains, in whoſe jaws deſtruRion grinn'd; 


Hunger and toil, Armenian ſnows and ſtorms, 
And circling myriads ſlill of barbarous foes, 
Greece in their view, and glory yet untouch'd, 
Their ſtcady column piere'd the fcattering herds 
Which a whole empire pour'd, and held its way 
Trivmphant, by the ſage exalted Chief 


Aimoſt almighty, in ſevere extremes ! 

The ſea at laſt from Colchian mountains ſeen, 
Kind hearted tranſport round their captains threw 
The ſoldiers” fond embrace; o'erflow'sd their eyes 
With tender floods, and loos'd the general voice 
To crics reſounding loud-—The ſea ! The ſea |! 
in Attic bounds hence heroes, ſages, wits, 205 
Shone thick as ſtars the Milky Way of Greece ! 


All the ſoft Modes of Elegance and Eaſe, 

Yet was not Courage leſs, the patient touch 

Of toiling Art, and Diſquiſition deep. 210 
My ſpirit pours a vigour thro' the ſoul, 

Th' unfetter'd thought with energy inſpires, 
Invincible in arts, in the bright field 

Of nobler Science, as in that of Arms. 
Athenians thus not leſs intrepid burſt 215 
The bonds of tyrant darkneſs, than they ſpurn'd 
The Perſian chains; while thro? the city, full 
Of mirthful quarrel and of witty war, 

inceſſent ſtruggled taſte refining taſte, 

And friendly free diſcuſſion, calling forth 2320 


From the fair jewel Truth its latent ray. 


Oer all ſhone out the great Athenian Sage, 

And Father of Philoſophy; the ſun | 

From whoſe white blaze, emerg'd, each various 
ſet 

Took various tents, but with diminiſh'd beam. 

Tutor of Athens! he in every ſtrect 

Dealt priceleſs treaſure ; goodneſs his delight, 

Wiſdom his wealth, and glory his reward. 

Deep thro' the human heart, with playful art, 

His ſimple queſtion ſtole, as into truth 230 

And ſerious deeds he ſmiles the laughing race; 

1 avught moral happy life whate'er can bleis 


Pour d every beam; by generous pride irflam'd, 


Or 


Fir'd and ſuſtain'd. Oh! light and force of mind 


And tho' gay Wit and pleaſing Grace was theirs, 
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Or mankind; and-what he taught he was: 
Compounded high, tho' plain, his doctrine broke 
In different Schools. The bold poetic phraſef 35 . 
OF figur'd Plato, Xenpphan's pure ſtram;' 
Like the clear brook that ſteals along the vale, 
I'iffeting truth. the Stagyrite's keen eye, 
Ih exalted Stoic pride, the Cynic ſneer, 
The flow-conſenting Academic doubt; 
And, joining bliſs to virtue, the glad caſe 
Of Epicurus, ſeldom underſtood. . . 
They, ever candid, reaſon ſtill opf os 4 
o reaſon, and, ſince virtue Was their aim, 
Lach by ſure practiſe try'd to prove his way 245 
The beſt. Then ſtood untouch d the ſolid baſe” 
Of Liberty, the liberty of mind; 11 
For ſyſtems yet, and ſoul- en llaving creeds, - 
Slept with the mouſters of ſueceeding times. 
From prieſtly darkneſs ſprung the enlightening 
arts 
Of fire, and ſword, and rage, and horrid names 
O Greece! thou ſapient nurſe of finer Arts! 
Which to bright Science Blooming Fancy dy 
Be this thy praiſe, that thou, and thou a one, 
In theſe haſt led the way; iu ie ſe excel d. 25 5 
Crown'd with the laurel of aflenting lime. 
la thy full laugnage, ſpenking mightier nder 
Like a clear torrent cloſe, or elie diſfus'd 
Abroad majeſtic. ſtream, and; rolling on + 
Thro' all the winding harmony of found, - bs 
In it the power pf Eloque ve: at large. 
Breath'4 the perſuaſive or pathetic ſoll, 
Sill'd by degrees the democratic 4 5 
Or bade it chreutding riſe, and tyrants ſhook 
Fluſh'd at the head of their victorious. troops. 
In it the Muſe, her ſury never quench'd; 266 
By mean unyielding phraſe, or MP ene wit 1 
Her unconfin'd divinity diſplay” d. 
And, fill harmonious, form d it to her will 
Or ſoft dep-eſs'd it to the ſhepherd's moan, 
Or rais'd it ſwelling to the tongue of gods 
Heoric Song was thine, the fountain bard, 
Whence cach poctic ftream derives it courſe. 
Thine the dread Moral Scene, thy chief delight! 
Where idly Fancy durſt not mix her voice, 275 
When reaſon ſpoke auguſt; the fervent heart 
Or plain'd or ſtotm'd, and in the impaſſion'd man, 
Corcealing art with art, the poet ſunk. 
Ibis poteut ſchool of manners, but wheu left 
To looſe neglect, a land corrupting plague, 
Was not unworthy deem'd of public care, 
And boundleſs colt, by thee, whoſe every ſon, 
Een laſt mechanic, the true taſte poſſeſe d 
Of what had flavour to the nouriſh'd foul, - 


The ſwet enforcer of the poet's ſtrain, 285 
Thine was the meaning Muſic of the heart; 
Not ihe vain thrill that, void of paſſion, runs, 

In giddy mages, tickling idle ears, 

But that deep- ſcarching voice, and artful hand, 

To which reſpondent ſhakes the varied loul. 290 
Thy fair ideas, thy delightful ſorms, 

By Love i zmagin d, by the Graces touch'd, 

The boalt of well pleas'd Nature! Sculpture 

{ciz'd, 
And bad them ever ſmile in Par ian ſlone. 
Selecting Beauty 's choice, and that again 
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JExalting, Blending in a perfect whole, 


| By the cool touches of judicious toil, 


Minutely perſect all! each dimple tunk, 


3 And bade her follow where ſhe led the way 


477 


Thy workmen leſt e'en Nature's ſelf behind. 
From theſe far different, whoſe prolific hand 
Peoples a nation; they for years on years, 
20 
Their rapid genius curbing, pour'd it all y 
Thro' the live features of one breathing ftone. 
There, beaming ſull, it ſhone, expreſſing gods; 
Jove's awful brow, Apollo's ar divine, 
The fierce atrocious frown of finew'd Mars, 305 
Or the ſly graces of the Cyprian Queen. 


And every muſcle. ſwell'd, as Nature taught. 
In treſſes, braided gay, the marble wav'd, 
Flow'd in looſe robes, or thin tranſparent veats ; 
Sprung into motion, ſoften'd into fleſk, 

Was fir'd to paſſion, or refin'd to foul. 

Nor lefs thy pencil, with creative touch, 
Shed mimic life, when all thy, brighteſt dames 
A flemhled, Zeuxis in his Helen mix'd. 313 
And when Appelles, who peculiar knew 

To give a grace that more than mortal (mil'd, 
The ſonl of Beauty! call'd the Queen of Love 
Freſh from the billows, bluſhing ocient charms, 
E'en ſuch enchantment then thy pencil pour'd. 
That crnel-thoughted War th* impatient torch 
Daſhud to the ground, and, rather than deftroy 
The patriot picture, Jet the city 'ſcape. | 
Firt elder Sculpture taught her ſiſter Art 
Correct deſign, where great ideas ſhone, 
And in the {oeret trace expreflion ſpoke + 
Taught her the graceful attitude, the turn, 
And beauteous airs of head; the native act, 
Or bold or eaſy, aud caſt free hehind, ; 
The ſwelling mantle's well-adjuſted flow. 230 
Then the bright Muſe, their eldeſt Siſter, came, 


32s 


Bade earth, and ſea, and air, in colours riſe, 
And copious action op the canvas glow ; 
Gave her gay Fable, ſpread lnvention's ere, 
Enlarg'd her view, taught compoſition high, 
nd juſt arrangement, circling round one paint, 
That ftarts to ſight, binds and commands the 
| whole. 
Caught from the keavenly Muſe a nobler air, 
And ſcorning the ſoft trade of mere delight, 340 
O'er all thy temples, porticoes, aud ichools, 
Heroic deeds the trac'd, and warm diſplay d 
Each mortal beauty to the raviſh'd es. 
There, as th' jimagin'd preſence of the God 
Arnus'd the mind, or vacant huurs induc'd 
Calm Contemplation, or aſſembled youth 
Burn d in ambitious circle round the ſage, 
The living leſſon ſtole into the heart 
With more prevailing ſorce than dwells in words. 
Theſe rouze to giory, while to rural liſe 350 
The ſoſter canvas oft* repos d the foul. 
There gaily broke the ſun-illumia d cloud ; 
The leis ning proſpe c, and the mountain blue, 
Vaniſh'd in air; the precipice frown'd, dire; 
White down the rock the zuſhing torrent daſh'd; 
The ſun ſhone, trembling, o'er the diſtant main 
The tempeſt foam'd, immenſe; the driving dorm 
Zadden'd the ſxics; aud from the 9 _ 
On 
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On the ſcath d oak the ragged lightning fell; 
In cloſing, ſhades, and where the current ſtrays, 
With Peace aud Love, and Innotence, around, 
Pip'd the lone ſhepherd to his ſeeding; flock; 
Round happy parents ſmil'd their younger ſelves, | 
And friends convers d, by drath divided long. 
To public virtues thus the ſmiling Arts, 365 
Unhblemiſu d handmaids ] ſerv'd; the races they 
To dreſs this ſaireſt Venus. Thus rover'd, 
And-plac'd beyond the reach of ſordid care, | 
Ahe high awarders of immortal fante; 
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With thaußhts of better timer and old renown, 
From hydra-tyrants try dito clear the land. 
Lay quite extinct in Greete, their works fad, 
And groſs oer all unfeeliug Bondage ſpread, 
Soonet I mUe d My much reluctant flight, 

Pois d on the doubt ful wing, when Greece with 


BEmbroil'd in foul contention, ſought no more 
For common glory aud for common weal, 4 
But, falfe to freedom, ſought to quell the free; 
Broke the firm bond of peace, and ſacred love, 


Alone ſor glory thy great maſters ſtrove: 42704 That lent the whole irreſragable force. 


Courted by kings, and by contending ſtates 

Aflem'd the boaſted honour of their birth. 
In Architecture, too, thy rank ſapreme ! 

That art where moſt magnificent appears 


— 4 


and, as around the partial trophy blu ſh'd, 


Prepare the way for total'overthrow. ' 
' Then to the Perſian power, N 


| 435 
hoſe pride they 


ſcorn'd, 


The little builder Man; by thee refimd. 375 When Xerxes pour'd his millions oer the land, 


And, ſmiling high, to full perfection brought. 
Such thy ſure rules, that Goths of every age, 
Who ſcorn'd their aid, have owuly- loaded earth 
With labour'd heavy monuments of name: 
Not thoſe gay domes that o'er thy ſplendid ſhore” 
Shot, all proportion up. Firſt unadorn'd' 
And nobly plnin, the manly. Dorie roſe 5 * 
Th' lonic then, with decent matron grate, 
Her airy piilar heav'd; luxuriant laſt. 
The rich Coriathian ſpread her wanton wreatn; 
The whole ſo-meaſur'd true, ſa leſſenꝰ d off 386 
By fine proportion, that the marble pile, — 
Formi'd to repel the ſtill or ſtormy waſte) 
Of rolling ages, light as ſabrics look d _— 
I hat from the magic wand aeriabriſe. 


From end to end. Here interrupting warm, 

V nere are they now '?-(Fery'd) ſay, Goddeſs! 
re? riots e eie e 

And what the land thy darling thus of old ? - _ -/ 

Sunk! ſhe reſum'd : deep in the kindred gloom 

Of ſuperſtition and vf Slavery ſank! i 

No glory now-can touch their hearts, benumb?'d+ 

By looſe dejeRed ſloth and ſervile fear; 

No ſcience pierce the darknefs of their minds; 

No noblet art the quick ambitious ſoul 400 

Of imitation in their breaſt awake. 

E'en to ſupply the needful arts of life 

Merhanic toif denies the hopelefs hand: 

Scarce any trace remaining, veſtige' grey, | 

Or nodding column, on th>-defatt ſhore, 40g 

To point where Corinth or where Athens ſtood. / 

A faithleſs land of violence and deatn 

Where commerce parleys, dubious; on the ſhore ; 

And his wild impulſe curious ſearch reſtrains, 

Aſraid to truſt th' inhoſpitable clime. 410 

Neglected Nature fails ; in ſordid want 

Sunk, and debas'd, their beauty beants vo more. 

The ſun himſelf ſeems angry, to regard, 

Of liaht unworthy, the degen'rate race, 

And fires them oft* with peſtilential rays; 415 

While earth, blue poiſon ſteaming on the ſkies, 

Indignant ſhakes them from ber troubled ſides. 

But as from mum to man, Fate's firſt decree, 

Impartial' Death the tide of riches rolls, 

Ss ſtates mult die, and Liberty go round. 420 
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Sparta by turns, and Athens, vilely ſu'd ; _ 


Su'd to be venal parricides, to ſpill 


Their country's braveſt-bldod; and on themſelves 
To turn their matchleſs' mercrnary arms. 
Peaceful in Suſa, then, ſut the Great King, 
And by the trick of treaties, the ſtill waſte 


Of fly corruption and barbaric gold, a 
| Effeted-what his ſteel cuuld ne er perform. 4 
1 rofuſe he gave them the luxurious drau ght, 


nflaming all the land; undalanc'd wide 
Their tottering ſtates; their wild aſfemblies rul'd. 
As the winds turn d at every blaſt the ſeas,” © 
And by their liſted orators;whoſe'breath' 450 
Fi with a factious ſtorm infeſted Greece, 
ous'd them to Civil war; or daſh'd' them down 
o ſordid peace Peace! that, wen Sparta fhiook 


Gave up, fair ſpread oer Aſias funny ſhore, 45 

Their kindred cities to perpetual chains. 

| What could ſo baſe, ſo infamous a thought 

In Spartan hearts inſpire? Jealous, they ſaw' - 

| Reſpiring Athens rear again her walls, | 
And the pale fury fir d them onte again - 469 

To cruſh» this rival city to the duſt. | 

For now no more the noble ſocial ſoul 

Of Liberty My families com bin'd. 

But by ſhort views and ſelfiſly paſſions broke 

Dire as when friends are ratikled into foes, 465 

They mix'd ſevere, and wag'd eternal war; 

Nor felt they, furious, their exhanfted force; 

Nor, with falſe glory, diſcord, madaeſs blind, 

Saw how the blackning ſtorm from Thracia came. 

Long years roll'd on, by many a battle ſtain d, 

The bluſh and boaſt of Fame ! where courage, art, 

And military glory, ſhone ſupreme: 

But let deteſting ages from the ſcene 

Of Greece, ſelf-mangled, turn the ſickening eye. 

At laſt, when bleeding from a thouſand wounds 

She felt her ſpirits fail, and in the duſt 

Her lateſt heroes, Nicias, Conon, lay, 

Agclilaus, and the Theban Friends, 

The Macedonian Vulture mark'd his time, 

By the dire ſcent of Cheronæa lur d, 480 

And, fierce deſcending, ſeiz d his hapleſs prey. 


Thus tame ſubmitted-to the victot's yoke 
Greece ! once the gay, the turbulent, the bold, 
For every Grace, and Muſc, and Science, born; 


Fierce was the ſtand ere Virtue, Valour, Arts, 
Aud the Soul fir'd by Me, (that often ſtung 


S 
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With 


With arts of war, of government, elate; 485 
To tyrants dreadful, dreadful to the beſt; __ 
Whom I Myſelf could ſcarcely rule; and thus 
The Pei ſian ſetters, that inthrall'd the mind, 
Were tutu'd to formal and apparent chains. , 
Unleſs Corruprion firſt deject the pride 490 
And guardian vigour of the Free- born ſoul, 
The crude attempts of Violence are vain; 
For firm within, and while at heart untouch'd, 
Ne'er vet by Force was Freedom overcome. 
But foon as Independence ſtoops the head, 
To vice etiffay'd, and vice created wants, 
hen to ſome foul corrupting band, whoſe waſte 
]hefe heighter'd wants with fatal bounty feeds, 
From man to man the flackening ruin runs. 


Till the whole State, unnerv'd, in flayery links. 


495 
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ROME. 


LIBERTY. 
PART in. 


THE CONTENTS. 


AS this part contains a deſcription. of the eſta- 
bliſhment of Liberty in Rome, it begins with a 
view of the Grecian colonies ſettled in. the ſou- 
thern parts of Italy, which, with Sicily, conſti- 
tuted the Great Greece of the Ancients, With 
theſe colonies the ſpirit of Liberty and of Re- 
publics ſpreads over Italy, to ver. 32, Tranfi- 
tion to Pythagoras and his philoſophy, which he 


taught through theſe free ſla tes and cities, to ver 


71. Amidſt the many ſmall republics in Italy, 
Rome the deſtined ſeat of Liberty.” Her eſta- 


bliſhment there dated from the expulſton of the 


Tarquins 
to ver. 88. 


How differing from that in Greece, 
Reference to a view of the Roman 


THOMSON'S POEMS» 


Where from Lacinium to Etruriad vales 
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the dark ages; to ver. 550. The celeſtial regi- 


| ans, to which Liberty retired, not proper to be 


opened tothe view af mortals, 


HEE melting mix'd with air th* ideal forms, 


That painted till whute'er the goddeis 
1 

Then I, impatient.—“ From extinguiſh'd Greece. 
« To what new region ſtream'dthe Human Day?“ 
She, ſoftly ſighing, as when Zephyr leaves, 5 
Reſign'd to Boreas, the declining year, | 
Reſum'd,--Indignant, theſe laſt ſcenes I fled, 
And long ere then Leucadia's cloudy diff, 
And the Ceraunian hills behind me thrown, 
All Latium ſtood arous'd. Ages before, 18 
Great mother of Republics! Greece had pour'd, 
Swarm after ſwarm, her ardent youth arouud; 
On Aſia, Africa, Sicily, they ſtoop'd 
But chief on fair Heſperia's winding ſhore, 
17 
They roll'd increaſing colenics along. 
And lent materials for My Roman reign, 
With them my ſpirit ſpread, and numerous ſtates 
And cities roſe, on Greciau madels ſorm'd, 
As its parental policy and arts 22 
Lach had imbib'd. Beſides, to each affign'd, 
A Guardian genius o'er the public weal, 
Kept an uncloling eye; try'd to ſuſtain, 


O more, fublime the ſoul infus'd by Me; 


And ftrong the battle roſe, with various wave, 
Acainft the tyrant demons of the land. 


Thus they their little wars and triumphs knew, 


Their flows of fortunc, and receding tunes, 

But almoſt all below the proud regard 

Of ſtory vow'd to Rome, on deeds intent, 

That truth beyond the flight of iabie bere. 

Not ſo the Samian Sage; to him belongs 

The brighteſt witueſs of recording ſame. 
For theſe free ſlates his native iſle forſook, 
And a vaiu tyrant's tranſitory ſmile, 
He ſought Crotona's pure ſalubrious air, 
And thro' Great Greece his gentle wiſdom taught ; 
Wiidom that calm'd for liſtening years the mand, 
Nor ever heard amid the ſtorm of zeal. 


30 


35 


Republic given in the Firſt Part of this Poem Illis mental eye firſt launch'd into the deeps 40 


to mark its riſe and fall the peculiar purport of 
This. During its firſt ages, the greateſt force of 
Liberty and virtue exerted, to ver. 103. The 


ſource whence derived the heroic virtues of the 


Romans. Enumeration of theſe virtues. Thence 
their ſecurity at home; their glory, ſucceſs, and 
empire, abroad, to ver. 226. Bounds of the 
Roman Empire. geographically deſcribed, to ver. 
2:7, The ſtates of Greece reſtored to liberty by 
Titus Quintus Flaminius, the higheſt inſtance of 
public generoſity and beneficence, to ver. 32“. 
The loſs of Liberty in Rome- Its cauſes, pro- 
greſs, and completion, in the death of Brutus, 
to ver. 485. Rome under the Emperors, to ver. 
513. From Rome the Goddeſs of Liberty goes 
among the Northern nations, where, by inſuſing 
into them her ſpirit and general principles, ſhe 
lays the grouud-work of her ſuture eſtabliſh- 
ments ; ſends them in vengeance on the Roman 
& mpire, now. totally enſlaved; and then, with 
Arts nr Sciences in her train, quits carth during 


| Of boundleſs æther, where unnumber'd orbs, 


Myrieds on myriads, thro' the pathleſs ſky 
| Unerrivg roll. and wind their ſtcady way. 
There he the full conſenting choir beheld, _ 
There firſt dilcern'd the ſecret bends of love, 45 
The kind attraction that to central ſuns 
Binds circling earths, and world with world 
unites. 
Inſtructed thence, he great ideas form'd 
Of the whole-movingy all-informing God. 
The Sun of beings! beaming uncontin'd 
Light, life, and love, and ever acting power; 
Whom naught can image, and who beſt approves 
The ſilent worſhip of the moral heart, 
That joys in bountcous Heaven, and ſpreads the 
oy. 
Nor ſcorn'd the ſoaring ſage to ſtoop to life, 
And bound his reafon to the ſphere of Man. 
He gave the four yet reigitin, virtues name: 
lnſpir'd the ſtudy of the finer arts, 
That civilize mankind, and laws devis'd, 


50 


55 


480 


Where with enlighten'd juſtice mercy mix d. 60 

Hee'en, into his tender ſyſtem, took 

Whatever ſhares the brotherhood of life. 

He taught that life's indiſſoluble flame, 

From brute to man, and man to brute again, 

For ever ſhifting, runs th* eternal round; 65 

Thence try'd againſt the blood- pol uted meal, 

And limbs yet quivering with ſume kindred ſoul, 

To turn the human heart. Delightful truth! 

Had he beheld the living chain aſcend, 

And not a circling form, but riſing whole. 70 
Amid theſe ſmall Republics one aroſe, 

On yellow Tibcr's bank, almighty Rome 

Fated for Me. A nobler ſpirit warm'd 

Her ſons ; and, rous'd by tyrants, nobler ſtill 

It burn'd in Brutus; the proud Tarquins chas'd, 

With all their crimes ; bade radiant eras riſe, 

And the long honours of the Conſul line. 


Here from the fairer, not the greater, plan 
Of Greece I vary'd, whoſe unmixing ſtates, 
By the keen ſoul of Emulation pierc'd, 

Long wag' d alone the bloodleis war of Arts, 
Aud their beſt empire gain d; but to.diffuſe 
Oer men an empire was My purpoſe tow ; 
To let My martial Majeſty abroad; 

Into the vortex of One State to dra 85 
The whole mix'd force and liberty on earth; 

Jo conquer tyrants, and ſet nations free. 


Already have I given, with flying touch, 
A broken view of this My ampleſt reign : 
Now while its firſt, laſt, periods you ſurvey, 90 
Mark how it lab'ring roſe, and rapid fell. 

When Rome in noon-tide empire graſp'd the 

worid, 

And, ſoon as her reſiſtleſs legions ſhone, 
The nations ſtoop'd around; tho' then appear'd 
Her grandeur moſt, yet in her dawn of power, 
By many a jealous equal people preſs'd, 90 
Then was the toil, the mighty ftruggic then; 
Then for each Roman I au hero told, 
And evey paſling ſun aud Latian ſcene 


Saw patriot virtues then, and awful deeds, 1co 


That or ſurpaſs the faith of modern times, 
Or, if belicv'd, with ſacred horror ſtrike. 

For then, to prove My moit exalted power, 
I to the point of full perfection puſh d, 
To fondneſs and enthuſiaſtic zeal, 105 
The great, the reigning paſſion of the Free 
That godlike paſſion ! which the bounds of Self 
Divinely burſting, the whole public takes 
Into the heart, enlarg'd, and burning high 
With the mix d ardour o unnumber'd ſelves ; 


Of all who ſaſe beneath the voted laws 111 


Of the ſame parent ſtate, fraternal, live, 
From this kind ſun of moral Nature flow'd 
Virtues that ſkine the light of human kind, 
And, ray'd thro' ſtory, warm remoteſt time. 
Theſe virtues, too, reflected to their ſource, 
Increas'd. its flame. 
round, 8 
The fair idea, more attractive ſtill, 
As more by virtue mark'd, till Romans, all 
On: band of ;riends. nnconquerable grew. 120 
Hence, when their country rais'd her plain- 
tive voice, 


The ſocial charm went 
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| The voice bf pleading Nature was not heard, a 


And in their hearts the fathers throbb'd no more; 
Stern to themſelves, but gentle to the whole. 
Hence, ſweeten'd pain, the luxury of toil; x25 
Patience that bafſled Fortune's utmoſt rage; 
High minded Hope, whiich at the loweſt ebb, + 
When Brennus conquer d, and when Cannæ bled, 
The braveſt impulſe felt, and feorn'd defpair, : 
Hence Moderation a new conqueſt gain'd 139 
As on the vanquiſh'd, like deſcending Heaven, 
Their dewy mercy dropp'd, their bounty beam'd, 
And by the labouring hand were crowns beſtow'd. 
Fruitful of men, hence hard lahorious life, 
Which no fatigue can quell.” no ſcaſon pierce : 
Hence Independence, with his little pleas'd, 
Serene, aad ſelf-ſufficient, like a god, 

In whom Corruption could not lodge one charm 
While he his honeſt roots to-goitpreſerr'd; * 
While truly rich, and by his Sabine field 140 
The man maintain'd, the Roman's ſplendor all 


30 | Was in the public wealth and glory plac'd ; 


Or ready, a rough ſwain, to 23 the plough, 

Or elſe, the purple o'er his ſhoulder thrown, 

in long majeſtic flow, to rule the Nate, I45 

With Wiſdom's pureſt eye, or clad in tee}, 

To drive the ſteady battle on the ſoe. 

Hence every pallion, e'en the proudeſt, ſtoop'd 

To common-goud : Camillus! thy revenge; 

Thy glory, Fabius! All ſubmiſſive, hence 159 

Conſuls, Dictators, fill reſign'd their rule, 

The very moment that the laws ordain'd. 

Tho? conquelt o'er them clapp'd her engle-wings, 

Her laurels wreath'd, and yok'd her ſnowy ſtcecs 

To the triumphal car, ſoon as expir'd 155 

The lateſt hour of ſway, taught to ſubmit, 

(A harder leſſon that than to command, ) 

Into the private Roman ſunk the chief. 

If Rome was ferv'd, and glorious, careleſs they 

By whom: their country's fame they deem'd their 
own; 8 100 

And, above envy, in the rivals train, 

Sung the loud los by themſelves deſerv'd · 

Heuce matchleſs courage: on Cremera's bank 

Hence fell the Fabii : hence the Decii dy'd; 

And Curtius plung'd into the flaminy gulf: 165 

Hence Regulus the wavering Fathers firm'd, 

Zy dreadiul counſel never given before; 

For Roman honour ſu'd, and his own doom; 

Hence he ſuſtain'd to dare a death prepar'd 

By Punic rage: on earth his manly look, 170 

Relentleſs fix'd, he from a laſt embrace, 

By chains polluted, put his wife aſide, 

His little children climbing ſor a kiſs; 

Then dumb thro' rows of weeping wondering 
iriends, 

A new illuſtrious exile ! preſs'd along. 175 

Nor leſs impatient did he pierce the crowds 

Oppoſing his return, than if eſcaped 

From long litigious ſuits he glad forſook 

The noiſy town a while, and city cloud, 

13 © dreathe Venafrian or 'Tarentine air. 189 

Need I theſe high particulars recount ? 

The meaneit boſom felt a thirſt for ſame : 

Flight _ worſt death, and ſhame their only 
cat. 
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Life had no charms, nor any terrors fate, 
When Rome and Glory cali'd. But, in one view, 


Mark the rare haaſt of unc qual'd times. 186 
Ages reyolv'd unſully'd by a crime ; \ 

4 ſtrea reign'd, and ſcarcely needed laws 

To bind a race elated with che pride 

Of virtue, and diſdaining to deſcend 190 


15 me2nnefs, mutual violence, and wrongs. 
While war around them rag't, in happy Rome 
All peaceful ſmil'd, all ſave the paſſing clouds 
That often hang on Freedom's jealous brow, 
And fair unblemiſh'd centurics elaps'd, 
When nut a Roman bled but in the field. 
Ihcir virtue ſuch that an uubalanc'd ſtate, 
Still between Noble and Plehe:ian toſs'd. 

As flow'd the wave of fluctuatiug power, 
Was thence kept firm, and with triumphant prow 
Rode out the ſtorm. Oſt' tho' the native ſeuds, 
That from he firſt their conſtitution thovk, 
( 4 latent ruin, growing as it grew,) 

Stood on the treat ning poin of Civil war 
Ready to ruſh, yet could the lenient voice 
Of iſdom, toothing the tumuituous foul, 
I haſe ſons of Virtue calm. Their generous hearts, 
Unpetritfy'd by Self, fo naked lay, 

And ſenſible to truth, that o'er the rage 

Ot giddy faction, by Oppreſſion ſwell'd, 
Prevail d a ſimple ſabie, and at once 

To peace recover'd the divided ſtate. 

Bur if their ofſten-cheated hopes refus'd 

The ſoothing touch, fill in the love of Rome 
The dread Dictator found a ſure reſource, 
Was ſhe aiTaulted ? was her glory flain'd? 
One common quarrei wide-inflam'd the whole. 
Foes in the Forum in the field were friends, 

By focial danger bound; cach ſond ſor each, 

And for their deareſt country all, to dic. 220 

Thus up the hill of Empire flow they toil'd, 
Till, the bold ſummit. gain'd, the Thouſand 

States 
Of proud Italia blended into one; 

Then o'er the naticns they refiſtlefs ruſh'd, 
And touch'd the limits of the failing world. 
Let Vancy's eye he d ſtant lines unite, 

See that which borders wiid the weſtern main, 

Where ſtorms at larye reſound, and tides immenſe; 

From C*'edonia's dim cerulean coaſt, 

And moiſt Hibernia, to where Atlas, Jodg'd, 

Amid the reſile!s c'ouds and leaning heaven, 231 

Nags o'er the deep that borrows thence its name. 

Mark that oppos'd, Where firft the fpringing 
Mort 

Het roſes ſheds, and ſhakes around her dews ; 

From the dire deſerts by the Catpian lav'd, 235 

3's where the t igris and Euphrates joiu'd, 

Inpetiuus tear the Babylonian plain, 

Ard bieſt vrabin aromatic breathes. 

dee that dividing far the watery North, 

P tent of floods! from the majeſtic Rhine, 


195 


205 


210 


215 


225 


240 


Drunk by Battavian mcads, to where, ſeveii 
mouth'd, 

In Puxine waves the flaſhing Danube roars; 

' 6 Whert the frozen Fanais fearcely ſtits 


N dead Mootic poot, or the ang Ria 


# the binck Scythlat. len his torteut throws, 245 
Vor, VI.. 


] 
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Lift that beneath the burning zone behold : 

See where it runs, from the deep loaded plains 

Of Meuritan'a to the Libya ſands, 

Where Ammou lifts amid the terrid waſte 

A verdant iſle, wich ſhade and fountain freſh, 250 

And tarther to the ful! Egyptian ſhore, 

To where the Nile from Ethiopian clouds, 

His never-drain'd ethereal urn, deſcends. 

{a this vaſt ſpace what various tongues and ates! 

What bounding rocks, aud mountains, foods, and 
teas | 

What purple tyrants queil'd, and nations freed ! 

O'er Greece deſcended chicf, with ftealth di- 

vine. | 

The Roman bounty in a flood of day, 

As at her Iſthmian games, à fading pomp! 

Her full aſſembled yonth innumerous ſwarm'd. 


On a tribunal cais'd Flaminius tate; 161 
A victor he, from the deep pkalaux picre'd 

Of lron-coted Macetion, aud back 

1 he Grecian tyrant ty his bounds repell d. 

In the high thoughtle(s gaicty of game, 265 


While ſport alone their unamb itious hearts 

Pu Is'd, the ſudden trumpet, ſounding hoarſe, 

Bade ſilence o'cr the bright affembly reign, 

Then thus a herald —" Io the ſtates of Greece 

nh Roman people, unconiiu'd, reſtore 270 

„ Their countries, cities, liberties, and laws; 

« "Caxcs remit, and porriſous withdraw.“ 

The crowd, aſtoniſh'd hal and halt inſorm'd, 

Star'd dubious round; ſeme queſtion d, jome 
exc aim'd, ; 

(Like one who, dreaming, between hope and fear 

Is loſt in anxious juy, Be that ayain, 276 

Be that again ; roclaim'd, diſtiuet, and loud. 

Loud and giftina it was again proclaim'd ; 

And till as midnight in the rutal hade, 

When the pale l2mbers, they the words devour'd, 

A while ſevere amazement held them mute; 

hen, burſting broad, the boundicis ſhout to hea- 
ven 

From many a thouſand hearts ecſtatic ſprung. 

On every hand rebeliow's to their joy 

The {welling ſea, the rocks, aud vocal hills: 285 

Ihro'“ all her turrets ſtateiy Corinth ſhook, 

And, ſrom the void above of ſhatter'd arr, 

"Che flittiny bird fell breati:leſs to the ground. ' 

What picrei g blits! how kcen a ſenſe of fame 

Did then, tlam.nius! reach thy inmoſt foul! 

And with what deep-f-it glory didft thou then 

Eſcape the Forducl: of traniported Greece ! a 

Nix'd in a tempeſt of ſuperior joy, 

hey left the ſports ; Ike Bacctana)s they flew, 

Fach other ſtraining in > ſtriet embrace, 295 

Nor itrain'd a ſlave ; and oud acclaims till nig nt 

ound the Prorontul's tent repeated tung. 

Then, crown'd with gariands, came the feſtive 
hours; . 

And muſs, ſpockhng wine and converſe warm, 

Their rapture's wat d an.“ Te Gods!“ they 


cry'd, * 390 
„Ve guardian Gods of Greece And are we 
iree ? 


« Was it not madneſs de-m'd the very chou ht? 
« and is it true ? How Cid we purohate chains? 
» 0 


9. 
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« At what a dire expence of kindred blood? 
„% And are they now diffoly'd ? and ſcarce one 
dro 


% For te Fair firſt of blefſings have we paid! 

Courage and con luct in the doubtful field, 

When rages wide the ſtorm of mingling war, 

« Are rare indeed; but how to generous euds 

% To turn ſucceſs and conqueſt, rarer ſtill; 43to 

% That the great Gods and Romans only know. 

Lives there on eatth, almoſt to Greece un- 
known, 

«+ A people fo magnanimous, to quit 

Their native ſoil, traverſe the ſtormy deep, 

„% And by their blood and treaſure, ſpent for us, 

© Redeem our ſtates, our liberties, and laws! 

© There does! there does! oh! Saviour Titus! 

: Rome!“ 

Thus _ the happy night they pour'd their 
ſouls, | 

And in My hlaſt-refleQed beams rejuic'd. 

As when the ſhepherd, on the mountain brow, 

Sits piping to his flocks and gameſome kids. 

Mean time the ſun, benearh the green earth ſunk, 

Slants upward o'er the ſcene a parting gleam, 

Short is the glory that the mountain gilde, 

Plays on the glittcring flocks, and glads the 
ſwain ; 325 

To weſtern worlds irrevocably roll'd 

Rapid. the ſource of light recalls his ray. 


Here, interpcſing, l—* Oh, Queen of Men 
* Beneath whoſe ſceptre in eſſential rights 
„Equal they live tho' plac'd, for common good, 
Various, vr in ſubjcetion or command, 331 
* And that by common choice; alas! the ſcene, 
« With virtue, freedom, and with glory bright, 
« Strezms into blood, and darkens into woe.” 
Thus ſhe purfu d.—Near this great ta, Rome 
Began to feel the ſwift approach of Fate, 336 


That now her vitals gain'd ; fill more and more 


Her deep diviſions kindling into rage. 
And war with chains and deſolation chaig'd. 


From an unequal balance of her ſons 340 


IBꝛſe lierce contentions {prung, and, as increasd 
This hated inc quality, more fierce 

They fam'd to tumult. Independence fail'd, 

ere by luxurious wants, by real there; 

And with this virtur every virtue ſuuk, 345 

As with the ſliding rock the pile ſuſtain'd. 

A laſt attempt, too Kate, the Gracchi made, 

To fix the flying ſcale, and poiſe the ſtate, 

On oze fide ſwell'd ariocratic pride, 


With Uſury, the villain whoſe fell gripe 350 


ends by degrees to baſeneſs the free toul ; 
And Luxury rapacious, cruel, an, 
- Mothrr of vice ! while on the other crept 
A pop alace in want with pleaſure fir'd, 


it for proſcriptions, for the darkeſt deeds, 355 


Ax the proud feeder bade, inconſtant, blind; 
Deſcrong lriends at need, and dup'd by fors; 
+ Lond and feditious. when a chief inſpir'd 
Their headlong fury; but of him depriv'd. 
Already ſla ves that lick 'd the ſcourging hand 


1 


This firm Republic, that againſt the blaſt 361 


Of Oppcſition roſe, that (like an oak, 
Nurs d on ferocious Algidum, whoſe boughs 
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Still ſtronger ſhoot bencath the rigid axe) 
By lofs, by laughter, from the ſtcel itſe!f 36g 
Elen force and ſpirit drew, ſmit with the calm, 
The dead ſerene of proſperous {rtune, pin'd. 
Nought now het weighty legions could oppoſe. 
Her terror once on Afric's tawny ſhore, 

Now ſmoak'd in Cult, a ſtabling now for wolves 
Abd every dreaded power recciv'd the yoke. 
Beſides, deſtruQtive, from the conquer'd Eaſt, 

la the ſoſt piunder came that worſt of piagues, 
That peſtilence of mind, a fever'd thirſt 

For the fade joys which Luxury prepares; 
Unworthy joys! that waſteful leave behind 

No mark of honour, in refle&ing hour, 

No ſecret ray to glad the conſcious ſoul ; 

At once involving in one ruin wealth 

And wealth acquiring powers; while ſtupid Self, 
Of narrow guſt and hebetating ſenſe, 

Devour the nobler faculties of bliſs. 

Hence Roman virtue flacken'd into Nloth, 
Security relax'd the ſoftning ſtate, 

And the broad eye of Goverment lay clos'd. 

No more the laws inviolable reign'd, 336 
And public weal no more; but party rag'd ; 
And par.ial power, and licenſe unreſtrain'd, 

Let Difcord chro' the deathful City looſe. 

Firſt, mild Tiberius! on thy ſacred head 
The Fury's vengeance fell; the firſt whoſe blood 
Had ſince the Conſuls ſtain'd contending Rome; 
Of precedent p-rnicious ! With thee bled 

Three hundred Romans ; with thy brother, next, 
'Fhree thouſand more; ti into battles turn'd 395 
Debates of peace, and forc'd the trembling laws. 
The Forum and Comitia horrid grew, 

/\\ ſcene of barter'd power or recking gore: 
When, halſ-aſham d, Corruption's thieviſh arts, 
And rofhan Force, began to ſap the mounds 400 
And majeſty of laws; if not in time 

Repreſs'd ſevere, for human aid too ſtrong, 

The torrent turns, and overbears the whole. 


Thas luxury, diſſenſo1, a mix'd rage 
Of boundleſs pleaſure and of boundleſs wealth, 
Want wiſhing change, and waſte repaitiug war, 
Rapine for ever loſt to peaceſul toil, 
Guilt unaton'd, profuſe of blood Revenge, 
Corruption all avow'd, and lawleſs Force, 
Each heightning each, al-ernate ſhook the ſtate. 
Mean time Ambition, at the dazzling head 
Of hardy legions, with the laurels heap'd 
And ſpoil of nations, in one cir.ling blaſt 
Con.bir'd invarious orm, and {rom its baſe 
The broad Republic tore, By Virtue built, 47* 
ſt touch'd the tkies, and ſpread o'er ſhclter'd earth 
An ample rool ; by Virtue, too, ſuitain'd, 
And balanc'd ſteady, every tempeſt ſung 
lnnstious by, or bade it firmer ſtand: 
But when, with ſulden and enormous change, 
The firſt of mankind ſunk into the laſt, 441 
As once in virtue, ſo in vic? extreme, 
This univerſal ſabric yielded looſe, . 
Before Ambition ſtill ; and thundering down, 
At laſt, beneath its ruins-cruſh'd a world. 425 
A conquering people, to themſelves a prey, 


Muſt ever fail, when their v:&rrious troops, 
In blood and rapine ſavage grown, can find 
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No land to ſack and piltage but their own, 


Ny brutal Marius and keen Sy lla firſt 
Eſfus'd the deluge dire of civil blood, 
Unceaſing woes began, and this or that 
(Deep drenching their revenge} nor virtue ſpar'd, 
Nor ſex, nor age, nor quality, nor yame 
Tiil Rome into an human ſhambles rurn'd, 435 
Made deſerts lovely — Oh! too well earn'd chains! 
Devoted race If no t ue Roman then, 

No Scævole, there was, to raiſe for Me 

A vengcful hand; was there no father, robb'd 
Of blooming youth to prop his wither'd age ? 

No ſon a witneſs to his hoary fire © 

In duſt and gore defil'd ? No f iend, ſorlern? 
No wretch hat donbtſul trembled for himſelf? 
None brave, or wild, tapierce a moniter's heart, 
Who, heaping horror round, no more deſerv'd 
The ſacred ſhelter of the laws he ſpurn'd ? 

No: ſad o'er all profound D+j:Rion ſate, 

And nerveleſs Fear. The ſlave's aſy!um theirs; 
Or flight, il!-judging, that the timid back 


430 


Turns weak to laughter, or partaken guilt. 430 


In vain from Sylla's vanity I drew, 

An unexampled deed, The power reſign'd, 

And all unhop'd the Commonwealth reſtor'd, 

Amaz'd the public, and cffac'd his crimes. 

Thro' * yet ſtreaming ſrom his murderous 

and 

Unarm'd he ſtray'd, unguarded, unaſfail'd, 

And on the bed of peace his aſhes laid; 

A grace which I to his diſmiſſion gave. 

But with him died not th' deſpotic ſoul : 

Ambition ſaw that ſtooping Rome could bear 

A Maſter, nor had virtue to Ve free. 461 

Hence for ſucceeding years My trou'led reign, 

No certain peace, no ſpreading profpe, knew. 

Deſtruction gathered round. 

Or oft a Catalinc or Rullus ſwell'd 

With fell deſigns, and all the watch'ul art 

Ot Cicero demanded, all the force, 

All the ſtate- wielding magic of his tongue, 

And all the thuuder of My Cato's zeal. 

With theſe | linger'd, till the flame anew 470 

Burſt out | » blage immenſe, and wrapt the 
world. 

The ſhameful conteſt ſprung to whom mankind 

Should yield the neck; to Pompey, who con- 
ceal'd 

A rage impatient of an equal name ; 

Or to the nobler Cæſar, on whoſe brow 

O'er daring Vice ggluding Virtue ſmil'd, 

And who no leis a vain ſuperior ſeem'd. 

Eoth bled, but bied in vain, New traitors roſe. 

The venal will be bought, the baſe have lords, 

To theſe vile wars I left ambitious laves 480 

And from Phillppi's field, from where in duſt 

The laſt of Romans, matchleſs Brutus! lay, 

Spread to the North, untam'd, a rapid wing. 


What tho” the ficſt ſmooth Cæſars arts careſs d 
Merit and Virtue, ſimulating Nie? 
Severely tender! cruelly humane 
The chain to clench, and make it ſofter ſit 
On the new broken ſtill ferocious ſtate. 


F. om the dark Third, ſucceeding, | beheld 
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| 


Frill the black foul | 


q 


| 
| 


| to various pain, to little plealure, us d; 
on whom, keen parching, beat Riphæan wincs, 


483 


| Th' imperial monſters all A race on earth 490 
Vindictive ſent. the ſcourge of human kind? 


Wnoſe blind profuſion drain'd a bankrupt world, 

Whoſe luſt to forming Nature ſeems difgrace, 

And » hoſe infernal rage bade every drop 

Of ancient blood that yet retain'd my flame, 49 

To that of Pætus in the peaceful bath, i 

Oer Rome” affrighted ſtreets inglorious flow. 

But almoſt juſt the meanly-patient death 

That waits a tyrant's unprevented ſtroke. 

Titus, indeed, gave one ſhort evening gleam 3 

More cordial felr, as in the midſt it ſpread 

Of ſtorm and horror the delight of men ! 

He who the day, when his o'erflowing hand 

Had made no happy heart, concluded Joſt 3 

Trajan and he, with the mild Sire and Son, 305 

His ſon of virtue] eas'd a while mankind, 

And Arts reviv'd beneath the ir gentle beam. 

Then was their laſt effort; what Sculpture rais'd 

To Trajan's glory, vollowing triumphs ſtole, 

And mixt with Gothic forms, (the chiſſel's 
ſhame, ) | 510 

Oa that triumphal arch, the forms of Greece. 


Mean time o'er rocky Thrace, and the deep 
vales 


Of gelid Hzmus, I purſu'd my flight, 


| And, piercing fartheſt Scythia, weſtward ſwept 


Sarmatia, travers'd by a thouſand ſtreams : 313 


A ſullen land of lakes, and fens mnmenſe, 


Of rocks, reſounding terrents, gloomy heaths, 
And cruel deſerts, black with founding pine, 
Where Nature frowns; tho' ſometimes into ſmiles 
She ſoftens, and immediate, at the touch 520 
Of ſouthern gales, throws fromthe ſudden glebe 
Luxuriant paſture aud a waſte of flowers. 
But, cold compreſt, when the whole loaded hea» 
ven 
Deſcnds in ſnow, lolt in one white abrupt 
Lies updiſtinguiſh'd earth; and, ſciz'd by froſt, 
Lakes, headlong ſtreams, and foods, and oceans, 
fleep. 526 
Yet there life glows ; the furry millions there 
Der p- dig their dens beneath the ſheltering ſnows z. 
And there a race of men prolific ſwarms, 
530 


Hard like their ſoil, and like their climate fierce, 
The nurſery of nations — Theſe | rous'd, 

Drove land on land, on people people pour'd, 
Till from almoſt perpetual night they broke, 335 
As it in ſearch of day, and o'er the banks 

Of yielding Empire, only flave-ſuſtain'd, 
Reſiſtleſs rag'd, in vengeauce urg'd by Me. 


Long in the barbarous heart the bury'd ſeeds 
Of Freedom lay for many a wintcy age, 549 
And cho' My ſpirit wo:k'd by ow degrees, 
Novght but its pride aud fierceneſs yet appear'd : 
Then was the night of time that parted worlds, 
I quitted earth the while. As when the tribes 
Acrial, warn'd of riſing winter, ride 548 
Autumnal winds, to warmer climates borne z 
So Arts, ard each good Genius in My train, 
cut the cloſing gluon, and ſoar d to heaven. 
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Ia the bright regions there of pureſt day, : cludes with an abſtract of the Fngliſh hiſtory, 


Far other ſcenes and palaces ariſe, . $50 making the {:veral advances of Liberty, down to 
Adern d profuſe with other arts divine. her compl.te eſtabliſument at the Revolution. 

All *cauty here below, to them compar'd, 

Would, like a roſe before the mid-day fun, TRUCK with the riſing ſcene, thus L, a. 

Shrink u its bloſſom; like 2 bubble break maacd : 


The paſſing paor magnificence of kings: $55;% Ah! Gaddeſs, whet a change! Is earth the 
For there the King cf Nature, in fu!l blaze, ſame ? 

Calls every ſplendour farth ; and there bis court | « Of the ſame kind the ruthleſs race ſhe feeds? 
Amid ethereal powers and virtues holds ; « And does the ſame fair fun and æther ſpread 
Angel. archangel, tutelaty gods, Round this vile ſpot their all- enlivening foul 2 4 
Of cities, nations, empires, and of worlds. 560 10! Beauty ſails; loft in unlovely forms 


But ſaczed be the veil that kindly clouds « Of little pomp, Vagnificence no more 

A light too keen for mortals, wraps a view « Fxalts the mind, and bids the Public ſmile ; 

Too ſuſteninꝝ fair, for thoſe that here in «uſt « While to rapacious intereſt Glory leaves 

Nfuft chearſul toil out their appointed years. C; Mankind, and every grace of life 18 gone.“ 1a 


A ſenſe of higher life would ouly Camp 565 
The ſchoolboy's tzft:, and ſpoii his playful hours; 
Nor could the child of Reaſon, feeble Man! 
V ith vigour thro' this infant beiug drudye, 40 it till the ow this A | 
Did drighier worlds, their unimagin'd bliſs "LY * 
Diſcloſing, dazzic aud diſſolve his mind. 570 | « Of Gothic darkneſe ſprings auother day. 
©: True, Genius droops; the tender ancient taſte 

— © Of Beauty, then freſh-blooming in her prime, 

„But faintly trembles thro? the callaus ſoul, 
| J And Grandeur, or of morals or cf life 

BRITAIN, | « Sinks into ſafe purſuits and creeping cares. 
Een cautious Virtue ſeems to ttoop her flight, 


To this the power whoſe vital radiance calls 
From the brutc mals of man au ordered world: 


4 — —— And aged Lite to deem the generous deeds 20 
© Of youth romantic, yet in cooler thought 
LIBERTY. © Well-rezfon'd, in reicarches piercing decp 
„ Thro* Nature's works, in profitable arts, 
PART IV, & And all that calm Experience can diſcloſe, 25 


& Slow guide, but ſure, behold the world anew 

« Exalted rite, with other honours crown'd ; 

« And, where My fpirit wakes the finer powers, 

Difference between the Anciepts and Moderns „ Atheuiau laurcls till aſreſu hall bloom.“ 
Aightly touched upon, to ver 20. Deſcription of | 

the dark ages. The Goddeſs of Libcrty, who, | Oblivious ages paſs'd, while Earth, ſorſook 30 

anring theſe is ſuppoſed to have leſt the carth, re- By her beſt Genii, lay to Pcmons foul, 

wwrrs attended with Arts and Sciences, to v. 100, + And unchalu'd Furies, an abandon d prey. 

She fick fleſcends on haly. Sculpture, Painting, Contention led the van; firſt ſmall of ſize, 

and Architecture, fix at Rome, to revive their Eut, fecn dilzting, tv the ſkies ſhe towers : 

ſever ai - its by their great models of Antiquity Then wide as air the livid fury ſpread, 35 

heide, which many barbarous invaſions had not And, high her head above the ſtormy clouds, 

been able to deſtroy. The revival of theſe Arts She blaz'd in omens, {well'd the graaning winds 

marked cut. That ſometimes Arts may flouriſh , With wild ſurmiſes, battlings, ſounds of war: 

for a while under defpoiic governments, though From land to land the madd' ning trumpet blew, 

never the natural and genuine production of Ard j our'd her venom t .ro' the heart of man. 40 

them, to ver. 234. Learning begins to dawn. | Shook io the- Pole, the North obey'd her call. 

The Muſe and Science attend Liberty, who, in Forth ruſh d the bloody Power of Gothic war, 

her progreſs towards Creat Britain, raiſes ſeveral { War agaihſt human-kind; Rapine that led 

free ſtates aud cities. Theſe enumrated to ver. ' Millions of rey-ng robbers in his train; 

281. Author's exclamatisn of joy, upon ſeeing Unliltening, barbarous Force, to whom the ſword 

the Britiſh ſcas and coaſt riſe in the Viſien, which ls reaſon, honour, law ; the Foe of Arts 46 

painted whatever me G: ddefs of Liberty ſaid — | hy mouſters follow'd, hideous to behold, 

She reſumes her narration. The Genius of the | That claim'd their place Outrageous mix'd with 

Decp appears, aud, addretling Liberty, aſſociates theſe 

Great Britain into bis dowinion, to ver. 451.— Another ſpecies of tyrannic rule, 

Liberty received and congratulated by Britznnia | Unknown before, whoſe cancrons ſhackles ſeiz'd 

apd the nat · ve Genii or Virtues of the ifland — Ti'-cnvcnom 4 foul ; a wilder Fury, ſhe 59 
heſe deſcribed animated by the preſence of Li- Fen o'cr her clder Sifter tyranniz d; 

betty, they begin their operations. Their bene- Or if, perchance, agreed, irflam'd her rage. 

Heut influence contraſted with the works and de- Dire was her train, and loud: the sable Band 

Bons of oppoluig Geitions, to ver, 626. Con- | Thundering—"' Submit, ye Laity | ye Profane! 
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« Earth is the Lord's, and therefore Outs: let 
des © Maj „ | 

„% Allow 3 claim, and half be theirs ; 

« If not, behold ! the facred light'ning flies! 

Scholaftic Diſcord, with an hundred tongues, 

For ſcience uttering gangling words obſcure, 60 

Where frighted Reaſon never yet could dwell ; 

Of peremptory feature, Cleric Pride, 

Whole reddening cheek no contradiction beats; 

And Holy Slander, his affociate firm, 

On whom the Lying Spirit ſtill deſcends; 655 

Mother of turtutes! Perſecuting Zeal, 

High-flaſhing in her hand the ready torch, 

Or poignard bath'd in unbelieving blqod ; 

Hell's ſierceſt fiend ; of faintly brow demure, 

Aſſuming a celeſtial ſeraph's name, 70 

While ihe beneath the blaſpkemous pretence 

Of plealing Parent Heaven, the Source of Love! 

Has wrought more horrors, more deteſted deeds, 

Than all the reſt combin'd. Led on by her, 


483 
What conflagrations,  earthquaſres, ravage, floods, 


Have turn'd thy cities into {tony wilds, 
And ſuccourlefs and bare the poor remains 120 


| Of wretches forth to Nature's common caſt ! - 


Added te theſe, the ſtill continued waſte 

Of inbred foes, that on thy vinals prey, 

And double tyrants, ſeize the very ſou}. 

Where hadſt thou treaſures for this repine all? 

Theſe hungry myriads, that thy bowels tore, 

Henp'd ſack an ſack, and bury d in theit rage 

Wonders of Art? whence this grey ſcene a mine 

Of rote than gold becomes and orient gems. 

Where Egypt, Greece, and Rome, united glow. 
Here Sculpture, Painting, Architecture, bent 

From ancient models to reſtore their arts, 


| Remain'd. A little trace we how they roſe. 


Amid the hoary ruins Sculpture firit, 
Deep digging. from the tavern dark aud Camp, 
Their grave for ages, bid her marble race 


Spring to new light. Joy ſparkled in her eyes, 


And wild of head to work her ſell deſigns, 75 | And old Remembrance thrill'd in every thought, 


Came Idiot Superſtition ; round with ears 


As ſhe the plcaſing reſurrection ſaw, 


Innumerous ſtrow'd, ten thouſand Monkiſh forms | In leaving ſite reſpiring from his toils, 140 
With legends ply'd them, and with tenets, meant The well-known hero, who dehver'd Greece, 


Jo charm or ſcare the {imple into flaves, 

And poiſon reaſon ! groſs, ſhe ſwallows all, 80 

The moſt abſurd believing ev-r moſt : 

Broad o'er the whole her univerſal night, 

The gloom ſtill doubling, Ignorance diffus'd. 
Nought to be ſeen but viſionary Monks 

To councils ſtrolling, and embroiling creeds : By 
Danditti Saints, diſturbing diſtant lands, 

Aud unknown Nations, wandering for a home. 
All Jay revers'4 : the ſacred arts of rule 

Turn'd to ſlagitious leagues againſt mankind, 


And arte of glunder more and more avewed; 90 


Pure plain Devotion to a ſolemn farce; 

To holy dotage Virtue, een to guile, 

To murder, and a mockery of caths; 

Brave ancient Freedom to the rage of ſlaves, 
Proud of their ſtate, and fighting ſor their chains; 
D.ſhonout'd Courage to the bravo's trade, 
To civil broil; and Glory to romance. 
Thus human lite unhing'd to ruin reel'd, 
And piddy Reaſon totter'd on her throne 


at laſt Heaven's beſt inexplicable ſcheme, 100 


Diſcloſing bade new brightening eras ſmile 

he high command gone forth, Arts in My train, 

And azure-mantled Science, {wift we fpread 

A ſounding pinion. Eager Pity, mixt 

With Indignation, urg'd her downward flight. 105 

Un Latium firſt we ſtopped, for douht!eis life 

That panted, ſunk bencath unnumber'd wocs. 

Ah poor Italia! what a bitter cup 

Ol vengeance haſt thou Erain'd ! Goths, Vandals, 
Huns, | 

Lombards, Barbarians broke from every land, 

IÞDw many a ruſflau form haft thou bekeld : 

nat horrid jargons heard, hege rage alone 

Wis all thy frighted ear could comprehend ! 

How frequent by the red inhmman hand, 

Vet warm with brothers', buſbands', fathers” 
blood, 115 

Haſt thou thy matron and thy virgins ſeen 

To violation dragg'd, and mingled death 


4 


| His awple cheſt, all tempeſted with force, 
U:conquerable rear'd. She ſaw the head, 
Breathing the hero, ſmall of Grecian ſize, 

Scarce more extenſive than the ſiue wy ueck; 145 
The ſpreading ſhoulders, muſcular, and broad ; 
The whole a mals of ſwelling finews, rouch'd 
Into harmonious ſhape ; ſhe ſaw, and joy d. 

The yellow hunter, Melcager, rais'd 

His bcauteous front, and thro' the 'iniſh'd whole 
Shows what ideas ſmil'd of old in Greece. 151 
Of raging afp-&, ruſh'd impetuous forth 

The Gladiator, Pityleſs his look, 

And each keen finew brac'd, the ſtorm of war, 
RuMling, o'er all his nervous body frowns, 155 
"The dying Other from the gloom ſhe drew, 
Supported on his ſhorten'd arms he Icans, 
; Prone avonizing , with incumbent fate 


96 Heavy declines his head, yet dark benegt 


The ſuZering feature ſullen vengeance lowers, 

Shame, indignation, unaccompliſli'd rage 

And ſill the cheated eye expects his fail. 

All- conqueſt fluſt'd, from proſtrate Python came 

The Quivered God In eraceful acts he ſtands, 
lis arm extended with the flacken'd bow. 145; 

Light flows his cafy robe, and fair diſplays 

A ruanly-ſoſtened form, The bloom uf gods 

Seems youtl. ul o'er the beardleſs cheek is ware x 

His ſcatures pet heroie ardour warms ; 

And ſweet ſubſiding to a native ſmile, 170 
Mixt with the joy ciating conqueſt gives, 

Alc atter'd frown exalt his matchlels air. 

On Flora mov'd, her full propartion'd limbs 

R te thro' the mantle fluttering in the breeze. 

The Queen of Loves aroſe, as from the deep 175 

She ſprung in ail the melting pomp of charms, 

Baſbiul he bends ; hoy well- taught look afide 

Turns in enchanting guiſe, where dubious mix 

Vain conſcious beauty, a diſſembled ſenſe 

Of modeſt ſhame, and ſlippery locks of love. 189 


The gazer grows enamour'd, and the ſtone, 
| As it exulting i its conqueſt, ſmiles. 
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486 THOMSON 


So turn'd each limb, ſo (well'd with fo teniug art, 
That the deluded eye the marble doubts. 
At laſt her utmoſt Maſterpiece ſhe found, 185 
That Maro fir'd; the miſerable fire, 
Wir apt with his ſons in Fate's ſevereſt graſp. 
The lerpents, twiſting round, their ſtringent 
folds 

Inextricable tie. Such paſſion here 
Such agonies ! ſuch bitt rneſs of pain ! 190 
Seem fo to tremble thro' the tortur d ſtone, 
That the touched heart engroſſes all the vic w. 
Almeſt unmark'd the beſt proportions paſs 
I hat ever Greece beheld; and, fe n alone, 
Os the rapt eye th imperious paſſions ſeize ; 195 
The father's double pars, beth far himſelf 

ud fons convuls'd : to Heaven his rucful look, 
Imploring aid, and half-accufing, caſt ; 
His ſell defpair with indignation mixt, 
As the ſtrong-curling Montters from his fide 2co 
His ſull- extended fury cavnot tear. 
More tender touch'd, with varied att. his ſons, 
A't the ſoft rage of younger paſhons thow : 
In a toy's helpleſs jate one finks opprels'd, 
While, yet unpierc d. the frighted other tries 
His foot to ſte-I out of te horrid tw ine. 206 


She bore no more, but ſtraight from Gothic 
ruſt | 
Her chiff<1 clear'd, and duſt and fragments drove 


Irzpetuous round. Succe ſii ve as it went 
From fon to ſon, with more enlivening touch, 210 
From the vrute rock it call d the breathing ſorm. 
Till. in a legiſſator's awful grace 
Dreſs'd, Buonaroti bid a Moſes riſe, 
And. looking love immenſe,” a Savour Gad. 
Of. thcfe obſervant, Painting felt the fire 215 

Burn inward. Then ecſtatic ſhe g:{Fus'd - 
Ihe canvaſs, ſeiz d the pallet, with quick band 
The colours brew'd, and on the void expanſe 
Her gay creation pour'd, her mimic world 
Poor was the manner of her eldeſt race, 220 
Barren and dry, juſt ſtruggling from the taſte, 

hat had for ages ſcar'd in cloiſter dim 
The ſuperſtitious herd; yet glorious then 
Were deem'd their works, where undevelop'd 


The future wonders that enrich'd mankind, 225 
Aud a new light and grace o'er Europe caſt, 

Arts gradual gather ſtreams. Enlarging this 
To each his portion of her various gilts 

The goddeſs dealt, to none indulging all; 

No, not to Raphael. At kind diſtance ſtill 230 
Perſection ſtands, like Happineſe, to tempt 

Th' eternal chaſe. In elegant defign 

Improving Nature, in ideas fair, 

Or great, extracted from the fine antique; 

Ia att. tude, expreſſion, airs div.ne. 235 
Her ſons of Rome and Florence bore the priac. 
To thoſe of Venice ſhe the magic art 

Of co:ours melting into eolours gave. 

Theirs, too, it was, by one cmbracing maſs 

Of light aud ſhade, that ſettles round the whole, 
r varics tremuions from part to part, 241 
Ober all a binding harmony to throw, 

To raiſe the victure and repoſe the ſight, 

The Lombvard'fchyo! ſucceeding mingled both. 


's po Ms. 


Rear d the magnific front. Muſic again 

Her univerſal language of the heart 

Renew'd; and, riling from the plaintive vale, 

To the full concert ſpread, and ſolemn quire. 

Een bigots ſmil'd, to their protection took 

Arts not their own, and from them borrow'd 

„ __ porp+4 251 

For in a tyrant's garden theſe a while 

May bloom, tho? Freedom he their parent ſoil, 

And now confeſt, with gently growing gleam 

The morning ſhone, and weſtward ſtream'd its 
light. 255 

The Mule awoke, Not ſooner on the wing 

Is the yay bird of dawn : artleſs her voice, 


woods : 
Romantic lays; but as her northern courſe 


Ardent purſu'd, her ſtrains more noble grew; 


The moral page, and Fancy lent it grace. 


Rome and her circling deſerts caſt behind, 
paſs d not idle to my great ſojourn. 264 
On Arno's fertile plain, where the rich vine 

Luxuriant o'er Etrucian mountains roves, 

Sate in the lap repo»'d of private bliſs, 

| ſniall republics rais'd. Thrice happy they 
Had ſocial Freedom bound their peace, and Arts, 


Employ'd their little cares, and ſav'd their fate. 
Beyond the ragged 4apennines, that roll 
Far thro' Italian bounds their wavy tops, 
My path, too, ! with public bleſſings ſtrow'd; 
| Free ſtates and cities, where the Lombard plain, 
In ſpite of culture negligeut and groſs, 
From her deep boſom pours uubidden joys, 
And green, o'er all the land a garden hics, 
he barren rocks themſelves, bencath my foot, 
Relenting bloom'd on the Ligurian ſhore. 281 
Thick-ſwarming-people there, like emmerts, ſeiz'd, 
Amid ſurrounc.ng clibÞ, the fcatter d ſpots, 
Which Natuse left in her deſtroying rage, 


There, in white proſpect, from the rocky hill 
Gradual deſcending to the ſaclter'd ſhore, 
By Me prend Genoa's marble turret's roſe; 
And while My genuine ſpirit warm'd her ſons, 
Beneath her Dor:as, ot unworthy, the 290 
Vy'd tor the trident of the narrow ſcas, 
Ere Britain yet had open dall che main 

Nor be the then triumphant Kate forgot, 


inſpir'd by Me, thro” the dark ages kept 

| Oi my old Roman flame ſome ſparks alive; 

he ſeeming god- built city, which Viy hand 
Deep in the bulom fix d of wondering ſcas. 

A Goniſh'd mortals ſail'd,. with pleaſing awe, 
Around the ſca-girt walls, by Neptune fenc'd, 
And down the briny-ſtrect, where oa each hand, 
Amazing ſeen amid unſtable waves, 

The ſplendid palace ſhines, aud riſing tides, 


To this Sir Quecu of Adcia's Rormy gulf, 395 


Mean time dread fanes and palaces around 245 | 


Untaught, and wild, yet warbling through the- 


She, with her tutor Science, in My train 260 


While Reaſon drew the plan, the Heart iuſorm d 


luſtead of ruling Power, ne'er meant for - them, 


Made their own fields, nor ſigh'd for other lands. 


Where, puſh'd from pluuder's earth, a remnant 


The green eps marking, murmur at the dor. 
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The mart of nations! long obedient ſeas 

Roll'd all the treaſure of the radiant Eaſt ; 

But now no more. Than one great tyrant worſe 

(Whoſe ſhar'd oppreſſion lightensas diffus d) 

Each ſubject tearing, many tyrant's roſe; 310 

The leaſt the proudeſt. Join d in dark cabal, 

They jealous, watchful, ſilent, and ſevere, 

Caſt o'er the whole ingiſſoluble chains: 

The ſoft-r ſhackles of luxurious eaſe 

They likewiſe added, ts ſecure their ſway. 315 

Thus Veaice ſainter ſhines, and Commerce thus, 

Of toil impatient, flags the drooping fail : 

Burſting, beſides his ancient bounds, he took 

A larger circle, found another ſcat, 

Opening a theuſand ports, and, charm'd with 
toil, F 

Whom nothing can diſmay, far other ſons. 321 


The mountains, then. clad with eternal ſnow, 
Conſcſs'd My power. Drep as the rampant rocks, 
By Nature throavn inſuperable round, 

I planted there a League of friend!y ſtates; 

And bade plain Freedom their ambition be. 

There in the vale, where rural plenty fills, 

From lakes, and meads, and furrow'd fields, ber 

horn, 

Chief where the Leman pure emits the Rhone, 

Pare ro be feen ! unguilty cities riſe, 

Cities of brothers form'd; while equal life, 

Accorded gracious with revolving power, 

Maintains them free, and in their happy ſtreets 

Nor ciuel deed nor miſery is known: 

For valour, Faith, and innocence of life, 

Kenown'd, a rough laborious people, there, 
ot only give the dreadful Alps to ſmile, 

And prels their culture on retiring ſnows, 

But, to firm order train'd and patient war, 

They likewiſe know, beyond the nerve remiſs 

Of mercenary force, how to defend 341 

The taſteful little their hard coil has earn'd, 

And the proud r of Bourboa to defy. 


E'en, chear'd by Me, their ſhagyy mountains 
charm, 
More than our Gallic or Italian plains; 
And ſick'ning Fancy oft', when abſent long, 
Pines to beho'd their Alpine views again: 


335 


The hollow-wieding ſtream, the vale, fair ſpread 


Amid an amphitheatre of hills, 
Whence, vapour-wing'd, the ſudden tempeſt 
ſprings ; 

From ſtcep to ſteep aſcending, the gay train 351 

Of foge, thick roll'd into romantic ſhapes; 

The flitting cloud, againſt the ſummir daſh'd, 

Aud, by the ſun illumin'd, pouring bright | 

A g-mmy ſhower ; hung o'er amazing rocks, 355 

The mountain-aſh, and ſolemn- ſounding pine; 

Tuc \now+-fed torrent, in white mazes, toſs'd 

Down to the clear etheical lake below; 

Aud, high o'er-topping all the broken ſcene, 

The mountain fading into ſky, where ſhines 360 

Ou winter Winter ſhivering. and whoſe top 

Licks from their clondy mavazine the ſnows. 
From theſe deſcending, as 1 wav/d my courſe 
er valt Germania, the ſerocions nurſe 


Ol hardy men and hearts affronting drath, 385 


I pave tome favour d cities there to lift 


487 


A nobler brow, and thro' their ſwarming ftreets, 
More buſy, wealthy, chearſul, and alive, 
In each contented face to look My ſoul. 


Thence the loud- Baltic paſſing, black with 
: ſtorm, ; 

To wintry Scandinavia's utmoſt bound, 
There | the manly race, the parent hive 
Of the mixt kingdoms, form a into a ſtate 
More regularly free. By keener air 
Their genius purg'd, and temper d hard by froſt, 
Tempelt and toil their nerves, the ſons of thoſe 
Whoſe only terror was a bloodle(s death; 
They, wiſe and dauntleſs, ſtill fuſtain My cauſe. 
Yet there | fix'd not: turning to the South, 
The whiſpering zephyrs ſigh'd at my delay. 380 
| Here, with the Miſted Viſion, burſt my joy. 
O the dear proſpect O mnjeſtic view 
See Britain's Empire! Lo! the watery vaſt 
Wide waves, diffuſing the cerulean plain. 
Aud now, methinks, like clouds at diſtance ſeen, 
Emerging white from deeps of ther, dawn, 
My kindred cliffs ; whence, wafted in the gale, 
© Ineffable, a ſecret ſweetneſs breathes. 
« Goddeſs! forgive—My heart, ſurpriz d, o“ er- 


37 


8 


« 


flows 
„With filial ſondneſs for the land you bleſs.” 
As parents to a child coniplacent deign * 3gr 


Approvance, the celeſtial Brightneſs ſmil'd ; 
Then thus As o'er the wave-reſounding deep, 
To My near reign, the happy Iſle, 1 ſteer'd 
With eaſy wing, behold! from ſurge to ſurge 
Stalk'd the tremendous Genius of the Deep; 
Around him clouds, in mingled tempeſt, hung: 
Thick-flaſhing meteors crowu'd his ſtarry head; 
And teady thunder redden'd in his hand, 
Or from it ftream'd compreſt the gloomy cloud. 
Where'er he look'd the trembling waves recoil'd; 
He needs but ſtrike the conſcious flood, and, ſhock 
From ſhore to ſhore, in agitation dire, 
It works his dreadfu} will. To Me his voice 
(Like that ny blaſt that round the cavern 
how 
Mixt with the murmurs of the falling main) 406 
Addrefs'd, began—-** By Fate commiſſion'd, gu, 
© My Siſter Goddeſs, now, to yon' blett Iſle, 
Henceſorth the partner of my rough domain. 
„Al my dread walks to Britons, open lie. 410 
* "Thoſe that rcfulgent, or with roſy morn 
„Or yellow evening flame; thoſe that profuſe, 
« Drunk by equator ſuns, ſeverely ſhine ; 
Or 'thoſe that, to the poles approaching, riſe 
In billows rolling into Alps of ice: 4 
© Een yct, untouch'd by daring keel, be theirs 
The vaſt Pacific, that on other worlds, 
* Their future conqueſt, rolls reſounding tides, 
Long | maintain'd, inviolate, my reign; 
Around them ages, on the groaning maſt, 
Nor Alexanders me, nor Cæſacs, bravid. 429 
Still in the crook of ſhore, the coward ail 
Till now low crept, and peddling Commerce 
ply'd 
« —.— ncar- joining lands. For Britons, 
chief, 
lt was referv'd. with ſtar directed pro 
's To dare the middle deep, and drive affur'd 
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To diſtant nations thro? the patHleſs main. 

* Chief fer their fear eG hearts the glory waits, 

* Long months from land, while the black ftor- | 
my night "ol 

„With unſhook knee to know their giddy way; 

„% To ſing, unquell'd, amid the laſhing wave 3 | 

„ To laugh at danger. Theirs the triumph be, 

« By deep Invention's keen pervading eye, \ 

« The heart of Courage: and the hand of Toil, | 

Each conquer'd ocean faining with their blood, 

* Inſftcad of treaſure robb'd by ruſſian War, 435 

& Round ſocial earth to circle fair exchange, 

* And bind the nations in a golden chain. 

To theſe 1 bonour'd ſtoop. ruſhing to light 

4 race of men behold! whove daring derds, 

„ Will in renown exalt my nameleis plains 440 

« Ver thoſe of ſabling Farth, as her's to mine | 

« In terror yield. Nay, could my ſavage heart 

« Such glories check, their unſubmitting ſoul 

« Would all my fury brave, my tempeſt climb, 


Whether the blameleſo poor, the nobly maim'd, 
The loſt ro reaſon, the dedlin'd in life, 
The helpleſs young that kiſs no mother's hand, 


And the grey ſecond infancy of age, 


She gives in public families to live, 495 
A fight to gladden heaven! whether ſhe ſtands 
Pair beck ning at the twuſpitable gate, 

Aud bids the ſtranger take repoſe and joy; 
Whether, to ſolace heneft labour, ſhe 

R+joices thoſe that make the land rejoice; $gco 
Or whether to Philoſophy and Arts 


| (At once the bafisand the finiſh'd pride 


Oſ government and life) ſhe ſpreads her hand, 
Nor knows her gift profuſe, nor ſeems to know, 


Doubling her bounty, that ſhe gives at all. zcg 


Juſtice to theſe her aw ſul preſence join d, 


't he mother of the ſtate]! No low revenge, 


No turbid paſſions in her breaſt ferment ; 
Tender, ſerene, compiſitonate of vice, 
As the laſt woe that cau afflict mankind, 310 


And might in ſpite of me my kingdom force.” | She puniſhment awards; yet of the good 


Here waiting no reply, the ſhadowy Power - 
F2*'d the dark ſky, and to the deeps return'd; | 
While the loud thunder rattling from his hand, 
Auſpicious, ſhook opponent Gallia's ſhore. 4:0 

Of this encounter tlad, My way to land 
quick purſu'd, that ſrom the ſmiling ſea 
Recciv'd Me joyous. Loud acclaims were heard; 
And muſic more than mortal, warbling, fill'd 
With plcas'd aſtoniſhment the lab'ring hind, 4558 
Who for a while th' unfiniſh'd furrow leſt, 

And let the liſtening fleer forget his toil. 

Unſzen by groſſer eye, Britaunia breath d, 

And her :&rial train. theſe ſounds of joy; 

Tor of old time, figce firſt the ruſhing flovd, 460 
Urg'd by Almighty pow'r, this ſavour'd Iſle 
Turn d flaſhing from the continent aſide, 
Iudented ſhore to ſhore reſponſive ſtill, 

It guardian ſhe— The goddeſs whoſe ſtaid eye 
Peams the durk azure of the doubiful dawn. 465 
Her treſſes, like a flood of ſoften'd light, 

Thro' clouds imbrown'd, in waving circles play. 
Warm on her cheek fits Ecauty's brighteſt roſe. 
Of high demeanour, ſtarely, ſhedding grace 
With every motion. Full her riſing cheſt; 47 
Aud new idcas. from her finiſh'd ſhape, '1 
Charm'd Sculpture taking, might improve her art, | 
Such the fair guardian of an ifle that boaſts, 

Pi ofſuſe as vernal bloom, the faireſt dames. 
High-ſhining on the promontory's brow, 475 
Awaiting Me, ſhe flood; with hope inflam'd 
By My mixt ſpirit burning in her ſons, 

Jo firm, to poliſh, and c xalt the ſtate, 

The native Genji round her radiant ſmil'd. 
Courage, of ſoft deportment, aſpect calm, 480 
Unboaſtful, ſuffering long, and, till provok'd, 
As mild and harmicis as the ſporting child; 

Lut, on juſt reaſon, once his fury rous'd, 

No ſion iprings more cager on his prey: 

Blood is a paltime ! and his heart, elate, 485 
Knows no deprefling fear. That Virtue known 
By the r lenting look, whoſe cqual heart 

For others feels, as for another ſelf: 

Of varigus name, as various objects wake, 


Warm into aGtion the kiud fcuie within; 400 


\ 


More piteous ſtill, and of the ſuffermg whole, 
Awards it firm. So fair her juſt decree, 

That, in his judging peers, each on himſelf 
Pronounces his own doom. O happy land! 515 


Where reigns alone this juſtice of the Free! 


Mid the bright group Sincerity his front, 
Diſſufive, reer'd ; his pure untroubled eye, 


The ſount of Truth. The thoughtſul Power, 


apart, : 
Now, penſive, caſt on earth Mis fix'd regard, 520 


| Now, touch d celeſtial, launch'd it on the ſky. 


The Genius he whence Britain ſhines ſupreme, 
The land of light, and reQitude of mind, 

He too, the fire of Fancy feeds intenſe. 

With all the train of paſhons thence deriv'd ; 525 
Not kindling quick, a noiſy tranſient blaze, 

But gradual, filent, laſting, and profound, 
Near him Retirement pointing to the ſhade, 

And Independence, fiood ; the generous pair 
That ſimple life, the quiet whiſpering grove, 
And the {till raptures of the freeborn foul, 531 
To cares prefer by Virtue bought, not caru'd ; 
Proud y prefer them to the {crvile pomp 

And to the heart embitter'd joys, of ſlaves, 


- Or ihould the latter, to the public ſcene 535 


Demanded, quit his ſylvan friend a while, 

Nous ht can his firmneſs ſhake, nothing ſeduce 
His zeal, ſtill active for the common weal ; 

Not liormy tyrants, nor Corruption's tools, 

Foul miniſters. dark working by the force 540 
Of ſecret-ſapping gold All their vile arts, 
Their ſhametui honours, their perfidivus gifcs, 
He greatly ſcorns; aud if he mult betray 

His plunder'd country, or his power reſign, 

A moment's parle) were eternal ſhame : 544 
Iluſtrious into private life again, 

From dirty levecs he unſtain'd aſcends, 

And ſirm in ſenates ſtands the patriot's ground, 
Or draws new v:gour in the peaceſul hace. 
Aloof the baſhful Virtue hover'd coy, 550 
Proving by iweet diſtruſt diſtruſted worth; 
Rough Labour clos'd the train; and in his tand 
Rude, callous, fincw-ſwei'd, and black with toil,, 
Came manly Indiguation. Sour he cem, 
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And more than ſeems by lawleſs pride aſſail'd: 
Yet kind at heart, and juſt, and generous, there 
No venecance lurks, no pale inſidious gal: : 
F*en in the very luxury of rage, 
He; ſoft' ning, can forgive a galiant foe ; 
The nerve, ſupport, and glory of the land } $60 
Nor be Religion, rational and ſree. 
Here paſs'd in filence, whoſe euraptur d eye 
Sees heaven with earth conn: Red, human things 
Link'd ty divine; who not from ſervile fear, 
By rites for ſome weak tyrant incenſe fit, 565 
The God of Love adores, but from a heart 
Fifuling gladnels, into pleaſing awe 
That now aſti niſh'd ſwells, now in a calm 
Of fearleſs confidence that ſmiles ſerene; 
That lives devot on, one continual hymn, $50 
And then muſt grateful, when Heaven's bounty 
mot 

Is right enjoy d. This ever-chearful Power 
O er the rais'd circle ray'd ſuperior day. 

joy d to join the Virtues whence My reign 
O'cr ' Ibion was toriſe. Each chezring each, 
And, like the planets circling from the ſun, 556 
Ali borrowing beams from Me, a heighten'd zeal 
Impatient ſir'd us to commence our toils, 
Or plraſures rather. Long the pungent time 
Paſs'd not in mutual hails, but thro' the land 
Darting our light we ſhone the ſogs away. 


The Virtues conquer with a ſingle look, 
uch grace, ſuch beauty, ſuch victorious light. 
Live in their preſence, ſiream in every glance, 
That the ſoul, won, enamour'd, and refin d, 585 
Grows their own image, pure ethereal flame, 
Hence the foul Demons, that oppoſe our reign, 
Would ſtill from us deluded mortals wrap: 
Or in groſs ſhades they drown the viſual ry; 
Or by the fogs of Prejudice. where mix 590 
Falſchood ard truth confounded, foil the ſenſe 
With vain refracted images of bliſs. 
But chick around the court ot flatter'd kings 
They roll the duſky rampart, wall o'er wall 
Of darkneſs pile. and with their thickeſt ſhade 
Secure the throne. No ſavage Alp. the den 596 
Of wolves, and bears, and monſtrous things ob- 

ſcene, ' 
That vex the ſwain, and waſte the country round, 
Proted ed lies beneath a deeper cloud: 
Yet there We ſometimes ſend a ſearching ray. 
As at the ſacred opening ol the morn 
The prowling race retire, fo pierc'd ſevere, 
Before our potent blaze theſe Demen's fly, 
And alt their- works diffolve.—The whiſper'd 
Tale, 

That, like the fabling Nile, no fountain knows; 
Fair-fac'd Deceit, whoſe wily conſcious «ye 6:6 
Ne'cr looks direct; the Tongue that-licks che duſt, 
But, when it falſely dares, as prompt to ſting ; 
d mooth crocodile Deſtruction, whole fell tears 
Enſnare; the Janus face of courtly Pride, 619 
One to ſuperiors heaves ſubmiſſive eyes, 
On haplels Worth the other ſc.wls diſdain ; 
Checks that ſor ſome weak tenderneſs alone, 
Some virtuous flip, can wear a bluſh; the Laugh 
Proſane, when midnight bowls diſcloſe the heart. 
At dar wo Viriue, aud at Virtuc's fouls; 616 

Ver, VIII. 


| 


| Determin'd to be broke, the plighted Naith: 
Nay, more, Godleis Oath, that knows no tie; 
| Soft-bngzing Slauder; ſilky moths, that eat 
An honeſt name; the harpy hand and maw 620 
Of avaracious Luxury, who makes 
The throne his ſhelter, venal laws his fort, 
And, by his ſervice, who betrays his king, 
| Now _ yout view, and mark, ſrom Celtic 
night | 
To preſent grandeur, how My Britain roſe. 635 
Bold were thofe Briton who, the careleſs ſons 
Of Nature, r10ams the foreſt-hunnds, at once 
Their erdant city, high embowering fane, 
And the gay circle of their wood-land wars; 
For by the Druid taught, that death but ſhiſts 
The vital ſcene, they that prime ſear deſpis'd; 
And, prone to ruſſi on ſteel, diſdain'd to ſpare 
An ill- ſav'd life, that muſt again return 
fret from Nature's hani, by tyrant Force, 
And ſtill more tyrant Cuſtony unſabdu'd, 
Man knows no maſter fave creative Heaven, 
Or ſuch as chuice and common good or:!ain. 
his general ſenſe, with which the nations l 
Promiſcous fire, in Britons burn d intenſe, > 
Of future time prophetic. Witneſs, Rome! 640 
Who ſaw'ſt thy Cæſar, from the naked land, 
Whoſe only fort was Britiſh- hearts, repell'd, 
To ſeek Pharſalian wreaths. Witnefs the toil, 
The blood of ages, bootlels to ſecure, 
Beneath an Empire's yoke, a flubborn Ie, 64g 
Diſputed hard, and never quite ſubdu'd. | 
The North remain d untouch'd, where thoſe who 
ſcorn' d 
Vielding at laſt, recoil'd the Roman power. 650 
From ſea to fea deſponding legions rais'd f 
The wall immenſe, and yet, on ſummer's eve, 
While ſport his Lambkius round, the ſhepherd's 
azr. 
Gi o'er it burſts the northern ſtorm, 
As often, check d, receded, threatning hoarſe 
A ſwift rcturn. But the devouting flood 656 
No more endur'd controul, when, to ſupport | 
he laſt remains of empire, was recall'd 
The weary Roman, and the Briton lay 
Unnerv'd, exhauſted, ſpiritleſs, aud ſunk. 
Great proof, how men enfeeble into ſaves! 
The ſword behind him flaſh'd, before him roar'd, 
eaſ to his woes, the deep Forlorn, around 
He roll' his eye, not ſparkling ardent flame, 
As when CaraQacvs to battle lcd 
Siberian ſwains, and Buadicea caught 
Her raging troops the miſcrirs of ſlaves, 


635 


669 


665 


The German ocean roar, deep blooming, ſtrong, 
Hue yellow-hair'd, the blue ey'd_ Saxon came. 

e came. implar d. but come with other aim 671 
Than to protect: fur conqueſt and defence 
Suffices the fame arm. With the ficrce race 
Pour'd in a freſh iuvigorating fiream, 

Blood where, unquell d, a mighty ſpirit glow'd ; 
Raſt war and pct iiwus battle their delight; 675 
And Immature, aud red with glorious wounds, 
Unpeaceful death their cho ce: deriving thence 
A richt to ſcaſt, and drain immortal buwls, 


In Odian's hall, whuſe blazing xogt reſounds 639 
3 R. : 
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1 hen (ſad relief?) from the bleak <oaſt that hcars 
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490 
The genial uproar of thoſe ſhades who fall 

In delperate fight, or by ſome brave attempt; 
And thro' more poliſh'd times the martial creed 
Difown, yet ſtill the fearleſs habit lives. 
Nor were the ſurly gifts of war their all: 685 
Wiſlom was likewife theirs, induigent Laws, 
The calm pradations of aft-nurfing Peace, =» 
And matchleſs Orders,” the deep baſis ſtill 
On which aſcends My Britiſh reign. | Untam'd 
To the refining ſubtelties of ſlaves. 6. 
They brought an happy government along, 
Forned by that Freedom which, with ſecret voice, 
Impartial Nature teaches all her ſons, 

And which of old thro' the whole Scythian maſs 
1 ſtrong inſpir d. Monarchical their ſtate, 699 
But prudently confin'd, and mingled wiſe 

Ot each harmoniqus power, only too much 
Imperious War into their rule inſus' d, | 

Pre vaild the General-king, and Chieftain-thanes, 
mm many a field, by civil fury ſtaind. 7 
Bled the diſcordant Heptarchy, and long 
(Educing good from ill) the battle groan d, 
Ere, blodd · cemented, Anglo-Saxons ſaw- 
Egbert and Peace on one united throne. 


No ſooner dawn'd the ſair-diſcloſing caim 905 
Of brighter days, when, lo! the North ancw, 
Wich ſtormy nations black, on England pour'd 
Woes tke fevetelt eber a people felt. 

The Daniſh Raven, lur'd by anpual prey, 
Hung o'er the land inceſſatt. Fleet on fleet 710 
Of barbarous pirates unremitting tore 

The miſcrabl: coat. Before them ſtalk'd, 
Far ſeen, the Demon of de vouring Flame, 
Repine and Murder, all with blood beſnicar'd, 
Without or ear, vr eye, ot feeling heart; 71g 
While cloſe behind them march'd the fallow Power 

{ defolatirig Famine, who delights 13 
In graſo: growing cities, and in deſert ſieſds; 
And purple-ſpotted Peſtilence, by whom 
E'en friendſhip ſcar'd, in ſickening horror ſinks 
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Each, ſoclal ſenſe and tenderneſs of life, 721 
Fixing at Jed, the ſang:inary race 
Spread from the Humber's loud- reſounding ſhore, 


Io whcre the Thames devolves his gentle maze, 
And with ſuperior arm the Saxon awd. 725 
But ſuperſtition ſirſt, and Monkiſh dreams, 
And Monk- directed cloiſter-ſecking kings, 
Had ate away his vigour, ate away © 
His edge of courage, and depreſs'd the font 
Ol conquering Freedom, which he once refpir'd. 
Thus crue] ages paſs'd, and rare appear'd 731 
White-mantled Peace, exulting o'er the vale, 
As when, with alfred, from the wilds ſhe came 
To polic'd cities and protected plains.” © 
Thus by degrees the Saxon Empire ſunk, 
Then ſet entire in Haſtings* bloody field. 
Compendious war? (on Britain's glory bent, 
So Fate ordain'd} in that deciſive dag 
Ihe haughty Norman ſeiz d at once an Ile, 
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For which thro* miany a century, in vain, ' 740 


1 he Roman, Saxon, Dane, had foil'd and pied. 


. Cf Gothic nations this the final burſt;--- : 
And, mix'd the genius of theſe people al, 
Their virtues mix'd in one exalted ſtrram. 


Here the rich tide of En; liſh blood re w Lull. 745 


> 
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A while My ſpirit flept; the land a while, 
Affrighted, droop'd beucath deſpotic rage. 
Inſtead of Edward's equal gentle laws, 

The furious vicor's partial will prevai!'d. 
All proitrate lay; and in the fecret ſhade, 
Deep ſiung, but fearful, lndignation yvaſh'd 
His teeth. Of freedom, property, deſpoil'd, 
And of their bulwark, arms; with caſtiès cruſh d, 
With rufhans quarter d o'er'the bridled land, 
The ſhivering wretches, at the curfeu found, 755 
Dejected ſhrunk into their ſordiĩd beds, | 
And thro' the mournful gloom of ancient times 
zus'd ſad, or dreamt of better. E'en to feed 
A tyrant's idle ſport the peaſant ſtarv'd : ih 
lo the wild herd the paſture of the tame, 760 
The cheerful! hamlet, ſpiry town, was given, 
And the brown foreſt roughened wide around. 


But this ſo dead, ſo vile ſubmiſſion, long 
Endut'd not. Gathering force, My gradul flame 
Shook off the mountain of tyrannic ſway. 765 
Unus'd to bend, impatient of controul, 

I'yrants themſelves the common tyrant check'd. 
The Church, by kings intractable and fierce, 


750 


' Deny'd her portion of the plunder'd late, / 


Or tempted by the timorous amd weak, 770 
Yo gain new ground, firlt taught their rapine law. 
The Barons next a nobler kague began; 

Both thoſe oN Engliſh and of Norman race, 


| In one fraternal nation blended now, 


The nation of the Free! preſs'd by a band 77g 
Of patriots, ardent as the ſummer's noon, 
That looks delighted on, the tyrant ſee ! 
Mark! how. with feign'd alacrity he bears 
His.ſtrong reluctauce down, his dark revenge, 
and gives the Charter by which liſe, indeed, 780 
Becomes of price, a glory to be man. | 
 Thrio' this, aud thro? ſucceeding reigns affirm'd 
Theſe long-contefſted rights, the wholeſome winds 
Of Oppoſition hence began to blow, 
And oiten fiuce have left the country life. 75 
Be ſore their breath Corruption s inſect- blights, 
The darkening clouds of cvil council, fly; 
Or ſhould they ſounding ſwell, a putrid court, 
A peſtilential miniſtry, they purge, . ey” 
And ventilated ſtates renew their bloom. 790 
Tho' with the temper'd monarchy here mix d 
Ariſtocratic ſway, the peop le ſtill, i 
Flatter'd by this or that, as intereſt lean d, 
No ſul! protection knew. For Me reſerv'd, 
And for my Commons, was that glorious turn. 
They crown'@my firſt attempt, in ſcuates role 
The fort of Freedom ! Slow, till then alone, 
Had work'd that general Liberty, that ſoul 
Which - generous Nature breathcs, and which, 
when left nd | NS 
By Me to bondage was corrupted Rome, 80 
| thro' the Northern nations wice diffus d: 
Hence _ a people, ſierce with Freedom, 
1 > \ © m_ 6 f . . 


Erom the rude iron regions of the Narth, 

To Lybian deſerts, ſwarm protruding ſwarm, 
and pour d new ſpirits thro a flaviſh world. 805 
Vet o'er theſe Gothic ſtates the king and chigls | 
Retuin'd the high prerogative of war, 
aud wich enormous property engrofs cd 


4; 


* 


© 


To want rapaciaus joining ſhameful waſte, 831 


# Safe in their conduct, by their valour ſir d. 


_ What kings, ſupported by almighty Love, 
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The mingled power. But on Britaznia's ſhore, 

Now preſent, | to raiſe My reign began 

By raiſing the democracy, the third 

And broadeſt bulwerk of the guarded ſlate. 

Then was the ſull, the perſe& plan diſclos'd 

Of Britain's match cs Conſtitution, mixt 

Of mutual checking and ſupporting powers, 815 

King, Lords, and Commons; nor the name of 

Free | ens ES 

Deſerving while the Vaſſal many droop'd : 

For ſince the moment of the whole they form, 

So, as depreſs'd as rais'd, the balance they 

Of public zrelfare and of glory caſt, 820 

Mark from this period the continual proof. 
When kings of narrow genius, minion rid, 

Neglecting faithful worth for ſawning ſlaves, 

Proudly regardleſs of their peoples“ plaints, 

And poorly paſſive of inſulting foes ; 3825 

Double, not prudent; obſtinate, not firm; | 

Their mercy ſear, neceſſity their faith; 

Inſtead of generous fire, preſumptuous, hot; 

Raſh to reſolve, and flothful to perform; 

Iyrants at once, and ſlaves; imperious, mean; 


Bo a 


By counſels weak and wicked, eaſy rous'd 

To paltry ſchemes of abſoluce command, 

To ſeek their ſplendour iu the'r fare diſgrace, 
And in a broken ruin'd people wealth; 83; 
When ſuch o*ercaſt the ſtate, no bond of love, 
No heart, no ſoul, no unity, no nerve, 
Combin'd the looſe di: jointed public, loſt 

To fame abroad, to happineſs at hoe, 


But when an Edward and an Henry breath'd 
Throꝰ the charm'd whole one all-exerting ſoul, 
Drawn ſympathetic from his dark retreat, | 
When wide attracted. Merit round them glow'd ; 
When counſels juſt, extenſive, generous, firm, 
Amid the maze of (tate, determiu'd kept 343 
Some ruling point in view; when, on the ſtock 
0: public good and glory grafted, ſpread 
Their palms, their laurels ; or, if thence they 

ſtray'd, 
Swift to return, 'and patient of reſtraint ; 
hen regal ſlate, pre-eminence of place, 830 
They fcorn'd to deem pre-eminence of eaſe; 
To be luxurious drones, that only rob 
The buly hive, as in dittiuR&ion, power, 
Indulgence, honour, and advantage, firſt ; 
When they, too, claim'd in virtue, . danger, toil, 
Superior rank, with equal hand ptepar'd 
10 guard the ſubject and to que!} the foe ; 
Ven ſuch with Me their vital influence ſhed, 
No mutter'd grievance; hopeleſs ſigh, was heard; 
No fou! diſtruſt thro! wary ſenates ran, | 
Confin'd their bounty, and their ar our quench'd ; 
On aid, unqueſtion'd, liberal aid was given 


Fond where they led viRtorions'armiesruſh'd ; 
And Creſſy, Poiteurs, Agincourt proclaim 865 


And people, fir d with Liberty, can do. 

Be veil'd the ſavage reigns, when kindred rage 
The numerous once Plantagenet devour'd, 
A race to vengeance vow'd ! and when, oppreis'd 


My. quivering flame: but in the next, behold !,, 
A cautious tyzagt lend it oil anew... , ., - . 


Proud dark, ſuſpicious, brood'ng o ex his gold, 
As how to fix his throne he jealous caſt 874 
His crafty views around, pierc'd witch a ray, 
Which on his timid mind I darted full, 

He mark'd the Barons of exceſſive -fway,  ! 
At pleaſure making and unmak ing kings: 
And hence, to'cruſh theſe petty tyrants; plann'd 
A law that let them, by the ſilent waſts 83x 
Of luxury, their landed wealth diffuſe, + 

And with that wealth their implicated power, 

By ſoft degrees a mighty change enſu'd, _ 
E'en working to this day. With ſtreams deduc'd 
From theſe diminiſy'd floods the country fmil'd 7 
As when. impetuous from the ſnow- heap'd Alps, 
To'verna! ſuns relenting, pours the Rhine; 
While undivided, oft“ with waſteful ſweep, 

He foams along; but thro' Batavidn -meads,” 990 
Branch'd into fair canals, indulgent flows, 
Waters a thouſand fields; and culture, trade, 
Towns, meadows, gliding ſhips, and villas mix'd, 
A rich, a wondrous landſcape, riſes round. 


His furious ſon the ſoul-enſlaving chain, 893 
Which many a doting venerable age 2 
Had link hy link ſtrong-twiſted round the land, 
Shook off. No longer could be borne a puwer, 
From Heaven pretended, to deceive, to void 
Each ſolemn tie, to plunder without hounds, | 
To curb the generous ſoul, to foot mankind ! - 
And, wild at Jaſt, to plunge into a fea 
Ol blood and borror. Ihe cerurning light, 
That firſt 'thra' Wickliff ſtreak'd the prieſtly 


- 


| gloom, | 
Now burſt in open day. Barr'd tothe blaze, 
Forth from the haunts of Superſtition crawl'd' -. 
Her motly ſons, fantaſtic figures all, | 
And, wide-diſpers'd, their uſeleſs ſetid wealth 
In graceful labour bloom'd, and fruits of peace. 

Trade join'd to theſe, on every fea diſplay d 
A daring canvaſs, pour'd with every tide» 911 
„golden flood. From other worlds were roll'd 
The guilty glittering ſtores, whoſe fatal charms 
By the plain Indian happily defpis'd | 
Yet work'd his woe; and to the bliſsful groves, 
Where Nature liv'd herſelf among her fons, 916 
And Innocence and Joy for ever dwelt, I 
Lrew rege unknown to Pagan climes before, --. 


But want for want, with mutual aid, ſupply. 

The Commons, thus enrich'd, and powerful 
grown, 6 f 9 4 

Againſt the Barons weigh'd. Eliza then, 

Amid theſe doubtful motions, ſteady gave. 

The beam to fix. She! like the Secret Eye 925 

That never cloſes on a guarded World, 1 

So ſought. ſo mark'd, ſo ſeiz d the public good, 

That, ſelſ-ſupported, without one ally, 

She aw'd her inward, que!l'd her circling foes, 

Inſpir q by Me, beneath her ſheltering arm, 930 

In ſpite of raging univerſal waar 

and raging ſcas repreſs d, the Belgie ſtates, 

My buiwark on the continent, aroſe. 


By private feuds, almoſt extinguiſh'd lay 


Matchlefs in all the ſpirit of hex days 
3R3 


be worſt the zeal-inflam'd Barbarian dre. 
Be no ſuch herrid commerce, Britain! thine, 90 


ta 


N — 
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With confidence unbounded, fearleſs love 935 "Ti illegal impoſition follow'd harſh, 


Elate, her ſervent peapl waited gay. 

Chearful demanded rhe long-threatened Fleet, | 
And daſh'd the pride of Spain around their ifle. 
Nor ceas'd the Britiſh thunder here to rage: 

The deep, reclaim'd, obey'd its awful call; 940 
In fire and ſinoak tberian ports involy'd, 

The trembling ſoc-<'en to the centre ſhook 

Of their new conquer'd world, aud iculkiny ſtole 
By vecring winds, their Indian treaſure home. 
Mean time, pence, plenty, juſtice, ſcience, arts, 


With ſofter laurels crown'd her happy reign 946 


As yet uncireumſerib d the regal power, 

And wild and vague Prerogitive remain'd, 

A wide voracious gulf, where ſwallow d oft” 
Ihe helpleſs ſubject lay. I his to reduce 930 
To the juſt limit was My great effort. 

By means that evil ſeems to narrow man, 
Snperiar beings work their myſlic will: | 
F om ſtorm and trouble thus a ſettled calm s 
At laſt, eſſulgent, o'er Britannia ſmil'd, 965 


The gathering tempeſt, Heaven-commiſſion'd | 


— 


came, 
Came in the Prince who, drunk with flattery, 
dreamt 
His vain pacific connſe!s ru!'d the world; 
Thoꝰ ſcoru'd abroad, bewilder d in a maze 
Of fruitleſs treaties, while at home enflav'd, 960 
A nd by a worthleſs crew iaſatiate, drain d, 
He loſt his peoples“ confidence and love: 
Irreparable Joſs | whence crowns become 
An anxious burden. Years inglorions preſs'd ; 
Triumphant Spain the vengelul draught enjoy'd; 
Abandon'd Frederick pin'd, and Raleigh bled : 
But nothing th..t to theſe interval broils. 
hat rancour, he began; that lawleſs Sway 
He, with his ſiaviſh Doctors, try'd to rear, 
On meatphyſic on enchanted ground, 970 
And ali the many quibbles of the ſchools ! 
-# $1: for one, and fometimes for the worſt, 
Haven had mankind in vengeance only made. 
Vain th pretence | not ſo the dire effect, 
Ihe fierce, the fooliſh, diſcord thence detiv'd, 
That tears the country ſtill, by party-rage 
And ſuiniſterial clamour kept alive. 
In action weak, and for the wordy war 
Beit fitted, faint this prince purſu d his claim: 
Content to teach the ſulject- herd how great, 
How facred he ! how deſpicable they 981 


But his unyieldiag ſon theſe doctrines drank 
With all a bigot's rage, (who nevet damps 
By reaſoning his ſire,) and what they taught, 
Warm and tenacious, into practice puſh'd. 988 
Senates, in vain; their kind reſtraint apply d. 
The more they titruggled to ſupport the laws, 
His juſtice-dreading miniſters the more | 
Drove him beyond their bound. Tir'd with the 
check 


— 


Of faithful Love, and with the flattery pleas'd 
Of falſe deſigning Guilt, the fountain he 991 
Of publie Wiſdom and of Juſtice. ſhut. ; 
Wide mourn'd the land. Straight to the voted 


a 


Thus in one conflagration Britain wrapt, 


* coddind large, of never failing fource, | 


THOMSON's POEMS. 


995 


With execration given, or ruthleſs !{queez'd 

From an inſulted people, by a band 

Of the worſt ruffi uns, thoſe of tyrant power. 

Oppreſſion walk'd ac large, and pour d ahroad 

Het unrelenting train, informers, ſpies, 1000 

Bloodhounds, that ſturdy Freedom to the grove 

Purſue ; projectors of aggricving ſchemes, 

Commerce to load for unprotected ſeas, 

To ſell the ſtarving many to the ſew, 

And drain a thouſand ways th' exhauſted land. 

Een ſrom that place whence healing peace ſhould 
flow, 1000 

And goſpel truth, inhuman bigots ſhed 

Their poiſon round; and on the venal bench, 

Inſtead of Juſtice, Party held the ſcale, 

And Violence the ſword. Afflicted years, 1010 

Tao patient, ſelt at laſt their vengeance ſull. 


Mid the low murmurs of ſubmiſſive fear 
And mingled rage, My Hampden rais'd his 
voice, | 

Ard to the laws appeal'd ; the laws no more 

In judgment ſate, behov'd ſome other car; 101g 

When inſtant from the keen reſentive North, 

By long oppreſſion, by religion rous'd, 

The guardiau army came. Bencath its wing 

Wiis call'd, tho” meant to furniſh hoſtile aid, 

The more than Roman ſenate. There a flame 

Broke out, that clear'd, couſum'd, renew'd the 
land. 1c 21 


In deep emotion hurl'd, nor Greece, nor Ro ne, 


Indigaant burſting from a tyrant's chain, 

While, full of Me, each agitaced foul 

Strang every nerve, and flam'd in every eye, 1025 
Had e'er beheld ſuch light and heat combin'd! 
Such heads and hearts! ſuch dreadful zeal, Jed on 
By calm majeſtic , iſdom, taught its courſe 
What nuiſance to devour; ſuch wiſdom fir'd 
With unabating zea!, and aim'd ſincere 12 
To clear the weedy ſtate, reſtore the laws, 

And for the future to ſecure their ſway. 


This, then, the purpoſe of My mildeſt ſons: 
But man is blind. A nation once inflam'd 
(Chief ſhould the breath of factians Fury blow, 
With the wild rage of mad enthuſiaſt ſwell'd) 
Net eaſy cools again. From breaſt to breaſt, 
From eye to eye, the kindling paWons mix 

In heighten'd blaze, and, ever wiſe and juſt, 
High Heaveu to gracious ends directs the ſtorm, 
1041 
And by Conſuſion's lawleſs ſous deſpoil'd, 


Kings, Lords, and Commons, thundering to the 


ground, 
Succeſſive, ruſh'd Lo! from their aſhes roſe, 
Gay-beaming radiem youth, the Phœnix-ſſtate. 


The grievous yoke of vaſſalape, the yoke 1046 


Of private life #*zy by thoſe flames diffoly'd , 
Anditam the waſteful, the luxurions king, 


Was purchas'd that which talight the young to 


bend. 
Stronger reſtor'd, the Commons tax'd the whole, 
And built on that eternal rock their power. 105 
The crown, of its hereditary wealth _. | 
Deſipoir'd, on Senatcs mere dependant grew. 


1 Hoxusox's rogws. 


And they more frequent, more aſſur d. Vet liv'd, 
Aud in full vigour ſpread that better root. 1055 
The paſſ ve doctrines, dy their patrons firſt ' ** 
Oppos'd ferocious, when they touch themſelves. 


This wild deluſive cant, the raſh cabal 
Of hungry courtiets, ravenous for prey, ; 
The bigot, reftleſ«in a double chain 1060 
To bind a-new the land, the conſtant need 
Of finding faithleſy means, of ſhifting forms, 
And flattering ſenates to ſupply his wafte ; 

Theſe tore ſome moments from the carel-\+ Prince, 
And in his breaſt awak'd the kindred plan. 12065 
By dangerous ſoftneſs long he min'd his way; 

By ſubtle arts, diſſimulation deep; | 
By ſharing what Corcuption ſhower'd profuſe ; 
By breathing wide the gay licentious plague, 
And pleaſing manners, fittcd to deceive, 1070 

At laſt ſubſided the delirious joy, | 
On whoſe high billow, from the ſaintly reign, 
The nation drove too far. & penſion'd king, 
Againſt his country brib'd by Gallic gold, 
The port pernicious ſold, the Scylla ſiuce, 
And fell Charybdis, of the Britiſh ſeas; 
Freedom ateack'd abroad, with ſurer blow 
To cut it off at home; the Saviour League - 
Of Europe broke; the progreſs een advanc d 
Of univerſal Sway, which to reduce 
Such ſeas of blood and treaſure Britain coſt; 
The millions by a generous people given, 
Or ſquander'd vile, or to corrupt, diſgrace, 
And awe the land with forces not their own, 
Employ*d; the darling Church herlelf betray'd: 
Ail theſe, broad glaring, op'd the general eye, 
And wak'd My (ſpirit, the rcfiftivg foul, _ 

Mild was, at firſt, and half-aſham'd, the check, 
Ot ſznates, ſhaok from the fantaſtic dream 
Of abſolute ſubmiſſion, tenets vile! 1 90 
Which flaves would bluſh to own, and which 

reduc'd 
To praQice, always heneſt Nature ſhock. 
Not e' en the maſk remav'd, and the fierce front 
Of Tyranny difclos'd, nor trampled laws, ; 
Nor ſeiz d each hadge of Freedom thro” the land, 
Nor Sidney bleeding for th" unpubliſh'd page, 
Nor on the bench avow'd Corruption plac'd, 1097 
And murderous Rage itſelf, iu jeſferies form, 
Nor endleſs acts or abitrary power, 
Cruel and ſalſe, could raiſe the public arm. 1160 
Dilruſtſui, ſcatter'd, of combining chiefs 
Devoid, and dreading blind rapacious War, 
The patient Public turns not, till impeli'd 
To the near verge of ruin. Hence | rous'd 
The bigot king, and hurry'd ſated on 1105 
His meaſures immature. But chief his zeal, 
Our flaming Rome hericlſ, portentous ſcar'd 
The troubled nation: Mary's horrid days 
To tancy bleeding roſe, and the dire glare | 
Of Smithfield lighten'd in its eyes anew. 1110 
Yet ſileuce reignd. Each on another ſcowl'd 
Rueful amazement, preſſing down his rage ; 
As, muſtering vengrance, the deep thunder 
frowns, 
Awfully ſtill, waiting the high command 
To ſpring, Straight from his country, Europe 
av'd, 


| 


[ 
| 
The farge of wild Precogative, to raiſe 
1075 


| To fave Britannia, 10 wy darling Con, 


493 
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Than hero more! the patriot of mankind ! 
Immortal Nafſau came. I huſh'd the deep, 

By demons rous d, and bade the liſted winds, 
Still ſhiftinge as behov'd, with various breath, 1129 
Waſt the Deliverer to the longing ſhore 
See! wide alive, the forming channel bright 
With ſwelling fails, and all the pride of War, 
Delightful view ! when Juſtice draws the ſword: 
And mark! diffuſing} ardent font around, 1125 
And ſweep contempt of death, My ſtreaming flag, 
F'en adverſe navies bleſs'd the binding gale, 
Kept down the glad acclaim, and ſilent joy d. 
Arriv'd, the pomp, and not the waſte of arms, _ 
His progreſs mark'd. The faint oppoſing ho#. 
For once. in yieldivy their beſt victory found, 113 
And by deſection. prov'd exalted faith; 
While his, the bloodleſs conqueſt of the heart, 


| Suſtaining weighty ſeas, 
Lo$0, 
And ſciz'd the white-wing'd moment. Plcas'd to 


| D-ſtrudtive power, a wiſe heroic 


Shouts without groan, and triumph without ware 
Then dawn'd the period deſtin'd to confine 


1136 
A mouad reſtraining its imperious rage, 


And hid the raving deep no farther flow; 


Nor were, without that fence, the ſwallaw'd ſtate 


Better than Belgian plains without their dykes, 
This often ſav'd r14x 
By more than human hand, the Public ſaw,” 


yield 

ince | 
E'en lent his aid. Thrice happy! did they know 
Their happineſs, Britanaia's boaaded kings. 1146 


| What tho” not theirs the boaſt, in dungeon glooms 


To plunge bold Freedom? or to chearlefs wilds 
To drive him from the cordial face of frieads ? 
Or fierce to ſtrike him at the midnight hour, 

By mandate blind, not Juſtice, that delights 

To dare the keeneſt eye of open day ? 

What the? no glory to controul the laws, 

And make injurious will their only 1wle, 

They deem it? what tho, tools of wanton power, 
Peltiferous armies ſwarm nat at their call? 1156 
W hat tho* they give not a relentleſs crew 


[Of Civil Furies proud Oppreſſion's fangs? 


To tear at pleaſure the dejected land, 

With ſtarving Labour pampering idle Waſte ? 

To clothe the naked, feed the hungry, wipe 

1he guiltleſs teur from lone Attlition's eye | 

To raiſe hid Merit, ſet the alluring light 
Of Virtue high to view ; to nouriſh arts, 

Direct the thunder of an iujur'd tate, 

Make a whole glorious people ſing for joy, 
eſs human kind, and thro the dowaward depth 

Of future times to ſpread that better fun 

Which lights up Britiſh fouls: ſor deeds like theſe 

The dazziing fair career unbounded lies. 1170 

While (ſtill ſuperior bliſs!) the dark abrupt 

Is kiadly barr'd, the precipice of ill. 

On! luxury divine: Oh! poor to this, 

Ye giddy glories of deſpotic Thrones ! 

By this, by this indeed, is 1may'd Heaven, 1175 

By boundlets good, without the power of ill. 


1165 


And now, behold! exalted as the cops 


That {wells immenſe o'er maay-peopled earth, 
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And like it free, My fabric ſtands complete, 
The Palace of the Laws ta the four heavens, 1180 
Four gates impartial thrown, unceaſing crowds, 
Wiih kings themſelves the hearty peaſant mix d. 
Pour urgent in; and tho' to diſſereut ranks | -- 
Reſponſive place belongs, yet equal ſpreads * '/; 
The ſhelt'ring roof o'er all; while Plenty flows, 
And glad Contentment echoes round the whole + 
Ye-Floods! deſcend; ye winds! confirming, blow; 
Nor ourward tempeſt, nor corroſive time, 
Novght but the felon undermining hand | 
Of dark Corruption, can its frame diſſolve, 1190 
And lay the toil of ages into duſt. 5 
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Tur CONTENT 8. 


TH Author addreſſes the Goddeſs of Liberty; 
marking the happincis aud grandeur of Great Bri- 
tain, as ariſing from her influence, to ver. 88. 
She reſumes her diſcourſe, and paints out the 
chief virtucs which are neceſſary to maintain her 
eftabliſhment there, to ver. 374. Recommends, 
as its laſt ornament and finiſhing, Sciences, ſine 
Arts, and public Works. The chcouragement ef 
theſe urg d from the example of France, though 
under a deſpotie government, to ver. $49. e 
whole concludes' with a proſpect of future times. 
given by the Goddeſs ol Li erty; this deſeribed 
by the Author, as it paſſes in Viſion before him. 


H interpoſing, as the goddeſs paus'd, 

1 Oh! bleſt Britannia] in thy preſence bleſt. 

„ Thou” guardian of mankind! whence ſpring, 
alone 

& All human grandeur, happineſs, and fame: 

« For Foil, by the protected, feels no pain; 6 

* de poor man's lot with milk and honey flows; 

And, gilded with thy rays, een death looks gay. 

© Let other lands the potent bleffings boaſt 

* Of more exahing ſuns: Jet Alia's woods, | 

Untended, yield the vegetable fleece; 10 

„And let the little infect artiſl form, 

On higher life intent, its filken tomb: 

« Let wondering rocks, in radiant birth, diſcloſe 

ine variovs tintur'd children of the Sun 

From the prone beam let more delicious fruits 

A flavour drink, that in one piercing taſte 15 

Bids cach combine; let Gallic vineyards burſt 

With floods of joy; with mild balſamic juice 

** The tuſcan olive: let Arabia breathe 

Her Tpiey gates, her vital guns (hf; 19 

* Turbid with gold, let ſouthern rivers flow, 

+ And orient tivods Grew. ſolt o'er pearis, their 
maze: 

« Let Afric vaunt her treaſures : let Peru 
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Deep in her bowels her on ruin bree 
ehe yellow traitor, that ber bliſs berray'd; 25 
% Untquall'd bliſs ! and to upequall'd rage 
| Ves hor the gorgeous Haſty nur golden South, 
„Nor, in full prime, that - new-diſcoyer'd 
K | 
Where flames, 
-praile, . . En Land o 
& Shall with Britannia vie, while, Goddeſs !. he 
„ Derives her praiſe from Thee, her watckleſs 
e (QAro}s. SME: BL 
Her hearty fruits the hand of Freedom own; 
& And mares irh culture, her thick cluſt'ring 
elds | „e on. hd ol 
« Prolific. tec. Eternal verdure crowns, . .- 
Her meads; her gardens ſmile eternal ſpring: 
50 Fo gives the but ter-horſe, unquell'd by toil, 
+< Ardcent, to ruſh into the rapid chaſe: 
* She. whitening o'er her downs, diffuſive, pours 
« Unnumbcr'd ffocks: the Weaves the leery rube 
„That wraps thein';tions: the to luſty droves 40 
The richeſt paſtüre Ipreads; and her's deep- 
al wave FIG: ITY lit nen I 2. 
« Autumnal feas of pleafinj; plenty rourd. 
** Thefe her delights; and by no baneful herb, 
No tarting tiger, no giim lions glare, 
No fferce-deſcendiug wolf, no ſerpent, 'ro!l'd 


the falling day in wealth 20d 


Im ſpires immenſe progteſſive o'er the land, 46 


Piflurb'd. Enlivening theſe, add citics full 
© Of weaith, of trade, oheerfül toiting crowds; 
Add thriving towns; add villages and farms, 
% |nnuUmcrons ſow'd along the lively vale,” go 
„Where bold unrivall'd peafants happy dwell: 
© Add ancient feats, with venerable oaks 

© ] mboiom"d high, while kindred floods below 
«© Wind ihro'the mead; and thoſe of modern hand 
„More pompous, add, that fplendid ſhine afar. 
* Need | her limpid lakes, her rivers, name, 56 
„Where ſwarm'd the finny race? ' hee, chief, 
| O Thames! 

« On whole each tide, glad with returning ſails, 
© Flows in the mingled harveſt of mankind? 
« And thee, thou Severn! whote prodigious 
„ 4:ſweht. LM | 60 
« And waves, reſounding, invitate the main? 
« Why need | name her deep capacious ports, 
« That point atound the world? and why her 
ſeas ? 

der Alf ocean is her own, and every land 

« To whom her ruling thunder ocean bears. 65 
©« She, tco, the mineral feeds; th' obedient lea, 
© The warlike iron, nor the peaceful leſs, 

© Forming of life art-civihz'd the bend; 
And that the Tian merchant fought of old, 
©« Not dreaming then of Britain's brighter fame. 
© She rears to Freedom an undaunted race: 

„ Compatriot zealous, hofpitable, kind, | 
© Hcer's the warm Cambrian: her's the lofty Set, 
To hardſhip tam'd, active in arts and arms, 
« Fjr'd with a ref: leſs an 1wpatient fiame, 75 
% That leads him raptur'd where Ambition calfs: 
And Engliſh Merit her's, where meet, com- 

bin'd, 

« Whatc'er high fancy, ſound judicious thought, 
« An ample generous heart, unczrocping ſon), 


- 
* 


« Apd firm tenacious valour, can beſiow. 80 
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1 Great nurſe of Knit of flocks, of commerce, 
ſne 


«© Great 28 5 nen! By Thee, 0 Goddeſs! 
taught, 
% Her old renown 1 diſcloſe her ſource 
Of wealth; of grandeur, and to Britons ſlag 
„A ain the Muſes never touch'd before” $; 
6 Fut how ſhall this thy mighty Kingdom 
' ſtand? | 
« On what unyieldivg baſe ? ? how finiſn'd ſhine?“ 
At this her eye, colleQing all its fire, 
Beam'd more then human; and her iel voice 
Majeſtic thus ſhe ray'd —** To Britons bear 90 
„This cloſing flrain, and with intenſer note 
© [cud let it ſound ia their awaken'd ear.” 
On Virtue can.alove My Kingdom ſtand, 
On Public Virtue, every Virtue join d; | 


For loſt this ſocial cement of mackind, 3 


The greatelt empi es, by ſcarce felt degrees, 
Wilt moulder ſoft away, till, tatter ing loaſe, 15 
They prone at laſt to total ruin ruſh. / 

UNableſt by Virtue Government a league 
Becomes, a circling pow of the great, 10 
To rob by law; Religion mild a kee | 
To tam the looping ſoul; a trick of ſtats ws 
10 maſk their rapine, and to ſhare the prey. 
What are without it Senates, ſave a face 
Of conſultation deep anc reaſon ſtee, ..'3 #OS 
While the determin'd voice and heart are ſold? 7 
What boaſted Freedom, ſave.a ſounding name? 
And what Election, bat a market vile | 
Gf ſlaves lel{-barter's ?., Virtue! without thee 

I here. 18-NO. ruling eye, no nerve, in ſtates; 110 
War has no vigour, aud no ſafety peace 

In juſtice warps to party, laws oppreſs, 

Wide thro the land their weak-proteRion fails; 
Firſt broke the halauce, and then ſcorn d the ſword. 
Thus nations ſivk, ſociety. diſſolves; 115 
Rapive, and Guile, and Violence, broak looſe, 
Everting life, and turning love to gall ; 

Man hates the face of man, and indian woods © 
And Libya's hiſſing ſands to him are tame. 

By thoſe three virtues be the frame ſuſtain'd 
Of Britiſh Freedom; independent Life; 121 
Integrity in Office; and, o'er all 
Supreme, A Paſſion for the Common-weal, | 

| Hail, indcpendangs |. hail! Heaven's next beſt 

ift, 
To So life and an immortal ſoul!,. 125 
The life of life ! that, to the banquet high | 
And ſober meal gives taſte j to the bow d roof 
Fair-dream'd repoſe, and to the cottage charms. 
Cf public Freedum, hail, thou ſecret Source! 
Whoſe non Ng ſrom every quarter confluent 

orm 
My better Nile, that, nurſes, human liſe. x37 
By rilis from thee deduc'd, irriguous fed, 
Ide private ficld looks gay, with Nature's wealth 
Abundant lows, and bloom with each _ 
That Nature craves. Its happy maſter. there, 


The only Freeman, walks his pleaſing — 2 
Sweet- featur d Peace attending; featleſs f — 
Firm Reſolution; Goodneſa, bleſſing al! 
That can rejoice; Contentment, ſureſt friend ; - 


Mean time true judging moderate deſires, 


© | His clear affairs, and from debauching fiends 


| | Inſtead of hearty hoſpitable cheer, 


; | Thoſe parks aud gardens, where, his haunts be- 


' þ The civil robbers rang'd; and een the fair, 
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Philoſophy, companion ever new. 
Theſe cheer his rural, and ſuſtain or Sw 
When into action call d, his buſy hours. 


Economy and taſte, combin'd, direct 146 


Secure his litile kingdom. Nor can; thoſe 
Whom Fortune heaps; without theſe Virtues, 
| reach 
That truce with pain, that animated eaſe, 
That ſ-{f-enjoyment ſpringing from-within, 150 
Thar ludependence, active or retir'd, 
Which makes the ſoundeſt bliſs of man below 
But, loſt beneath the rubbiſh of their means, 
And drain'd by wants to Nature all unknown, 
A wandering, taſteleſs, gaily-wretched train; 155 
Tho' rich, are beggars, and tho' noble, ſlaves. 
Lo! damn'd to wealth, at what a groſs expence 
They purchaſe diſappointment, pain, aud ſhame ! 


See how the hall with brutal riot flows! 160 
While in the foaming flood, fermenting, tecp'd, 
The country maddens into party-rage. | 
Mark thoſe diſgraceſul piles of wood and ſtone, 


| trimm'd, 
And Nature by preſumptuous Art eſs'd. 166 
The woodland Genius mourns.  Sce the full board 
That ſteams diſguſt, and bowls that give no joy; 
No Truth invited there to feed the mind, , 
Nor Wit the wine rejoicing reaſon quaffs. 
Hark how the dome with inſolence reſounds, 170. 
With thoſe retain'd by Vanity to ſcare | 
Re poſe and ſriends. To tyrant Faſhion mark 
The coſtly worſhip paid, to the broad gaze 
Of fools. From ſt ill deluſi de day to day, 
IJ.ed an eternal round of lying hope, 
See, ſclſ-abandon'd, how they roam adrift, 
Daſh'd o'er the town, a miſerable wreck ! 
Then to adore ſome warbling eunuch turn'd. 
With Midas' ears they erowd ; or to the buzz 
Of Maſquerade unbluſhing ; or, to ſhow 
Their ſcorn of Nature, at the Tragic ſcene 
hey mizthful Gt, or prove the Comic true. 
But, chicf, bchvbld! around the rattling board, 


The tender Fair] each {weetnels laid aſide, 185 
As ficrce ſor plunder as all-licens'd troops 
ln ſome ſack'd city. Thus diflolv'd their wealth, 
Without cne generous Juxury diffolv'd, 

Or quarter d on it many a needleſs want, 
At the throng'd levee bends the venal tribe: 199 
With fair but faithleſs ſmiles each varuiſh do er, 
Each ſmooth as thoſe that mutually deceive, 
And for their falſchood each deſpiſing cach, 
Till ſaook their patron by the wintry winds, 
Wide flies the wither'd ſhower, and leaves him 


"9s 


bare. 
O far ſuperior Afric's ſable ſons, 
By merchant — to theſe willing flaves! 
And, rich as un cez d favourite to them, 
Is he who can Wis Virtue boaſt alone 


Britons! — — nor let Corruption ay 200 
Twine round your heart indiſſoluble chains! 


And, {till feſu ſtores from. N. ture book deri d, 


Tue {ive} of Brutus burſt we groſſer bonds 
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By Cæſar caſt o'er Rome; but ſtill remain'd 
The ſoft enchanting ſetters of the mind, 

And other Cæſars roſe. Determan'd, hold 205 
Your Independence ; ſor that once deſſ boy d, 
Unfounded, Freedom is a, morning dream, 
That flits aerial from the ſpreading eye. 

Forbid it, Heaven ! that ever I need urge 

Integrity in Office on my ſons ! N10 
Inculcate common honour not to rob 

And whom ?—the gracious, the confiding hand, 
That laviſhly rewards; the toiling poor, 

Whoſe cup with many a bitter drop is mixt; 
The guardian public ; every face they ſee, 215 
And every friend: ray, in eſſect, themſelves. 

As in ſamiliar life the villain's fate 

Admits no cure, ſo-when a deſperate age 

At this arrives, | the devoted race : 
Indignant ſpurn, and hopeleſs ſoar away, 220 

But ah ! too little knowp to modern times! 

Re not the nobleſt paſſion paſt unſung ; 
That ray peculiar, from unbounded Love 
Eflus d, which kindles the heroic ſoul, 

Devotion to the public. Glorious flame ! 225 
Celeſtial ardour ! in what unknown worlds, 
Proſuſely ſcatter'd thro' the blue immenſe, 

Haſt thou been bleſſing myriads, ſince in Rome, 
Old virtuous Rome! G many deathleſs names 
From thee their luſtre drew ? ſince, taught by 

Thee | 

Their poverty put ſplendour to the bluſh, 231 
Pain grew luxurious, and e'en death delight! 

O wilt thou ne'er, in thy long period, look, 


With blaze direct, on this my laſt retreat! 


 *1is not enough, from ſelf right underſtood 
Reflected, that thy rays inflame the heart; 236 
Tho' Virtue not diſdains appeals to ſelf, 

Dreads not the trial. all her joys are true, 

Nor is there any real joy ſave her's 

Far leſs the tepid, the, declaiming race, 240 
Foes to corruption, to its wages friends, 
Or thoſe whom private” paſſions, for a while, 
Beneath My ſtandard liſt, can they ſuffice 
To raiſe and fix the glory of My reign 2 


An aQive floud of univerſal love 24 


5 
Mutt fell the breaſt. Firit. in effuſion wide, 


The reſtleſs fpirit roves creation round, 

And ſeizes every being; ſtronger then, 

It tends to life, hate or the kindred ſearch 

Of bliſallys; then, more colleQed ſtill, 250 
It urges human-kind ; a paſſion grown, 
At laſt, the central parent public calls 

Its utmoſt eſſort forth, awakes each ſenſe, 

The comely, grand. and tender. Without this, 
This awſul pant, ſkook ſrom ſublimer powers 
Than thoſe of Self, this heaven inſus'd delight, 
This moral invitation, ruſhiug forth 

To preſs the public good, My ſyſtem foon, 
Traverſe, to ſeveral fclfiſh centres dran, 

Will reel to ruin, while for ever ſhut ' 260 
Stand the bright portals of deſponding Fame, 


From ſordid ſ-1f ſhoot up the ſhining deeds, | | 


None of thoſe ancient lights that gladdens earth, 
Give grace to being. and arouſe the brave 
To juſt embition, Virue's-quickening: fire } 265 


4 
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Life tedious grows, an idly-buſtling round, 
Fill'd up with action animal and mean, 
A dull gazette ! Th' impatient reader ſcorns 


| The poor hiſtoric page, till kindly comes 
- | Oblivion, and redeems a peoples“ ſhame. 270 


Not ſo the times when, emulation ſtung, 

Greece ſhone in Genius, Science, and in Arts, 

And Rome in virtues-dreadful to be told 

To live was glory then ! and charm'd mankind, 

Thro the deep periods of devolying time 27g 

| Thoſe, taptur'd, copy ; thoſe, aſtonilh'd, read, 
Trae, a corrupted ſtate, with evcry vice 

And every meanneſs foul, this paſſion damps. 

Who can, unſhock'd, behold the crucl cye ? 

The pale inveigling ſmile ? the rufflan (ront ? 

The wretch ahandon'd to relentleſs Self, 481 

Equally vile if miſer or proſuſe? | 

Powers not of God, aſhduous to corrupt ? 

The fell-d-puted tyrant, who devours 

Ihe poor and weak, at diſtance ſrom redreſs ? 

Delirious Faction bellowing loud My name ? 286 

The falſe fair-ſceming patrivt's hollow boaſt ? 

A race reſolv'd on bondage, fierce for chains, 

My ſacred rights a merchandiſe alone 


' | Eſteeming, and to work their feedet's will 299 


By deeds, a horror to mankind, prepar'd, 
; As were the dregs of Romulus of old? 
| Who theſe indeed, can underefting ſee : 
But who unpitying ? To the generous eye 
; Diſtreſs is virtue; and, tho) ſelf-betray'd, 295 
A people ſtruggling with their fate muſt rouſe 
The hero's throb. Nor can a land, at once 
Bo loſt: to virtue quite. 

Fit luxury for gods ! to ſave the good, 

Protect the feeble, daſh bold Vice aſide, 300 
Depreſs the wicked, and reſtore the frail ! 
Poſterity, beſides, the young are pure, 

And ſons may tinge their father's cheek with 

ame, 
Should then the time arrive (which Heaven 
avert!) ; 


That Britons bend unnerv'd, not by the force 


Ot arms, more generous, and more manly, quell'd, 
But by Corruption's ſoul dejecting arts, 

Arts impudent ! and groſs! by their own gold, 
in part beſtow'd to bribe them to give all ; 

Wich party raging, or immers' d in floth, 310 
Should they Britannia's well fought laurels yield 
To lily conquering Gaul, e en from her brow 
Let her own naval oak be baſely torn, 

By ſuch as tremble at the ſtiffening gale, 

And nerveleſs ſink while others ling rejoic'd; 315 
Or (darker proſpect ] ſcarce one gleam behind 
Diſcloſing) ſhould the broad corruptive plague. 
Breathe from the city to the fartheſt hut, 

That ſits ſerene within the foreſt-ſhade, 
The fever'd people fire, inflame their wants 320 
And their luxurious thirſt, ſo gathering rage, 
That, were a buyer found, they ſtand prepar'd 
To ſell their birthright for a cooling draught ; - 
Should ſhameleſs pens for plain Corruption plead, 
The hir d aſlaſſins of tac commonweal ! 225 
Deem the declaiming rant of Greece and Rome, 


| 


Should Public Virtue grow the public ſcoff, 
Till Private, falling; ftaggers thro” the land; 


How glorious, then! 
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Bill round the City looſe mechanic Want, 
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Impreſt, renown had left no trace behind ; 


Dirc-prowling nightly, makes the chearful haunts In vain, to future times, the ſage had thought, : 
Of men more hideous than Numidian wilds, 331 The legiſlator plann'd, the hero found 


Nor from its fury fleeps the vale in peace, 

And murders, horrors, perjuries abound ; 

Nay, till to lowelt deeds the bigheſt ſtoop, 

"The rich, like ſtarving wretches, thictt for gold, 


33 
And thoſe on whom the vernal ſhowers of Heavea 
All-bounteous fall, and that prime lot beltow, 
A power to live to Nature and thenuelvcs, 
In fick attendance wear their anxious days, 
With fortune joyleſs, and with honours mcan. 340 
Mean time, ps, profuſion flows around, 
he waſte of war, without the works of peace; 
No mark of millions in the gulph abſorpt 
Of nacreating Vice, none but the r 
Of rous'd Corruption (till demanding more: 
That very portion which (by faichful ſkill 
mploy'd) might make the ſmiliug public rear 
er ornamented head, drill'd thro' the hands 
Of maercenary tools, ſerves but to nurſe 
A locuſt baud within, and ia the bud 350 
Leaves ſtarv'd each work of dignity and ule. 

I paint the worſt ; but ſhould theſe times arrive, 

If any nobler paſſion yet remains, 

Let all My ſons all parties fling aſide, 

Deſpiſe their nonfenſe, and together join! 355 

Let Worth and Virtue, ſcorning low deſpair, 

Exerted full, from every quarter ſhine, 

ne in heighten d blaze. Light flaſh'd to 
ight, 

oral or intellectual, more intenſe 

By giving glows ;- as on pure winter's eve, 360 

Gradual, the ſtars effulge, fainter, at firſt, 

They ſtrugyling, riſe ; but when the radiant hoſt 

In thick profulion pour'd, ſhine out immenſe, 

Each caſting vivid influence on each, 

From pole to pole a glittering deluge plays, 363 

And worlds above rejoice, and men below. 

But why to Britons this {uperfluous train? 
Good-rature, honeſt truth, c en ſomewhat blunt, 
Of crooked baſeneſs an indignant ſcorn, 

A zeal unyielding in their country's cauſe, 370 
And ready bounty, wont to dwell with them— 
Nor only wont— Wide o'er the land diffus'd, 

in many a bleſt retirement ſtill they dwoll. 

To ſoſter proſpet turn we now the view, _ 
To laurell'd Science, Arts, and Public Works, 


375 
That lend My finiſh'd fabric comely pride, 
Grandeur and grace, Of ſullen genius he] 
Curs'd by the Muſes ! by the Graces loath'd ! 
Who deems beneath the Public's high regard 
Theſe laſt enlivening touches of My reigu. 380 
However puff'd with . power, and gorg'd with 

wealth, 

A nation be let trade enormous riſe, 
Let Eaſt and South their mingled traaſure pour; 
Till, ſwell'd impetuous, the corrupting flood 


Zurſt o'er the City, and devour the lmd;, 385 

Vet theſe negleRed, theſe recording Arts, 

Wealth rots, a nuiſance ! and, oblivious ſunk, | 

{hat nation muſt another Carthage lie. 

If not by them on monumental braſe, 

W marble, on the teathl fs page, 390 
"oi, VIII 


A beautcous death, the patriot toil'd in vain: | 
'I'h' awarders they of Fame's immortal ' wreath : 


395 
"They rouſe Ambition, they the mind exalt, _ 


5 | Give great ideas, lovely farms infuſe, 


Delight the general eye; and, dreſt by them, 

The moral Venus glows with double charms. ' 
Science, My cloſe aſſociate, ſtill attends 4c 

Where'er | go. Sometimes in finaple guile 

She walks the furrow with ſome Conſul-ſwain, 

Whiſpering unletter'd wiſdom to the beart, 

Direct; or, ſometimes, in the pompous robe 

Of Fancy dreſt, ſhe charms Athenian wits, 405 

And a whole ſapient city round her burns. 


5 | Then o'er her brow Minerva's tetrors nod. 


With Xenophon, ſometimes, in dire extremes, 
She breathes deliberate ſoul, and makes retreat 
Unequall'd glory. With the Theban ſage, 410 
Epaminondas, firſt and beſt of men 

Sometimes ſhe bids the deep embattled hoſt, - 
Above the reach reliſtleſs ſormꝰ' d, 

March to ſure conqueſt—never gain'd beſore ! 


Nor on the treacherous ſeas of giddy ſtate 415 


Unſkilful ſhe : when the triumphant tide 

Of high-ſwolo Empire wears one boundleſs ſmile, 
And the gale tempts to new purſuits of fame, 
Sometimes, with Scipio, ſhe collects her fail, 

And ſeeks the bliſsful ſhore of rural caſe, 425 
Where, but the Annian maids, no Sirens ſing : 

Or ſhould the deep-brew'd tempeſt muttering riſe, 
While rocks and ſhoals perfidious lurk around, 
With Tully ſhe her wide-reviving light 

The ſenates holds, a Catiline confounds, 425 
And ſaves a while from Cæſar ſinking. Rome. 
Such the kind power whoſe piercing eye diſſolves 
Each mental fetter, and ſets reaſon free; 

For Me inſpiring an enlighten'd zeal, 

The more tenacious as the more convinc'd 439 


How happy Freemen, and how wretched Slaves. 


To Britous not unknown, to Britons full 

The goddeſs ſpreads her ſtores, the ſecret ſoul 

That quickens Trade, the breach unſeen that wafts 

To them the treaſures of a balanc'd world: 435 

But finer arts (fave what the Muſe has lung 

in daring flight, above all modern wing) 

Neglected droop the head, and Public Works, 

Broke by Corruption into Private Gain, 

Not @rnament, diſgrace; not ſerve, deſtroy, 440 
Shall Britons, by their own joint wiſdom rul'd, 


| | Beneath one Royal head, whoſe vital power 


Connects, enlivens, and exerts the whole; 

in finer arts, and Public Works, ſhall they 

To Gallia yield? yield to a land that bends, 445 

Depreſt and broke, beneath the will of one ? 

Of one who, ſhould th unkingly thirſt of gold, 

Or tyrant paſſions, or ambition, prompt, 

Calls locuſt-armies o'er the blaſted land; — 

Drains from its thirſty bounds the ſpriags of 
wealth, 440 

His own inſatiate reſervoir to fill: 

To the lone deſert Patriot merit frowns, 

Or into dungeons Arts, when they their chains, 

lndignant, burſting, for their aoblar works 

23 
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Ail other licenſe ſcorn but Truth's 'and Mine ? 
"gta 45 

Oh! ſhame to think! ſhall Britons, in the field x 

Unconquer'd till, the better laurel loſe ? 

F'en in that monarch's reign* who vainly dreamt, 

By giddy power betray'd, and flatter'd pride, 

To graſp unbounded ſway ; while, fwarming 

round, 460 

His armies dar'd all Europe to the ſield; 

To heftilz hands, while treaſure flow'd profuſe, 

And, that great ſource of treaſure ſubjects“ blood, 

Inhuman ſquander, ficken'd every land; 

From Britain, ciiet, while My ſuperior fons, 465 

In vengeance ruſhing, daſh'd his idle hopes, | 

And bade his agonizing heart be low ; 

Fen then, *s in the golden calm of peace 

What Public Works, at home, what Arts aroſe ! 

What various Science ſhone ! what Genius glow'd! 


470 

"Tis not for me to paint, diffuſive ſhot 5 
O'er fair extents of land, the ſhining Road; 
The flood-compelling Arch! the long Canal, , 
Thro' mountains piercing, and uniting ſeas; 
Fhe Dome | reſounding fweet with infant joy, 475 
From Famine fav'd, or cruel-handed Shame, 
And that where Valour counts his noble ſcars ; + 
The land where focial pleaſure loves to dwell, 
¶ the fierce demon, Gothic Duel, freed ; 
The Robber from his fartheſt foreſt chas'd; 486 
The turbid city clear'd, and, by degrecs, 
Into ſure peace the beſt Police refin'd, 
Magnificence, and grace, and decent joy. 
Let Gallic bards record how honour'd Arts 
And Science, by deſpotic bounty bleſs'd, 485 
At diſtance flouriſh'd from My parent eye; 
Reftoring ancient taſte, how Boileau roſe; 
How the big Roman foul ſhook, in Corneille, 
The trembling ſtage; in elegant Racine, 
How the more powerful, tho? more humble, voice 


7 | 4 
Of Nature-painting Greece reſiſtleſs breath'd M 
The whole awaken'd heart; how Moliere's ſcene, 
Chaſtis'd and regular, with well-judg'd wit, 
Not featter'd wild, and native humour, grac'd, 
Was life itſeff; to public honouts rais'd 495 
How lcarting in warm feminaries || ſpread ; 
And, more for glory than the ſmall reward, 
How Emulation ftrove ; how their pure tongue 
Almoſt obtain'd what was deny'd their arms; 
From Rome, a while, how Painting, courted long, 


3 500 
With Pouffin came; ancient Deſign, that lifts 
A fairer front, and looks another ſoul; 
How the kind Art 5 that, of unvalu'd price, 
The fam'd and only picture eaſy gives, 
Refin'd her touch, and, thro* the ſhadowed piece, 


505 
All the liv'd ſpirit of the painter pour'd; 


* Lewis KIT. 

+ The tara! of Languedbc. | 

4 The boſpital: for Foundlirg: and Invalids. 

| The acalemies of S:ience, of the Belles Lottres,, 
mid of Painting. ESR 

5 Engraving 


ith... At 


, 


„ Sun of 


Coyeſt of arts, how Sculpture northward deign'd 

A look, and bade her Girardon ariſe ; 

How laviſh Grandeur blaz'd the barren waſte, 

Aſtoniſh'd, ſaw the ſudden palace ſwell, 310 

And fountains ſpout amid its arid ſhades; 

For leagues, bright viſtas opening to the view, 

| How foreſts in majeſtic gardens ſmil'd ; 

How menial Arts, by their gay ſiſters taught, 

Wove the deep flower, the blooming foliage train d 

F1 

in joyous figures o'er the ſilky lawn, * 

The palace cheer'd, illum u the ſtory'd wall, 

And with the pencil vy'd the glowing loom. * 
Theſe laurels, Louis! by the droppings rais d 

Of thy profuſion, its diſhonor ſhade, $20 

And green thro? future times ſhall bind thy brow, 

While the vain honours of perfidious war 

Wither abhorr'd, or in oblivion loft. 

With what prevailing vigour had they ſhot, 

And ſtoke a deeper root, by the full tide 525 

Ot war- ſunk millions fed ? ſuperior ſtill, 

| How had they branch'd luxuriant to the ſkies, 

In Britain planted, by the potent juice 

Of Freedom ſwell'd } Forc'd is the bloom of Arts, 

A falſe uncertain ſpring, when Bounty gives, 530 

Weak without Me, a tranſitory gleam. 

Fair ſhine the days, enticing {ies 

Of favour ſmile, and courtly breezes blow, 

Till Arts, betray'd, truſt te the flattering air 


© | Their tender bloſſom ; then malignant 535 


The blights of Envy, of thoſe inſect- clouds 

That, blaſting merit, often cover courts : 

Nay, ſhould, perchance, ſome kind\Mzcenas aid 

The doubtful beamings of hisprince's ſoul, 

His wav'ring ardour fix, and unconfin'd 540 

Piffuſe his warm beneficence around; 

Yet death, at laſt, and wintry tyrants, come, 

Each ſprig of genius killing at the root: 

But when with Me imperial Bounty joins, 

Wide o'er the Public blows eternal Spring, 545 

While mingled Autumn every harveſt pours 

Of every land; whate'er Invention, Art, 

Creating Toil, and Nature, can produce. 
Here ceas'd the goddeſs, and her ardent wings, 

Dipt in the colours of the heavenly bow, 550 

Stood waving radiance round, for ſudden flight 

Prepar'd, when thus, impatient, burſt my prayer : 

« Oh! forming Light of Life ! Oh! better Sun! 

mankind! by whom the cloudy North, 

% Sublim'd, not envies Languedocian ſkies, 555 

« That, unſtain'd ether all, diffuſive ſmile, 

„When ſhall we call thefe ancient laurels ours? 

« And when Thy work complete ?” Straight with 

her hand, 
Celeſtial red, the touch'd my darken'd eyes : 


So quick, methought, the miſty circle elear d, 
That dims the dawn of being here below; 
The future ſhone diſclos'd,” and, in long view, 
Bright rifitg eras inſtant ruſh'd'to light, 
« They come ! Great Goddels! 1 the times be- 
hold, 565 
The times our fathers, in the bloody field, 


® The tapeſtry of Gobelins. 


As at the touch of day the ſhades diſſolve, $60 
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8. Have earn d ſo dear, and, not with leſs renown, in From the ſure land is rooted ruſſian force, | 


In the warm ſtruggles ot the Senate fight: 
The times 1 feel whoſe glory to ſupply, 


< For toiling ages, Commerce round the world 
a | 570 
« Has wing'd unnumber d fails, and from each | * Manly Submiſſion, unimpoſing 


« hand - - 


<« Materials, heap'd, that, well employ'd, with } * From the foul herd of brut 
| | And fearleſs Peace. Ori ſhould atironting War, 
Lo flow but dreadful vengeance rouſe the juit, 

630 


« Rome | | 
« Might vie our grandeur, and with Greece our 
c«c art 


Lo! princes 1 behold contriving {ill, 
« And fill conducting firm ſome brave deſign; 
575 
„% Kings! that the narrow joyleſs circle ſcorn, 
« Burſt the blockade of falle deſigning men, 
© Of treacherous ſmiles, of adulation fell, 
« And of the blinding clouds around them thrown, 
« Their court rejoicing millions! worth alone, 580 
And virtue, dear to them: their beſt delight, 
In juſt proportion to give general, joy; 
« Their jealous care Thy kingdom to maintain; 
The public glory theirs : unſparing love | 
« Their endleſs treaſure; and their deeds their 
« praiſe, | 585 
« With Thee they work. Nought can reſiſt Your 
ts ee 
« Life feels it quickening in her dark retreqts; 
„Strong ſpar'd the blooms of Genius, Science, 
. 
« His baſhſul bonds diſcloſing Merit breaks: 
« And, big with fruits of glory, Virtue blows 590 
« Expanſive o'er the land. Another race 
© Of Generous Youths, of Patriot Sires, I ſee ! 
Not thoſe vain inſects fluttering in the blaze 
© Of court, aud ball, and play; thoſe venal fouls, 
«< Corryption's veteran unrelenting bands, 595 
« That, to their Wees ſlaves, can nc'er be free. 
« I ſee the fountain purg' d, whence life derives 
« A clear er turbid flow; fee the young mind 
Not fed impure by Chance, by flattery fool'd, 
Or by Scholaſtic Jargon bloated proud, 600 
« But fill'd and nouriſh'd by the light of Truth: 
« Then, beam'd thro' fancy the reviving ray, 
« And pouring on the heart, the paſſions feel 
At once informing light and moving flame; 
© Till moral, public, graceful action, crowns 605 
© The whole. BcholJdi the fair contention glows, 
„In all that mind or body can adorn, 
« And form to life Inſtead of barren heads, 
„ Barbarian pedants, wrangling ſons of pride, 
« And truth-perplexing metaphylic wits, 610 
„Men, Patriots, Chieſs, and Citizens, are form'd. 
« Lo! Juſtice, like the liberal light of Heaven, 
« Unpurchas'd ſhines on all, and from her beam, 
« Appalling guilt, retire the ſavage crew 
„ That prowl. amid the darkneſs they r 
15 
„Have thrown around the laws. QOppreſſion | 
« grieves; ? 
“ See how her Legal Furies bite the VP, 
„ While Yorks and Talbots their deep 
* detect, 


” 


Aud, the lewd nurſe of villains, idle Waſte: - 
dening bowl, 


Toil, 
Trade without guilt, Civility that marks, 


e 


|* Uofailing Gelds of Freemen 1 beheld 


„% guard , ; 
Their 1— bleſt Iſle againſt a leaguing world. 
* Deſpairing Gaul her boiling — 
Diſſolv'd her dream of univerſal _ 63: 
The wiads and ſeas are Britain's wide domain, 
And not.a-fail, but by permiſhen, ſpreads. 
Lo] ſwarming ſouthward on rejoicing ſuns, 
Gay Colonies extend, the calm retreat + . 
+ Of undeſerv'd Diſtreſs, the better home 64 
* Of thoſe whom bigots chaſe from foreign lands : 
Not built on rapine, ſervitude, and woc, 
And in their turn ſome petty tyrant's prey; 
But, bound by ſocial Ereedom, firm they riſe; 
* Such as, of late, an Oglethorpe has form d, 645 
« And, cronging yound, the charm'd Savangah 
6 


£3. 

* Horrid with want and miſery, no more 

Our ſtreets the tender Paſſenger afflict ; 

Nor ſhivering Age, nor ſickneſs, without friend, 

Or home, or bed, to bear his burning load ; 650 

Nor agonizing [nfant, that ne'er earn d 

Its guiltleſs pangs : I fee the ſtores profuſe, 

Wich Britiſh bounty has to theſe aflign'd, 

No more the ſacrilegious riot ſwell 

Of Cannibal devourers! Right apply'd, 655 

No ſtarving wretch the land of Freedom Rairis : 

* If poor, employment finds; if old, deniauds, 

* If tuck, if maim'd, his miſerable due; 

* And, will, if young, repay the fondelt care, 

+ Sweet ſets the ſun of ſtormy life, and je rt 660 

+ The morning ſhines, in Mercy's deus array'd. 

* Lo! how they rife! theſe families of tieaven ! 

* That! chief, (but why—ye Bigots !—why 16 

« late?) | 

* Where blooms and warbles glad a rifing age 

* What fmiles of praiſe ! aud, while their to"; 

* aſcends, 646 

The liſtening feraph lays his late aſide. 

* Hark | the gay Mulcs raiſe a nobler ftra;:.. 

With active Nature, warm impallion'd truci:, 

* Fngaging fable, lucid order, notes 

Ol various ſtring, and heart- felt image, {!'c. 
= 6. 


« Behold ! I ſee the dread deli htful ſchool 
Of temper'd paſſions, and of poliſh'd Tife, 
4Reſtor' d. Behold ! the well-diſſembled ſcen- 


* Calls from emhelliſh d eyes the lovely tear, 

* Or lights up mirth in modeſt cheeks again. 6; - 
ſoares|* Lo! vaniſh Monfter-land ! lo! driven away, 
* Thoſe, that Apollo's ſacred walks profane, 


And ſcize ſwift Juſtice thro' the clouds they raiſe, |* Their wild creation ſcatter d, where a World 
« See! ſocial Labour lifts his guarded head, 620 Unknown to Nature, chaos more conſus d, 
And men nat yield to government in vain, 


1“ O'er the brute ſceue its Ouran-Outaug pour 


499 


* Lol raz id their haunts, down waſh'd their mad- 
A nation's poiſon 1. beauteous Order reigns! 625 


faves, thy ſous, ' 


“ That know, with their own proper arm, to 


So THOMSON“ S POEM S. 


Deteſted forms! that, on the mind impteſt, 62x 
« Corrupt, confound, and barbarize an age. 
*« Behold! all thine again the Siſter Arts, 
« Thy Graces they, knit in harmonious dance: 
« Nurs'd by the treaſure from a nation drain'd 635 
„Their works to purchaſe, they to nobler rouze 
Their untam'd genius, their unfetter'd thought! 
Ol pompous tyrants, and of dreaming Monks, 
*The gaudy tools and priſoners no more. 
« Lo! numerous Domes a Burlington confeſs. 
690 
« For kings and ſenates fit, the Palace ſee ! r 
« The Temple, breathing a religious awe : 
« E'en fram'd with elegance, the plain retreat, 
The private dwelling. Certain in his aim, 
« Taſte never idly working, ſaves expence. 695 
« Sce! ſylvan ſcenes, where Art, alone, pretends 
« To dreſs her miſtreſs, and diſcloſe her charms, 
* Such as a Pope in miniature has ſhown, 
A Bathvrſt o'er the widening foreſt ſprends, 
« And ſuch as form a Richmond, Chiſwick, Stowe. 
« Auguſt, around, what Public Works 1 fee! 
7 701 
* Lo! ſtately Streets! Jo! Squares that court the 
« breeze, | 
In ſpite of thoſe to whom pertains the care, 
« Ingulphing more than founded Roman ways. 
* Lo! ray'd from cities o'er the brighten'd land, 


705 
Connecting ſea to ſea, the ſolid Road. 
«© Lo! — — Arch (no vile exacter's ſtand) 
With eaſy ſweep beſtt ides the chafing flood. 
„ See! long Canals and deepened Rivers join 
KEach part with each, and with the ciccling main 
5 710 
The whole enliven'd iſle. Lo! Ports expand, 
Free as the winds and waves, their ſhelt rig 
arms. | 
« Lo! ſtreaming comſort o'er the troubled deep, 
On every pointed coaſt the Lighthouſe tow'rs; 
«+ And, by the broad imperious Mole repell'd. 715 
« Hark! how the baffled ſtorm indiguant tours.“ 
As thick to view theſe Varied Wonders role, 
Shook all my ſoul with tranſport 3 unaffur'd, 
"he Viſion brok*, and on my waking eve 
kuſh's the ſtill Ruins of dejected Rome, *20 


—_—= 


THE CASTLE OF INDOLENCF, 
CANTO !. 


2 Cafile bizk I. diſence 
And its falſe luxury, 
Where for a little time, alas ? 
We liv'd right jolliby. 


» 


( 


J. 
MORTAI. Man! who l'veſt here by toil, 
Do not complain of this thy hard eſtate; 
That like an emmet thou muſt ever moi], 
15 a ſad ſentence of an ancient date; 
And, certes, there is ſot it r-aſon great: 


Nu 


£4 


For tho' ſometimes it makes thee weep and wail, 
And curſe thy ſtar, and early drudge and late, 
Withouten that would come an heavyer bale, 
Loofe life, unruly paſſions, and diſcaſes pale. 


| | IS 4%) 
In lowly dale, faſt by a river's ſide, 
With woody hill o'er hill encompaſs'd round, 
A molt enchanting wizard did abide, 
Than whom a fend more fe is no where found, 
t was, 1 ween, a lovely ſpot of ground; 
And there a ſeaſon atween June and May, 
Half prankt with ſpring, with ſummer half im- 
brown'd, 


A VMlefs climate made, where, ſooth to ſay, 


No living wight could work, ne cared e'en for 
play. 


6 III. 

Was nought around but images of ref, 
Sleep-ſoothing groves, and quiet lawns between, 
And flowery beds that ſlumbrous influence keſt 
From poppies breath'd, and beds of pleaſant green, 
Where never yet was creeping creature ſeen. 
Mean time unnumber'd glittering ſtreamlets play'd, 
And huried every-where their wafers ſheep, 
That, as they bicker'd thro' the twany glade, 
Cho" reſtleſs ſtill themſelves, a lulling murnrur 

made. | 


IV. 


Join'd to the prattle of the purling rills, 

Were heatd the lowing herds along the vale, 
And ſlocks loud-bleating from the diſtant hill-, 
And vacant ſhepherds piping in the dale; 

And now and then fect Philomel would wail, 
Or ftock-doves plain amid the foreſt deep, 
That drowſy ruitled to the ſighing gals ; 

And ſtill a coil the graſshopper an keep; 

Yer all theſe founds yblent inclined all to ſlecp. 


h r 
Full in the paſlage of the vale, above, 
A table, ſileut, tolemn, foreſt ſtood, 
Where nought but ſhadowy forms was ſeen to mov... 
As Idleſe fancy'd in her dreaming mood ; 
And up the hills, on either fide, a wood 
Ot blackening pines, by waving to and fro, 
Sent forth a Neepy horror thro! the blood; 
And where this valley winded out, below, 
The murmuring mam was heard, and are 
| heard, to How, 


VI. 

A pleaſing land of Jrowſy-head it was, 

Of Dreams that wave before the half-Nint e, 
| AG of gay Caſtles in the clouds that paſs, 

For ever fluſhing round a ſummer ſky ; 

There eke the ſoft Delights, that wi: chingly 
inſtil a wanton ſweetneſs thro' the breaſt, 

And the calm Pleaſures, always hover'd nigh ; 


|| Burt whate'er ſmack'd of noyauce or unreit 


| Was far, far off, expell'd from this delicious do. 
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VII. 

The landſcape tuch, inſpiring perſe — 6 
Where Indolence (for fo the wizard hight) 
Cloſe-hid his Caſtle, mid embowering trees, 
That half. hut out the heams of Phœbus bright, 
And made à kind of chequer'd day and night; 
Mean while, unceaſing at the maſſy gate, 
Beneath a ſpacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was plac'd, and to his lute, of cruel fate, 
And 1 harſh, ann e mans' 

bo .:! ;, 


Thither Sh Ss pil ims . alu. 
From all the roads of earth that paſs there byy | ; 
Far as they chanc'd * drearhe on neighbouring 


hill, 
The freſhneſs of mus valley ſmote their eye, 
And drew them ever and anon more nigh; - 
Till cluſtering round th* enchanter falſe they hung, 
Ymolten with his ſyren melody, 
While o'er the enfeebling lute his hand he flung, 
And to the . wer . Ale r, 
verſes ſung 


. 
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X. 
* Behold; ye Pilgrims of this "Ir ! behbla, | 
« See all but man with unearn'd pleaſure gay; 
See her bright robes the butterfly untold,” 
« Broke from her wintry tomb in prime of May ! 
« What youthful bride can equal her array? 
„Who can with her for eaſy pleaſure vie? 
« From mead to mead with gentle wing to ſtray, 
« From flower to flower un =! gales to fly, 
Is all enen the radiant — . 
| gen 2 
«< — hs mer} 0 of the Meads, we 
* The ſwarming fongſters of the careleſs grove, 
« FT en thouſand throats, that, from the Nen; 
thorn, 
» * Hymn their good God, and carol ſweet of love, 
* Such grateful kindly raptores them emo de:: 
hey neither plough nor ſow ; ne, fit for flail, 


2232 


« Fer to the barn che nodded ſheaves they drove, 


© Yet theirs each harveſt dancing in the gale, 
Whatever crowns ns hill, or ſmiles along the 
vale. 
+ Outcaſt of Nature, Man! the wretched thra!l 
Ol bitter dropping ſweat, of Iwelcry- pain, 
Ol cares that eat away thy heart with gall, ' 
And of the vices an inhuman train, 
I hat all proceed from ſavage thirſt of gain; 
Fot when hard-hearted Intereſt firſt began 
To poiſon earth, Aſtræa left the plain; | 
a Violence, and Murder, ſe12*4 on man, 


And, for ſoſt milky ſtreams, with blood the ri- 
Vers ran. 


| 


XII. 
* Come, ye! who ſtill the cumbrous load of life 
* Puſh hard up hill, but as the fartheſt ſteep 
© Ve truſt to gain, and put an end to ſtrife, 


of 


eff Fd 
* 


« Imbitter'd more from peeviſh day to day, 
« F'en thoſe whom Fame has leut her faire ſt ray, 


501 
Down thunders back . -n. 


ſweep. 
And hurls your labours to the valley deep, 
— ever vain; come, and, withouten fee, 
iu oblivion will your ſorrows ſteep, 
Your cares, your toils; will ſteep you in a ſea 
Of full ING O come, ye weary Wightsh to 
me. 


; 


EM 
With me you nęed not riſe at early dawn, 
To pals the joy leſs day in various ſtounds; 
Or, louting low, on upſtart fortune fauna, 
And fell fair honour for ſome paltry pouuds; 
Or thro' the city take your dirty rounds, 
Jo cheat, and dun, and lye, and viſit pay, 
Now flattering baſe, now yiving ſecret wounds ; 
Or prow] in courts ot law for human prey, 
In venal ſenate thieve, or rab on broad Aar. 


„. 
No WY with me, to ruſtic labour call. 
From village on to village founding clear; 
To tardy forat wain no ſhcill-voic'd matrons ſquall ; 
No dogs, no babes, no wives, to ſtun your ear; 
No hammers thump; no horrid blackſmith fear, 
No noiſy tradeſman your ſweet ſlumbers ſtart 
With ſounds that are a miſery to hear; 
But all is calm, as would delight the heart 
Of _ of G all Nature, and all Art. 


| 


10 
47 


i Xv. 
Here ee but Candour reigns, indulgent 
Faſe, 
Gender Lounging, ſauntering up and 
down: 
They who are plcas'd themſelves muſt always 
pleaſe; 

On others' ways they never ſquint a frown, 
Nor heed what haps in hamlet or in town: 
Thus, from the fource of tender Indolence, 
With milky blood the heart is overflown, - 

Is ſooth'd and fweeten'd by the ſocial ſenſe ; : 
For interelt, envy, pride, and ſtrife, are ba- 
niſh'd hence. 


XVI. 
What, what is virtue, but repoſe of mind, 
A pure ethereal calm, that knows no ſtorm, 
Above the reach of wild Ambition's wing, 
Above thoſe paſſions that this world deform, 


60 
& 


„And torture man, 2 proud malignant worm 
« Burt here, inſtead, ſoft gales of pa play, 
« And gently ſtir the heart, thereby to form 


« A quicker ſenſe of jo 
% Acrols th' enliven'd 
more gay. 


as — ſtray 
Ke and make them ſtill 


XVII. 
4 The beſt of men have ever lov' d repolc ; 
© They hate to mingle in the filthy fray, 


« Where the ſoul ſours, and gradual rant 
grows, 
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« The moſt renown'd of worthy wights of yore, 
From a baſe world at laſt have ſtoYn away : 
So Scipio, to the ſoft Cumæan ſhore 
* 2 taſted joy he never knew before. 


| | XVIII. 

« But if a little exerciſe you chooſe, 

Some zeſt for eaſe, tis not forbidden here: 
„Amid the groves you may indulge the Muſe, 

« Or tend the — and dock the vernal year; 

« Or, ſoftly Realing, with your watry gear, 

« Along the — the er imſon ſpotted fry | 
« You may delude; the whilſt, amus'd, you hear 
« Now the hoatſe ſtream, aud now the zephyr's 

. 
& to the birds and woodland melody, >| 
. —_— - | 

* O grievous folly) to heap up eſtate, 

& Loling the days you ſee beneath the ſun ; 
When, ſudden, comes blind unrelenting Fate, 
And gives the utitafted portion you have won, 
« With ruthleſs toil, and many a wretch undone, 
To thefe who tnock you gone to Pluto's reigh, 
There with {a4 ghoſts to pine, and fhadows dun: 
« But fure it is of vanities moſt vain, - q 
«* To toil for what you here untoiling may obtain 


l 77 „ ib + 01 
He cear'd; but ill their 'ttembling ears retain'd | 
The deep vibrations of his witching ſong, 
That, by a kind of magic er, conſtrain'd 
Lo enter in, pel}-mcll, the the liſt 
Heaps pour'd on heaps, and yet they flipt along 
Ia ſilent eaſe; as when beneath the beam 
Of ſummer moons, the diſtant woods among, 
Or by:ſome Hood all filver'd with the gleam, 4 
The ſoft-embodied Fays thro' ary portal an. 


XXI. a 
By the ſmooth demon fo it order'd was, 
And here his baneful bounty firſt began; 
Though ſome there were who would not further 


aſs, 
And kis ale alluring baits ſuſpected han. 
The wiſe diſtruſt the too fair-ſpoken man. 
Yet thro' the gate they caſt a wiſhful eye : 
Not to move on, perdie, is all they can; 
For do their very beſt they cannot Hy, 
But often each way look, and ofteir Torely ſigh. 


* 


1 XXII. N 
When this the watchful wicked wizard ſaw, 
With ſudden fpritg he leap'd upon them ſtraight, 
And ſoon #s touth'd by his unhallowed paw, 
They fourid thenrfeIves within the curſed yrite, 
Full Yard to be repaſe'd, like that of Fate. 
Not ſtronger were of old the giant crew, 
Who ſought to pull high Jove from regal ſtate; 
Tho? feeble wretch he feem'sd; of ſallow hue, 
he who bites his gralp, ill that eticourier 


Xun. | 
Por wbonifuc'cr the viltain takes in hand, ö 


euing throng. | 


As lithe they grow as any willow wand, 

And of their vanifh'd force mains n6' trate : | 
So when a maiden fait, of modeſt 

In all her buxom blooming May of chan : 
Is ſeized in ſome loſel's es — 

She wateth very weakly as ſhe warms, = 

Then, ighing, yields her 17 to love“ $ delicious 


Wak'd by the crowd, flow from his betich aroſe 
A comely, full-ſpread porter, ſwoln with fleep ; 
His calm, —— 8 aſpect breath'd re- 


, PO 

And in (wet torpor be was plunged deep, 

Nor could himſelf from craſeleſs yawning keep; 
While o'er his eyes the drowſy liquor ran, 
Thro' which his haf-wak's foul would faintly peep 


| Then taking his black ſtaff, he-call'd his Il 


And rous er bimſeif he 


cls 


XXV. 
"The lad leap'd lightly at his maſter's call; 
He was, to weet, a little roguiſh page, 
Save ſleep and play, who minded nought at all, 
Like moſt the yntzught[triplings of his age, 


| This boy he kept each band.to, engage, 
. 


Garters and buckles, taſk 1 5 him 


| But ill- becoming his grave 


And which his ty paunch e not 

155 this ſame li "os to all perk de. 
„ Len 

Mean- time the Ade nes wide diplag'd 


Great ſtore of caps, of flippers, and of gowns, 

Where with he thoſe who enter d in array'd, 

2 as the breeze that plays alung the downs, 
nd. waves the ſummer-woods when evening 


0 fair bed x beſt dreſs! it TT no Ton. 


But every flowing limb in e drowns, . 
And eightens « with e. 1. This done, right 
"Sin 


bir Ha him e turn · d to deep again. 


4+ 5 


' 7 XXVII. 21 1 4 
| Thos eaſy robb' d, they to the fountain ſped, 


That in the middle of the court up-threw 


A ſtream, high ſpouting from its liquid bed, 


And falling back again in drizzly dew; 

There each deep draughts, as deep he thirſted, 
drew, | 

it was a fountain of Nepenthe rare, 


Whence, as Dan Homer ſings, huge pleaſaunce 
grew 
And ſweet oblivion of vile earthly care; 


Fair glorious waking 22 ar joyous dreams 
more fair, 


XXVIII. 


This rite perform's, all ialy pleas'd and ſtill, 


| Withouten tromp, was proclamation made ; 
Ve ſons of Indolence! do what you will, 


heit joints unknit, theit fine vys titelt apace, 


% And wander where you bf, thro“ hall or glade ; 


TR 
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„Be no man's pleaſure for another ſtaid; 
Let each as likes him heſt his hours employ, 


„And curs'd be he who minds his neighbour's 


trade | | | 
« Here dwells kind caſe and unreproving joy : 
He little merits bliſs who others can annoy.” 


XXIX. 
Strait of theſe endleſs numbers, ſwarming round, 
As thick as idle motes in ſunny ray, 
Not one eftſoons in view was to be found, 
But every man ftroll'd off his own glad way; 
Wide o'er this ample couit's blank area, 
With all the lodges that thereto pertain'd, 
No living creature could be ſeen to ſtray, 
While ſolitude and perfect ſilence reign'd, 


So that to think you dreamt you almoſt was con- 


ſtrain'd. 


XXX. 
As when a ſhepherd of the Hebrid-iſles*, 
Plac'd far amid the melancholy main, 
(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles, 
Or that aerial beings ſometimes deign 
To ſtand embodied to our ſenſes plain,) 
Sees on the naked hill or valley low, 
The whilſt in ocean Phebus dips his wain, 
A vaſt aſſembly moving to and fro, 


Then all at once in air diſſolves the wondrous XXXVI 


ſhow. 


XXXI. 

Ye Gods of Quiet and of Sleep profound ! 
Whoſe ſoft dominion o'er this Caſtle ſways, 
And all the widely-ſilent places round, 
Forgive me, if my trembling pen diſplays 
What never yet was ſung in mortal lays. 
But how ſhall I attempt ſuch arduous ſtring, 
| who have ſpent my nights and nightly days 
In this ſouk-deadening place, looſe loitering ? 
Ah! how ſhall 1 for this uprear my moulted 

wing? 


XXXII. 

Come on, my Muſe! nor ſtoop to low defpair, 
Thau imp of Jove ! touch'd by celeſtial fire, 
Thou yet ſhalt ſing of war and actions fair, 
Which the bold ſons of Britain will inſpire; 
f ancient bards thou yet ſhalt ſweep the lyre; 
'Yhou yet ſhalt tread in Tragic pall the ſtage, 
Paint love's enchanting woes, the hero's ire, 
The ſage's calm, the patriot's noble rage, 
Daſhing corruption down thro* every worthleſs 

age. 


XXXIII. 
The doors, that knew no ſhrill alarming bell, 
No curſed knocker ply'd by villain's hand, 
ScIf-open'd into halls, where who can tell 
What elegance and grandeur wide 2 
The pride of Turkey and of Perſia land? 


Aeg i/ands on the weftern coaft of Scotland calla Each ſound, too, here to languiſhment inclin'd, 


the Tiebrides. 


Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets ſpread, 
And couches ftretch'd around in ſeemly band, 
And endleſs pillows riſe to prop the head; 


XXXIV. 
And every where huge cover'd tables ſtood, 


Whatever ſprightly juice or taſteful food 

On the green boſom of this earth are found, 

And all old Ocean genders in his round: 

Some hand unſeen theſe filently diſplay'd, 

E'en undemanded by a ſign or ſound ; 

You need but with, and, inſtantly obey'd, 

Fair rang'd the diſhes roſe, and thick the glaſſes 
play'd. | 


XXXV, 

Here Freedom reign'd without the leaſt alloy ; 
Nor goſſip's tale, nor ancient maiden's gall, 

Nor faintly Spleen, darſt murmur at our joy, 
| And with envenom'd tongue our pleaſures pall. 
For why ? there was but one great rule for all; 
To wit, that each ſhould work his on deſire, 
And eat, drink, ſtudy, fleep, as it may fall, 
Or melt the time in love, or wake the lyre, 
Aud carol what, unbid, the Muſes might inſpire 


* 


The rooms with coſtly tapeſtry were hung, 
Where was inwoven many a gentle tale, 

Such as of old the rural poets ſung, 

Or of Arcadian or Sicilian vale ; 

Reclining lovers, in the lonely dale, 

Pour'd forth at large the ſweetly-tortur'd heart, 
Or, ſighing tender paſſion, ſwell'd the gale, 

And taught charm'd echo to reſound their ſmart, 


peace impart, 


XXXVII. 

"Thoſe pleas'd the moſt where, by a cunning hand, 
Depainted was the Patriarchal age, 

What time Dan Abraham left the Chaldee land, 
And paſtur'd on from verdant ſtage to ſtage, 
Where fields and fountains freſh could beſt engage. 
Toil was not then. Of nothing took they heed, 
Bnt with wild beaſts the ſylvan war to wage, 

Aud o'er vaſt plains their herds and flocks to feed: 
Bleſt ſons of Nature they] true Golden Age indeed 


XXXVIII. | 
Sometimes the pencil, in cool airy halls, 

Bade the gay bloom of vernal landſcapes riſe, 

Or autumn's varied ſhades imbrownthe walls: 
Now the black tempeſt ſtrikes the aſtoniſh'd eyes; 
Now down the ſteep the flaſhing torrent flies; 
The trembling ſun now plays o'er ocean blue, 
And now rude mountains frown amid the fkiee : 
Whate'er Lorrain light-touch'd with ſoftening hue, 
Or ſavage Roſa daih'd, or learned Pouſſin drew. 


XXXIX. 
Lull'd the weak boſom, and induced eur; 


503 
| Day = ©: pw room was one full-ſwelling 


With wines high flavour'd and rich viands crown'd; 


While flocks, woods, ſtreams, around, repoſe and 
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Or which obtain'd the caitiffs dare not taſte : 


When py is ena 3 can — be * 


waſte 


4 L.. 

Of Vanity che Mirrour this was call“ 4 4 
Here you a muck- worm — aadybie 6b, 
At his dull deſk, amid his legers ſtall'd, ' 
Ate up with carkingicare and penurie, 

Moſt like to catcaſeyparch'd on gallow-rres, © 

« A penay ſaved is à penn * 

Fi 1 be Dee ee he, 

Ne of its rigour will he bate a jot, 

Till it ny rages _ fire oe yo way ol bis pot. 


f LI. 0.48 

Straie from! the flch of this hw grub, behold! 
Comes fluttering forth a gaudy ſpendthrift heir, 
All gloſſy gay, enamell'd all with gold, 
The Silly tenant of the ſummer air, 
In folly loſt, of nothing takes he care; 
Pimps, lawyers; ſtewards, harlots, flatterers vile, 
And thieving tradeſmen, him among them ſhare; 
His father's ghoſt from Limbo-lake, the while, 
dees 1 more damnation doth upon him 

p ib nnen CY arne n 

IL᷑II. 


This globe pourtray d the race of learned men 
Still at their books, and turning o'er the page 
Backwards and forwards: oft' they ſnatch the pen 
As if inſpir'd, and in a Theſpian rage, 

Then write, and blot, as would your ruth engage. 
Why, Authors! all this ſcrawt and en 


— 29 


* 
1 


—_ „ „* 


ſore? a 
ro lofe the preſent, gain the future age. 
Praiſed to be when you can hear no — 3 
And much enrich d while enen uſcieſs * 


llore? 


LI. | 

Then would a ſplendid city riſe to view, 
With carts, and cars, and coaches, roaring all: 
Wide pour'd abroad behold the giddy crew, 
See how they daſh along from wall to wall! 
At every door, hark how they thundering call! 
(ood Lord | what can this giddy rout excite ? 
Why, on each other with fell tooth to fall, | 
A ncighbour's fortune, fame; or peace, to blight, | 
And —— tireſome und the” the coming 

night. 3⁰ 


—_ * bn 
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LIV. 


The puzzling ſons of Party next appear's, 
In dark cabals and ni hely juntos met, 
per d 


And now they w cloſe, now ſkirugging 
reat*d: - 

Thi — — as if to get 

New light, their twinkling eyes were inward ſet. 

No fooner Lucifer Preralls affairs, 


Than forth they.various-ruſh in mighty getz 
When, — — * I anderown'd'their 


2 


* 
ö 


* 


vp » 


1 The _ Bagh 


| | Whoſe deſk and table make a ſolemy ow, 24. 
Wich tape-ty'd traſh, and ſuits of fools, that aſk. 


| Where the wild thyme and camSmoil are 
| There would he linger till the lateſt ray. 
_ | Of light fate trembling on the welkit's 


| Sauntering and flow: fo had he led 


$03 
G Lv. T = 20 26A 
what moſt d the vanity of life, 
12 to behold the nations all B 's 
ja cruel broils engag'd, and deadly ſtrife, 
Moſt Chriſtian kings, inflam'd by black deſire, 
With honourable ruffians in their hire. 


Cauſe war to rage, and blood around to pour: 
Of this ſad work when-each begins to tire, 


| 


They ſit them down juſt where they were before, 


Till for new ſcenes of D 
3d | "reſtore. - N * 


? » in 
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EVI. 
To nate up the efidifands FR 


| An uſcleſs were, and eke an AN taſk; 
From kings, and thoſe who at the helm appear, 


To gipſics brown in ſummer-glades who baſk. 
Yea many a man, perdie, I could unmaſk, © 


as 


For place ur penſion, laid in decent row; _ 
But theſe l Ip by, with nameleſs numbers mos. 


LII. * 
Of all che rar tenants of the n G 
There was a man of ſpecial ood. ra 
A certain tender gloom 9'erſpread his face, 
Penſive, not ſad; in thought inyoly'd, not 2 
As ſoot this man could fing as morning 
And teach the nobleſt morals of the heath; 
But theſe his talents were'yburied ſtark, 
Of the fine ſores he nothing would impure, 
Which or boon Nature Save, or ee 


, vb 25+ *® 


* 
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- 


Art. | * 

e 
To 0 a incontinent he n, 
Where purls the brook with fl wry oy . 
Or when Dan Sol to flope his w 


Amid the broom he biſk'd him on * gro 


, 


Then home ward thro the twilight ſhadows firap, 
many a day. 


* My 7 


LIX. x 
Yet not in- — ſlumber were they 2 P 
For oft” the heavenly fire, that lay 'conceal'd 


I Beneath the lleeping embers, mounted alt, © 


And all its native light anew reveal'd; 

Oft* as he travers'd the crrulean fiel 

And markt the clouds that drove before 4" | 

Ten thoutand glorious ſyſtems would he build. 

Ten thouſand great ideas fill'd his mind: 

But with the clouds they fled, and left no trace 
behind. 


i * 


rern 


LX. 
With him was Cometicnics To * dent ak. 
(Profoundly ſilent, for they never poke) 
One ſhyer till, who quite deteſted talk; 
Ofr' ſtung by ſpleen, at once away he brake 
To groves of pine and broad o N dak; 
There ily dee e wager Hall ons, 
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| 


TE 


A joye Aar who took has at firlt ſight; 
Him 


48 aa urn, dk | 
hich he, Gwerps - LAX. 

Nor WS. a tribe wheminded.coujhe 

(old inmates of the place) but ſtate-affairs; 


— A bog fury woke, 
e ever utter'd word, fave firſt ſhone 
The glitt earning) 


| LI. | 
Here wrde wretch x Oy crept abroad 
— years, ne face of mortal ſeen; 


g like a loathly toad, 
is linen was not very cie au. 


? And bi cret loop-holes, that had practis d been 


Near to his bed, his dinner vile he took; 

Our Cable 2 * of ſqualid face e- 
ne” WHAREe from his filthy 

We —_ ove the "villain biter lair to look. 


| * L 
Ou Ss ALY theſe halls to rove . 


wild wave of pleaſure hither drove, 
we poghty tempeſt tofling light: 

he was a molt engaging wight, 
ocial glee, and wit humane, tho' keen, 
Turning the night e and day to night: 


— 


For him the rung, I ween, 
— | 
r Wo | n 
ee ; 
110 Pw in with copious flood, |. 


The 8 5 1 billows flow, 
deins 80. 


ERR webe on the dreary ſhore. 
Taught by this ſon of Joy, gt found it ſo, 


Who, whilſt be ſtaid, gay uproar, 
Our maddey'd Cale | the abode of lr ws 
A n * 


0 Th 
* ” * 


the meads, oer which 


alon 

ed by the Wenn boom and. vital ſky, 

up amid theſe airy halls his ſong, 
ores: at firſt the gay repoſing throng ; 
__ alt he ſips their bowl; cr, nearly drown d, 

e, thenre recovering. drives their bed among, 

255 their tender flecp, with trump protound. 
n e to ming his wary 0 


LXV. 
ater gc FEY was, of ſes refi'd, 
felt each. worth, for every worth he had: 
r humane, yet eum his mind 
a hoe Hr d h'd as an man's with bad: © . 
Y their inm walks the Muſes lad, 
Ts rhe es lems of Nature lent, 
And ſometimes would he make our valley glad; 
as we ſound he would not here be pent. 
To fade — * thisfriendly meſſage ſcar: 


+ Abs ks AZ 


ea toc cs 
alas! we cannot 
en ire, 
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Ne ever more to quit our quiet 

Vet when at laſt thy toils, but ill apaid, 
Shall dead thy fire, and damp its heavenly ſpark, 

© Thou wilt be glad to ſeek the rural ſhade, 

6 — ants Muſe. and Nature mark; 

8 Wenne willreatin Haghey-Park.” 


Here whilom ligg'd th! Eſopis of the age, 
But call'd by F in ſoul ypricked deep, 
A noble pride reſtor'd him to the Rage, 


And rous'd him like a giant from his fleep. 


E'en from his lumbers we advantage reap : 

With double force th*-euliven'd ſcene he wakes, 
Yet quits not Nature's bounds. He knows to keep 
Each due decorum. Now the heart he ſhakes, 


And now with well-urg'd fenſe th' enlighten'd 


The — — with a ur ger adds 
Here laugh'd he careleſy in his eaſy ſeat : 


| Here qvaff d, encireled with the joyous train, 
- | } Oft, moralizing-ſage ; his/diety ſereet 


He loathed much to 2. 2 


LXIX. 
Full oft by —.— — © was wed, 
Of clerks good plenty here you mote eſpy; | 


A lictle, round, fat, oily man of God, 


Was one I chiefly mark'd among the fry: 

He had a roguiſh twinkle in his eye; 

And e all glittering with ungodly dew, 

f a tight damſel chaunc'd to trippen by; 
Which when obſer wd, he ſhruuk into his mew, 
And ſtrait would recolle& his picty e. | 


| They look d. perdie, as if they deeply thought, 
And on their brow ſat every nation's cares. 

1 The, world by them is parcell'd out in ſhares, 
When in the Hall of Smoke they congreſs hold, 
And the ſage berry ſun-burnt Mocha bears 

| Has —_ their inward eye: then, ſmoke- en · 
roll'd, 


0 | Their aral don bnd argen of al 


LXXI. 
Here languid Beauty kept her hes court : 
Bevies of dainty dames, of high — — 
From every quarter hither made 
Where, from Elan eee fe 
my 2 d aut in eaſe and lux 
a vain anmerken 

N and woe Joo what can it be? 
To knot, to twiſt, to range the vernal bloom: 
Butfar is caſt the diſtaff, ſpinning-wheel; and loom. 

* Mr. Dir „ 

+ The following lines of this fanze wert writ by 
a friend of the Author, 
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LXXIL _ CANTO H. 
ee, eee 
ITE it is, weary woe: 0 1 
They fit, — ' . are ü 
Then, r to.the WW þ; 2 Beck 
Or ſaunter with tottering ſtep and lo: | 12 bis Ces overt ow, 15 


This ſoon too rude an exerciſe they find; * and woe eek. 


Strait on the couch their linabs again —— 


Where hours on hours they ſighing ke ed, . n TY of Sin, wy * 
Ang coup. ths vapout y god 3 AH! w Iſo S f 
5 or all n wit and within, n of 

1 . — othi oy what delj was and Arg 
muſt I mark we found ; L s ſavouring and a tender Word aff 

But, ah ! too late, as ſhall eſeſoods be ſhewn. 1 e nk, 

A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground, Tg ere lr 1 

Where ſtill our inmates,” when unpleaſiag grown, I nod muſt fing — turn d to 2 

Diſeas d, and loathſome, privily were thrown. | 1 e complain . | 

Far from the light of heaven, they languiſh'd'there, | | 

2 utter lug many a bitter gran | 

theſe; wretches taken was no care; b there no 


0 Sage 
Fierce fiends and bags of hel their oni hurſes were. And dene fr — Pakt ad 4 2 * Pe Mat ſoil 3 
ere q every labour its reward accrues, ,. 
LXXIV. 1 7 — 
Als! the change | from ne of jay and , r OE IgA OY 
To this dark den, here Sickneſs tols'd alway. 


Here rs with deadly ſleep oppreſt, : 
Stretch'd on his back, a-mighty lubbard, lay 


Heaving his fides, and ſnored night and day; 
To ſtir him from his traunce it was not cath, [ 
And his — 9s. he ſhut — We 

He led, I wot, the ſotteſt way to death,* II care not, Fortune ! . . me deny; 
f bAs. .- P 


ut a ee. th' Far 
ruth * 

eee gr ena wk 

e ot 

They praiſed are alone, and ſtarve right merrily. - 


Lou cannot bur the windows of the KY. | 
LXXV. en Thro which Aurora ſhews her brightaing face, 
Of limbs enormous, but withal unſound, You cannot bar my onions Lo 


Soft- ſWwoln and here lay the Hydropſy; The woods and — by living —— 2 at eve 
Unwieldy man ! with belly monſtrous round, et health my net ves and fincr fibres 


For ever fed with watery ſupply : And I their 3 - 
For ſtill he drank, and yo Bll was dry. * 24 F n 
And moping here did Hypochondria fit, 4 
Mother of Spleen, in robes of various ra 1 IV. 
Who vexed was full oft! with ugly fit; Come then, my Muſe! and raiſe a bolder ſong : 
And ſome her frantic derms'd, and fe her dead Come, Rr — 

a wit. Dragging the lazy languid line along, 

to begin, — Gill to finiſh, loach,.. 
LXXVI. | Thy half-writ ſcr eaten by — oth wot. 

A lady, proud ſhe was, of ancient blood, Ariſe, and ſing that ip 
Vet oft 6s fcar her pride made crouchen low ; Who with the ſons 17 Soſtneſa nobly wroth 
She felt, or faucy'd, in her fluttering mood, ＋. ſweep away this human lumber came, 
All the re which the ſpittles know, _ | in a choſen ow: to on me — 
And ſought all phyſick which the ſhops beſtow, -| 
And ſtill new T7 and new drugs would try, 
Her humour eyer wavering to and tro; lin Fairy-land drm rat a 3 of at” 


For ſometimes ſhe would laugh, and ſometimes cry, Of features ſtern, Selvaggio well yclep'd, 
Then ſudden waxed wroth, and all ſhe knew not | A rough uppoliſh'd man, robuſt and bold. 


why. But wondrous : he neither ſow'd nor reap d, 
LXXVII. 1 Ne ſtores in ſummer for cold winter heap'd;. . 
Faſt by her ſide a liſtleſs maiden pin'd. In hunting all his days away he wore; 


With aching head, and ſqueamiſh heart- -burnings ; Now ſcot ch d by — 4 in November ſteep'd. 
Pale, — cold, ſhe ſeem'd to hate mankind, Now pinch'd by 


ry ſore, 
Yer lov'd in ſecret, all penis N 1 $1 in breach vs the lab and the bor 
7 And here the Tertian ſhakes his ing wings +. by 


The ſleepleſs Gout here counts the 'crowing cocks ; | „ 

l A wolf now gnaws him, now a ſerpent ſtings; 4 As he one morning, long ong before. the, dawn, 
Whilſt Apoplexy cramm'd Intemperance knocks | Prick'd thro? the foreſt to diſlodge his prey, 
Down to the ground at once, as butcher ſelleth ox. Dtep in the winding boſom of a lawn, 
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With wood wild-fring d. he markid a _ s ray, 
That from the beating rain and wintry tray 

Did to a lonely cat bs ſte decoy ; 3 

There, up to ern the ents of the 4 day, 

He found Dame Poverty, nor fair nor toy ; 

Her he N and fll'd | het with a lulty boy. 


Amid — 
And grew Lug rates Race hin ox fame,” © 
and vigorous A a” 


The Ren Wes Arts and loduftry by name 
Earth was hie bed, the s his rbof did 7854 
He knew *tio'Beverage but the flowing ſtream; 
His taſtefur welearn'd Food the ſylvan game. 
Or the browm fruit with 2 the "woodlatids 


t g 7 £91 
The — Amer or the winter breme. 


ic of care, 


al e e common run: 


will as Ea Ns that t 
For him no tender parents — der were, 

He of the foreft* thrice or . 
And certes bad been utterty undone, . FR 
But that on him took, 148 
With Ml der god tha . love the rural wonne, 
That teach to tame the ſoit and rule the mg E 
Ne d Nine diſdain à gentle look. 


IX. 

Of fertile gentis him they nurtur d well, 
In every ſcieh Ad in every art, i 
By which m Sn thoughtleſs brutes wait, | 
That . — or joy, or grace, impart. 
Diſcloſin of head and heart: 
Ne were ee powers of a 1 
That brace the Her ves, or make the limbs alert, 
And mi elaſtie force with firmneſs hard! 
Was ever Kufght on ground mote be with him 

„ beer 


. 2 
Sametime hs erty morn, tie vines 
The hunter-ſteed; exulting oer the dale. 
And drew the roſeate breath of orient day; 
Sometimes, retiring to the ſecret vale. 
Yclad in fteel, and bright with þutniſh'd mail, 
He ftrain'@the bow; or toſt'd the {6anding 
Or darting o the gaol, outſtrippꝰd the gale f; 
Or hee nde chariot in its mid career; a 
Or ftrepuous wreitled hard with many a ah 


a r „ * * 
. —_ 4 4 
— — 5 
. 3 O30 Tw „ 41215 . i 


6 Ga at. i MI. * „ 04% 
At other times he pry'd thro? bee 5 Dire, 
W hate er The iu th cthereal round contains, * 
Whate'er ſhe hides benenth her verdant. floor, 
The vegetable and the mineral reigns; ;; 
Or elſe Fe ſcannꝰ d the globe, thoſe ſmall do 
Where reſtleſs mortals !:ch'a rurmoil keep, 
Its ſeas, its floods, its mountains; and its +590 , 
But more he ſearch'd the mind, and tous d from 


flecp 
Thoſe wortel kes. whence we hergic aRiots reap. 


1 


1 


x. 
Nor would he ſcorn to — Nen ab hn 
Of heaven ly Truth, and iſe what the tuught. 
Vain is che tree of Know — Fruits. 
Sometimes in hand the 1 he cau 


Sometimes he ply d the ſtrong mechanic tool, 

Or rear id the fabric from the fineſt draught; 

And oft” he put himſelf to Neptune fol. 

ue and waves on te dert oecan 
pool. 

1 


Dar 88 413 236672 


1 
10 folace chirthele tougher" tolle, he 7 
4 To touch the kindling canvaſs into life ; 


With. Nature his crearing — $4 94 ia $7 
ifes 


With Nature, joyous at the mimic 


Or. to ſuch ſhapes as prac'd Pygmalion's wife * 
He hew'd themarble ; or hh varied fire, 


e rous'd-the trumpet and the martial ſife; 


Or bade the lute fweet tenderneſs inſpire; 
| Or verſes fram'd that well 9 wake Apollo: 
ye, * * b 


* od + . 180 1 ' 244 0 


Nt Cal K 2 <2 XIV. ns 
Accompliſh'd G he from . 1, 11 
"Che work which long he in hie breaſt had brew. | 


aims, and bent on bold eaceptibe; ; 


Now to perform he ardent did deviſe, 

Jo wit, a barbarous world to civilize: 

Earth was till then a boundleſs foreſt wild, 
Nought to be ſeen but ſavage wood and ſkies; 
No cities nouriſh'd arts, no culture ſmilid, 


I 

4 1 winht; the worſt of r was man; 
n his own wretched kind he, ruthleſs, prey d; 

The ſtrongeſt ſtill the weakeſt over- ran; 

In every countty mighty robbers ſway'd, | 

And guilg and-ruftian force were all their trade. 

Life was a ſcene of rapine, want, and wor, 

| Which this brave knight, in noble anger, made 

Lo ſwear he would the raſcal tout o erthrow, 

For, by the powers Devine, it ſhould uo More 

ö be ſo Ih 

i . whey XVI. 3 

Jr would exceed the pur port of my ſong, 

To ſay huw this beſt ſun, from orient clime:s, 

C:meeaming life and beauty all along, 

Before him chaſing Indolence and crimes. 

Still as he pafs'd, the nations he ſubhmes, 

And catis forth Arts and Virtues with his ray: 


| Then Egypr, Greece, and Rome, their golden 


times 


I Succeſfive had; but now in rains gray 
i 


They Be, to Qavith lech en a prey. 


nd 


3 To crown bis toils, Sir Hr then * 


The frrelling: fal, and made for Britaio's coaſt. 
A ſylvan life tin then the natives led, 
In the brown ſhades a W "foreſt loſt, 


Forth-ealſiag all wich hie ep orgs. he is = 


No 3 no W W- no gentle manners nw, 


Ow }_wwon 


ved nit tt. ft aw A aw uw HW rw ytH9 THT 


- oa tw A tft ont fed > -.f 
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All careleſs rambling-white it lik"d chem moſt: 
Their wealth the wild deer bouncing thro*-the 


el 


They des ere ant le at-Nature'veoſey © 


Save ſpear and how, withouten- other aid, 
Yet not the Roman ſteel their naked breaſt dit. 


zo 


The growth of la s time,” and flow met; 
Unleſs, as ſeldeht chaunces, it ſhould fall, 4 
_ mighty patrons the coy Siſters call 
p to the ſun-ſhine of uncumber'd eaſe," 
Were no rude care the ——— nt 
thrall, 


may'd. E11ÞS 04 nd where they nothing have to do but pleaſe ; 
nl weigh Lobel bind od Ah! gracious God! mov” n L. alk no 
A 2 ae oh | * w 1 ths | e 
He lik'd the ſoils bellt ache element mies 27 1 
He lik'd the verdaut hills and flowery plais. XII. * 2 
Be this my great. my choſen Ile (he e But now, alas we live too late in time: 
This, whilſt, my laboum Liberty ſuſſain sss, Our patrons now £'en grudge that little claim, 
This Queen of Ocean, all uſſault ae wv; »l 4 9 7 to ſuch as leck the ing reyme; 
Nor li d he leſs che genius of the laad . 922 yet, forigoth, they wear Macenas' dame. | 
To freedom. perſevering pain. [Por ſons of puſt-up Vanity, not fame. 


Mild to obey, and generous to command, 


Temper d 4 forming Henven with kindeſt, firmeſt; 


(2 7. 143 1 


55694 XIX. 0803s 
Here, by degrees, his maſter- work. 45d . 2 i 
Whatever 3 
Whatever finiſh'd\ Agriculture knaw-l. 
Yairi! — Axts| from. -Heaven itſelf - 

NI 
When Eden Hourih d in unſpotted fame? 
And ak, 5 her, — ——— find, 
4nd tender , * da name, | 
That, while oo Tarik, tran uillize, the ad: 
Nature 7 Axt at once, & client and uſe coin- 
To! UXRI 


M 7 


> 1389 


HOT 4 _—__ 


©, 77, 


4 „ 
{43 | OE ;t 16 1 — #had » 


2g „ 


Then towns 2 eee * 4 


And bid the fervent city glow with oil ; en 

Bad ſocial Commerce raile renowned marts,” dd 
Join land to and, aud oil · to foil. 
Unite-the poles; atid withonr bloody ſpoit” ey 
Bring home of either Ind the (gorgeous ſtoreys 9 
Or, ſhould deſpotic rage the world emrbroil,” th 


While o'er the encircling deep Britanniz's thun- 
b der roars. 70 ** 1 


5 EO 
* by 8 ſea, 22 
Kew th enfeebled | Grgcinp 


WS fm Net cloiſter d * he. i them 


The FIRE Muſes 8 
From the fam'd Cit 
What Leone 2 


And brovgttt them to ancther Caſtalle, : 
Where Iſis many a famous nourlling breeds; 
Or where old Cam ſoft-paces o'er the lea, 
In penſive mood, atid tunes his Doric reeds, 

The wh flocks at W the lonely ſhepherd | 


Os — 


” IG 


- 
1325 o 


Nine wb 


„ 
Vet the fine arts were what he ſiniſh d leaſt. 
For "ay they are the quinteſſence of all, 


wet. ene 


344 + © — | 


Induſtry;can frame | 


- =], Whoſe majeſty is to the ſceptre lentz 
When this 


- "5 
* 


Ude tyrants tretable on remotelt more, 414 He'walk'd bis 


Unbroken ſpirits, cheer Tull. Hill 

/Th' W . Liberty whole flame, 
While ſhe proces, inſpires the nobleſt — 

The beſt, and ſweeteſt far, are toibcreated 

gains. 


tl £7 + 


4 


* = 1. 2.——4 


A matchleſs — * 
la which — — — 
Laws ſtabliſh d by the public free conſent, e 
Bam 83 4 
great plan, witk each — a8 7 
Was ſettled fiem, and to his heatt's content, 
Then ſought be from che toillame ſcans to 
And let life's vacant eve breathe quiet 
heart. 


oy 42 * 22 


— # >» 
4 Y* 


he 


here his lon pd 
In this calm ng Mes pol or i 8 7 
Here mix d the chief, the patriot, and che 2 
The happy or of his ſylyan train; 
Here, fided by vardians of the fo 
„aud cheer'd his bleſt do- 
main ; 


Hi , the ys of unſlain'd Nature, roll : 
Replace! with = and joy, like patriarchs Sa old. 


XXVI. 
Herdes who; gave him milk; 
Witneſs, ye oo | whoſe woolly ve veſtments far 
Exceeds oft lodia s cotton or her ſilk 
Witneſs, with autumn charg'd, the * ear, 
[That n Euren beneath. ſweet , . 


Or, ide 8 epienderr 
155 head, wor ny the radiance e 
ö 41 Tune and tuſſian idleneſs r. 


From Meere life frag, hom b hell A ele- 4 


A* 
. 7.5 — 4 

2 
? 


98 
511 Nr 


Sl 


| Witneſs, ye lo 


| XXVII. Wa 
wo Nor from this deep retirement baniſh'd was & 
Th' amuſing, care of rural induſtry : | | 

. | Still, as with grateful change-the ſeaſons paſs, 
Ne ſcenes ariſe, new landſcapes ſtrike the eye, 
er ll th' nlkven's Kore Ine TE 9 


*S 


— ,grow . bright 


_ 7; * 


ann. you made approach, 
He poliſh'd Nature a finer hand: 

Yet on her beauties d N 
* Art's alone theſe beauties to 3 | 
graceful dance immingled o'er land, 
n e Lat opron fot 


4 


An 2 fg md 1 
Wa pt 


A 
XXIX. 
But in prime vigour w- Can laſt er 
' Thas, foul- wigard "3 
1 wit lng 8 ot 4 
far and wide was his cyrs'd-influence ; 


of -vietme much he dullid the ſenſe, 
Eben much of private; ate our ſpirit ut, 

luxurious vicesq whence e 
The land was overlaid with many a bout; * 44} 
mL — — and 


p +$3 dd, of 4 


A rage of 
Down to the I 


m 1-48 
be fever” ſnatch 4 Is, 
a Neo 
orruption Ay 7 
Ming, id youre vey! x 22 


eee 


The tidingsreach'd to — in guet hall. 
The gold od Knight enjoy'd' we ren repoſe. 1 
* Come, 23 Sir e thy chil ren on thee |, 


Come, — us yet, ere ruin round us cloſe! 

The demon Indolence N. toils o 795 

On this the noble colour ain d his c 

Indignant, glowing through, the whitening ſnows - 

Of venerable eld; his full peaks | 

His ardent ſoul, "and ffom his couch at once he 
breaks. ä 


5 2 
1 * 


XXXII. 
7 will (he ya) — 
That villain Archimage-—His page then ſtrait 
He to him call d, a fiery-footed boy, ö 
Benempt Diſpatch. * My ſtecd be at the gate; 


. 


p b + , 
4 & . 120 . 9941 1 1 a 
if 


With joy Be ie 1 8 8 
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ED end ob! cxulijng | cning Franke bY, M7 


P 
FD | whes ance cat der dad n to 


» repleyy.canpot be | who! 720 ! 
iron graſp af vel Deſtiny. 

1503. Do} wie 5 1 tn 2 
the bard, a litzle Drain he, 
He came, a ig 
Ot wither d aſpect; but his e ye was keen, 
With ſweetdeſs mix d. in rette brown 
R 

Weg. . 


| judges ſo. Mis (bal was 
5 
1 — — impair, 
— UN ce i ar and glare. 


4 


From te frog 


„ ee 


(quoth che Kae = voce has e 


| a ME Leto 

| Te all that-to mankind ingood and der, 496 

dme, Philomelus Het us fant * 

Dlerturn his bowers, and lay his w. d. 

© men, thoſe e men! Who will be 

ves, — 

bn arora tals p'of woe; © 

ut ſonte there be'thy Tong; as from their 

hall raiſe. TRANNY ys r 
e c * 


- bi” * 


XXXV. 
a 4 
f ardent bay, and on Huf front a ſtar 


one Tet err 


at whirl of ative. day the rapid .... 
e pranc'd along, diſdainingi gate ar bar.. 
eantime the hard on mill kite palfrey rode; | 
n honeſt ſobet beaſt, chat did not ma 
is medications, but full ſaſtiy trode :; 
much 15 mane as thus Hong thy 


* 4 | 22 4 ur 


— 


—— — 


1 * 
, 220 


XXXVI. 
hey talk'd of virtue, a d human bliſs; 
r ſo fit for mal tle well? eats ad 
And ſtill their long re earches et in * 
JT his truth of cruchs, mh . . NN 
From virtue's founit the N joys out- well, 
* Sweet tills of thought that cheer the conſcious 


coul; 


vane _ pours forth the troubled ſtreams of 


The which, howe'er diſguis'd, at laſt with dole 
f Will, thro' the tortur's e N hexy.. tore 
rent roll. r | 
xXXVn. 3 
t length it dawn'd, that fatal valley gay, 
'er which high wood-crown'd, hills their ſum- 
mits rear: 


the cool height a while our palmers ſtay, 
On th nl gh» wr le tr. 


My bard attend: quick, bring the net of Fate. 


® The nigbtingale. 


22 274 


TT 
Mk . oa Sami. 4 2 
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"Then to the vigard's wonne their ſleps they ſteer; 


Like a ifle it broad beneath them —̃ — ; 
wen ö and ate eure. The wary Retiarius *trapp'd his foe,” 
clear, 5 E' en ſo the returning on him bold, 
And taſted des ede the micddeiibd, —— yn > 
Sweet airs and ſong ; a ann Amen Whereof | mention made not 
glad. | | Enrayg'd at firſt, he ſcorn'd ſo T1? n 
issen 2a any 2nd e ue And leapt, and flew, and flounced to and fro; 
II But when he found that could avail, | 
ee icht! we mult b. 


(The alk enraptur d Philomelus cry d) 
© The frail man, deluded, * Ei at 


« Ah! nought 1s pt 


But that our — he not too nice? 
Came, let us thoſe we can. to real Ng cen 


XXXIX. 
* Ay, ſicker, — up oth the Knight,) all eh is «ih, 
© To and joyous dalliance bent; 
But Net nr not brutiſh vice of this avail, | 
6 + And ink to 'ſcape deſerved puniſhment. 
uſtice were def weakly to relent; Fm Sap 
rom Mercy's ſelf ſhe got her ſacred aa | 
6 03 be to thoſe who can and will re 
But penance, long and dreary, to the 
e 
rit lave,* 


7 XL. | 

Thus holding high diſcourſe, they came to where 
The curſed carte was at his wonted trade, 
Still tempting heedleſs men into his ſnare, 
In witching wiſe, as I before have ſaid : 
But when he ſaw, in goodly geer array d, 
The grave maj jeſtic Knight a — "> 
And 5y his fide ſide the bard 0 — Die 
His count'nance fell; yet oft” his abxious eye 
Mark'd them, like 2 wg au rooked cock doth 

ſpy- 


1718 


Nathleſe, with feign' ——9 he bade ve back 
The rabble-rout, and weleom'd 1— Pa kind: 
Struck with the noble twain; they — 
His orders to obeys and fall behind. 

Then he reſum'd his ſong, and, unconſin d, 


| 
Pour d all his muſic, ran thro? all his rings; | | 


And virtue's render airs o'cr weakneſs flings. 
What pity baſe his ſong who ſo Frei bs lings 


XLII. 
Elate in thought, he counted them his own, 
They liften'd ſo intent with fix'd he; 
But they inſtead, as if tratiſmew'd to ſtone, 
Marvell he could with ſuch . art unite 
The lights and ſhades" of manners wrong and 


right. 
Meantime the crowd the charm devour, 
Wide preſſing to t _ Swift on the Knight 
He darted fierce, to Leg Kite him to his bower, 


Who back'ning ſhunn'd his touch, for well he knew 


larw'd, ih! Haberler demons of the plate 
rer yellvarotnd ; 


XLVII. 
This ardents burſt his ſtrain— 
Dire labouring here to ſmother Reaſon's ray, 
That lights our Maker's image in our face, 
And gives us wide o'er earth unqueſtion'd ſway, 
© What isth' ador'd Supreme Perfe Aion? fay : 8 
* What, but eternal never-reſting foul, | 
* Almighty power, and all- directing day, 
By whom each atom flips, the planets roll ; 
F Who — ben ene and Wee 


1 


Black ſtormy clouds deſtroy d the welkin's Res, 
And from beneath was heard a waili * 
Az e N a caveru bo 2 

A ſolemn fadacſs creature ſhoo 

And lightni flaſh |, and horror rock d che 


roun 

Huge ae crowds outpour d with blemiſh'd 
look, | | 

As if on time's laſt verge this frame of things 


* 


XIV. 
Soon as the ſhort-liv'd tempeſt was plpent,. 


And huſh'd the hubbub of the rabblement, 

Sir Induſtry the firſt calm moment ſtole. _ 

0 There muſt (he cry'd) amid ſo vaſt a ſhoal, 

6 Be ſome who are not tainted at the heart, 
Not poiſon'd quite by this ſame villain's bow}; 
Come then, my Bard! thy heavenly fire impart: 
Touch — — 
rit 


| XLVI. 
The bard obey'd; and taking from his ge, 
Where it in ſcenily ſort depending hung, 
His Britiſh harp, its f g firings he try d, 
The which with fkilful couch he defly ſtrung, 
Till tinkling in clear ſymphony they rung: 
Then as he felt the Muſes come along, 


Light o'er the chords his raptur'd hand he flung, 
And play'd a prelude to his riſing ä 
The whilſt, like midnight mute, ten 


round him throng. 


29 


* Ye hapleſs Race ! 


2 — + of 69, ati +: 


its power. 


threw over his aduerſory» 


Steam'd from the jaws of vext Avernus' — A F 
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* Come, to the beaming God your hearts unfold.! 


Draw from. its fountain liſe ! Tis chence, alone, f 


We can-excel. Up ſrom unfecling mold, 


* To ſerapha burning round ih Almighty's throne, | 


© Liſe riſing till on life, in higher tone, 


* PerfeRion forms, and with perfection bliſs. 3 1 


LIV. 1, 
But ſhould to fame your, hearts unſeeling be, 
© If right I read, . all require ; 


In univerſal Nature this clear ſhewn, 

Not needeth proof: to prove it were, I wis. 

To prove - 4h beauteous world excels the brate 
a b ' 


K 


3 

Is not the field, with lively culti een, 

A ſight more joyous than 11 940 moraſs ? 
Do not the Nies, with active ether klean. 
And fann'd by ſprightly Zephyrs, far ſurpaſs 
The foul Novemher- ſogs, and flumb'rous maſs, 
With which ſad Nature veils her drooping face? 

Does not the mountain-ſtream, as clear as glaſs, 
Gay-dancing on, the putrid pool diſgrace? © 
The Km in all holds true, but chick in human 

race. | wv e " " : 


« 
. 
« 
« 
29 
« 
« 
* 
« 


TV F 6 7 " iy L 1 T & „ 
© It was not by vile loiteriog in eaſe, — 
* That Greece obtain'd the brighter palm of art, 
That ſoft, yet ardent, Athens learn'd to pleaſe, 
To keen the wit, and to ſublime the heart, 
© In all ſupreme! complete in every part 
© It was not thence majeſlic Nome aroſe, 
And oer the nations ſhook her conquering dart: 
For Sluggard's brow the Jaurel never grows; 
- © Renown is not the child of indolent Repdſe. 

{AMA of; 3 1 ' a 


Nee 

Had unambitious inded nought 

But in looſe joy their time to wear away, 

Had they alone the lap of Dalliance ſought, 

* Pleas'd on her pillow their dull heads to lay, 

* Rude Nature's ſtate had been our ſtate to-day ; 

© No cities. e er their towery fronts had rais d, 

No arts had made us opulent and ga 

„ With brother brutes the bumap race had graz'd, 

+ None &'er. had ſoar d to fame, uouc honour'd 
on EE eee 

a vil LI. Lol WIG Keds £37 BA 

Great Homer's ſong had never, fir d the breaſt 

o thirſt of glory and heroic deeds; 

« Sweet Maro's Muſe, ſunk in inglorious reſt, 

* Had filent ſlept amid the Mincian reeds: 

* The: wits of modern time had told their beads, 


And Monkiſh legends been theit on} Heins; | 
Yu bad ood oo oe weeds, ' | 


Our Milton's E 


* Our Sdakeſpeare Rrolld and gd with 
Warwick fans 
* Ne had my maſter Spenſer charm'd his Mulla's 
s plains. - a IST IU Lal a 
n f 8 . 55 1 (2% 2 
Dumb, too, had been the ſage hiſtorie Muſe, 


* And periſh'd all the ſons of ancient fame ; 

© "Thoſe ſtarry lights of virtue, that diffuſe 

* Though the dark depth of time their vivid flame, 
* Had all been Joſt with ſuch as have no name. 


* Wha then had toil'd rapations men to tame? 
Who in che public breach deveted ſtood. 
* And for his country's caule been prodigal of 

blood: ra; RNitu: Lu 


+ * err „ Nee * g . Vis "ny 2 


hen heat how may be'obtain'd this ſee, 
* How beſt enjoy'd this Nature's wide deſire. 

0 wu — be glad Jer duty inſpire * 

* Into: your quicken'd limbs her buoyant breath 
* Who does not act is dead: abſorpt entire 


in miry ſloth, no pride, no joy he hath : 


O leaden-hearted to be in love with death 


* Ah! what avail the os gifts of Heaven, 

* When drooping health and fpirits go amiſs ? 
How taſteleſs, then whatever can be given? 
Health is the vital principle of bliſs, 

* And exerciſe of health. In proof of this, 

* Behold the wretch who flugs his life away 

© 8non ſwallow'd in Diſeaſe's ſad abyſs, | 
While he whom Toil has brac'd, of manly play, 
As light 4 air each limb, each thought as clear 


* 


„ il 1 

O whocan ſpeak the vigorous joys of health] 
* Unclogg'd the body, ubobſcur'd the mind; 
* The morning riſes gay with pleaſing ſtealth, 
© The temperate evening falls ſerene and kind. 
In health the wiſer brutes true gladneſs find, 
* See! how the younglings friſk along the meads, 
* As May'comes on, and wakes the balmy wind : 
t with life, their joy all joy exceeds z : 
* Yet what but high-ſtrung health this dancing 

pleaſaunce breeds? 0 wrt 


1 

But here, inſtead, is foſter d every ill. 

Which or diſtemper'd minds or bodies know. 
+ Come then, my kindred Spirits! do not ſpill -- -- 
© Your talents'hert.' This place is but a ſhow, 
Whoſe charms delude you to the den of Wo: 
Come, follow me will direct you right, 
Where Pleafure's roſes, void of ſerpents, grow, 
'* Sincere as ſweet i come, follow this good Knight, 
And you will Mefs the day that brought him to 
re tat 202 acl 645 £714,204 


Lv... 


© Some he will lead to courts, and ſome te camps, 


* To ſenate ſome, and public ſage debates, 
* Where, by tbe Aoi Nor 4 midnight-lamps, 
„The world is pois' d, and manag d mighty ſtates; 
© To high diſcovery ſome, that new- ercates 
The face of carth.; ſome, xo the thriving mart z 
Same to the rural reign and ſoſter fates; _ _ 
© To the ſweet Muſes ſome, who raiſe the ro dh 
© All, glory all be. yours, all Nature, 48d 
Art, hat 


*. Who.thephad ſcorn'd:his eaſe for other's good ? 


ww aNqevq EF = = OW _- 4119 
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© There en ks 
Who wretched ſigh for virtue, but deſpair. 
All may be done, (methinks I hear them fay,) 
Eben death deſpis'd, by actions fair ; 
All, but for thoſe , to theſe bowers repair. 
* Their every power difſolv'd in luxury, 
* To quit of torpid — the lair, 
* And from the pow | arms of Sloth get ſree. 
* 'Tis rifing from the dead—Alas !—it cannot 

« vel | 


4 * 


4 LX. 
0 Would you then learn to diffipate the band 
* Of theſe huge threat ning difficulties dire, 
That in the weak man's way like lions ſtand, 
* His ſoul appall, and damp his riſing fire ? 
* Reſolve, retolve, and to be men aſpire. 
© Exert that noble alone, 
a * to mankind indulg d; coutroul deſire; 


odlike Reaſon, from her ſoverei throne, | 
; rw he commanding word—1 Will !—and it 
* 18 % 
LXI. 
Heavens! can you then thus waſte, in ſhameſul 
6 wiſe, 


* Your few important days 7 trial here ? 

* Heirs of eternity! yborn to riſe 

* Through — 1 ſlates of being, ſtill more near 
* To bliſs approaching, and eQion clear, 

* Can you renounce a fortune ſo ſublime ? 

* Such — hopes, your backward ſteps to 


© And roll, with vileſt brutes, through mud and 
* ſlime 

* No! no !—your heaven-touch'd hearts diſdain 
the ſordid crime! 


Enough n P cp i ery'd—$traie, from 

the crowd, | 
The better ſort on wings of tranſport fly; 
As when amid the lifeleſs ſummits proud 
Of Alpine cliffs, where to the gelid wn 
Snows pil'd on ſnows in wintry torpor lie, 
The rays divine of vernal Phabus . | 
Th' awaken'd heaps, in ſtreamlets from on high, 
Rous'd into action, lively =o away, 
Glad-warbling through the vales, * in rd new 

oo gay 

IXI. 2 t 220 
Not leſs the life, ths vivid joy ſerene, | 
That lighted up theſe — men, 
Than that which wings th' exulting ſpirit clean, | 
Where juſt deliver'd. this fleſhly den, 
It ſoaring ſeeks its native ſkies agen; 

How light its eſſence | how unclagg'd i its powers, 
Beyond the blazon of my mortal | 
Een ſo we glad forſook theſe dab. bowers, 
en ſuch eee life, ſuch r was Wah. 


i 6 


LXIV. 
But far the greater part, with rage 


* 


inflam' es 


Dire-mutter'd curſes, and blaſphem'd high Jove | 


Vor. VIII. 


What brought you 


LXVI. 
And here and there, on trees by 
into the 


| nr pt; whence 


1 © O chou or Kai 


| 
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Ve ſans of Hate! ( n 

2 ? 
* While with kind Nature, here amid the grove, 
We paſs'd che harmleſs ſabbath of our time, 


| © What td diſturb it could, fell men, emove 


a crime? 
2 heaven 


* + 


* Your barbarous hearts? Is ha 
c Then do the fiends of hell 
| « ſublime,” 


22 


Lxv. 
ve 2 (quoth the Koighe in 
wrat 
Tour ha Nane #'wand 
He wav'd, an anti-m . 
Truth from illuſive command; = 
Sudden the landſcape: — 2 q 
The pure quick ſtreams are marſh found; 
on baleful heaths the groves all d ſand; 
And o'er the weedy, — 


Suakes, adders, toads; 


lightning ſeath d, 
Unhappy wights who loathed life yhung, 
Or in freſh gore and recent murder bath 4 
They welter ing lay; or elſe, infuriate 
flood, while ravens ſung 
they down the torrent row!' ; 
d blood to madneſs ſtung, - 


rams night 
W 
The world ;returning hither their ſd ſpirits how!'d, 


LXVIL.. 
Mean time a moving ſoene as open hid; 
That lazar-houſe 1 whilom in my lay. 
Depainted have, its horrors 


The funeral di 
Theſe by 


And gave unnumber'd wretches to the day. 


Who toſling there in ſqualid miſery lay. 
Soon as of ſacred light h unwonted ſmile 
De theſe living catacombs its ray,., ... 


ough the drear 2 many a mile, 
Tie "lick up-rais'd their * their 


woes awhile, 


LXVII. 
ay's) and do we once more 
« Yon' blefſed ſuii, and this green earth ſo fair 
Are we from noifome of pe ſ-houſe free? 
And drink out fools the ſweet et Hereal air? 
t of God! who holdeſt there 
him in eternal chams! 


o heaven! (they 


© That fiend, ch! 


. But what for us, the children of 


Deſpair, - 
Brought rn 


Sh Repentance does itſelf but aggravite our paſts. 


.LXIX. 
The gentle Knight, who ſaw their rueſul caſ:, 
Let fall adown his ſilver beard ſome tears. 

« Certes (quoth he) it is not e en in Grace 
« T” undo the paſt, and eke your broken years, 


« Nathleſs, to nobler worlds rears, 
Wich humble hope, her eye ; to her is given 


PRE FEE heart that cheers; 
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„de Sell we bissd by which, the rocks are 
„She ee 0 ea eg (the 


ney - looks with Pale W x were ſtain'd. 
rs wide their hand haifds chey meek re- 
pentance ſeign' d. 


10 04 1.40. ; 44 nett ; 


_ As vids L 


A Ty n | But, ah! their ih, grace was a5 
SG N erings you, have carn'd, en g 


And by eſs ſufferings purify the mund: 
Let wiſdom be by 2 Aer iſcondud learn d, 


1 to WET more ce happy an SIM Sy 
8 8 
| Papi oy eyes 7p 


. banal Ws Ny) 440 l. 2 0 Is 11 2 cud 2 / 1 

du 9299 bey Cr LX „ Sw $9! 75 ene | 

They: filent-heard, panes "owe thanks in 

For —9 (reſum'd the Knight with ſterner þ 
tone;) 


eee hearts th obdurate demon 


c That villa hiſs . groan 4 
In dyVrdusmankon lung your muſt; bemoan 


His fi and weep. your Rains — [ 
N, ſoft-and pure as infant goodneſs grown, 


Von feel aipetfet change; then who can ſay 
What grace may. yet — in „e 
eternal day? otto ö 


, wwotl: Nc Bai $640! } 1 f A. 
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105 een been er chat ad 
N 1654 een þ p 
une oc 4 
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„ 
2 120 to 125 "ey 
The 0 dv 50. e % 
The — ek 24, Jo api folten'd A beds 
e web vet. n obeidg N 


diſpreds. 
Aran bis Oo Fg 
engage N - mi 7 | « | 
Of thoſe he had from Sab T Pap * 
Tuen tura d . ad bo by. 3 1 
Joſt-pacing. Peace the 155 | 
Yet dowp his 


cha. £8 
Ja ſes the he rete a ee 25 
Þ'Lere leſt throug delves 1 Nen un 0 yell; 


— —ñä— Wy < S —__ 


- | n Beguary, 8 and Scorn 


* 
; 
: 


i © | Mattes 


For (horrible 10 tell) a deſert wild . 
Before them ſtretch 'd; bare, com fortleſs, and van, 
With gibbets. bones, and carcaſes, defil'd. . 
There nor trim * nor lively culture ſmil'd; 
Nor waving ſhade was ſeen, nor fountain fair; 
But fands abrupt on fands lay looſely pil'd, 


an — they floundering toil'd whth pain- 
Whilf Thad ſmote. them core, and bd the 
clovdieſs air. ef 


TREES bp 


3 | err. 
Then; varying to jor of bps, 


The Haden d In. 

Where nought bur a e Thom and crooks fogs 
For ever hung on 1 Auſter's beard; 

Or elſe the ground by piercing Canrus ſear'd,, 

1 Was jagg'd with froſt, or heap d with row ſnow; 
Through 173 extremes à etaſeleſs ron 


| By crue lod Rill pr pa arid fro, 


Scorn, wick may helt-hound 


du * eld #8" © 
— * 


| 


o 
* 2TH 4 54 } »4 201.7 


| © xx8hi" 
| The Grſi — Wich baſe dunghill x 


| Ting Nr e which ey. 1 71 d bats; 
If morbi 


» oO ATE (hook ſhook forth a {i lx light: 
a = Ir o'er his lank jaw- bone, i in inte I 
| His black rough beard was matted ra 


4 


ne his features, ſun 


and vile; 

Direful to fee * an r ling ſight! 

Mean time NS Batches him deſile. 

And ow — er bags went, bal 1 * the 
While. (767 Nei! 0. 


ö 


| "a5 dia SS. 


The oth-r wus a fell deſpighttu[ IH 10 


Hell hol le none worſe in baleful bow” r below; | 


By pi and wit, and rage, and rancour keen d; 
Of man alike, it good or bad, the foe: 
With noſe up-turn'd, he always made a ſhow 

As if he ſmelt ſome naufeous ſcent; his eye 

Was cold, and keen, like blaſt from boreal ſnow ; 
And taunts he caſten forth moſt bitterly. 

Such were ——— aner 4 r- fry. 


+ $3.3 wry 2 * 15 $, 
| k Brentford Yown; x town of mud, 


K en ſo 
Aa herd of billy (wine is priek d along; 


. rde filthy beaſts; that he ver chew the end, 


Still grunt, 105 ſqtiezk, and ſing their troublous 
And oft“ thernſelves the mire among: 


But ay the ruthleſs driver goads them on, 

And ay of barking dogs the bitter throng 

renew their rithelodi0us moan ; 
reſting fone} 
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. en with ki TEN and every Ale 
Aftoniſh'd j to ſilence, 10 the weight 


Of honoury ue. to his jllyftrious. name 


But what. Nd . che ſons of Light,” 5 
In ſtrains high bu ic lyre, 


Hail his NY on 1 ** 


Yet am not I dete lig b. nie E 1 
And ſung to 9 CH pr wid 29 ge 


Ethereal F b os, aſpire 
In, 1 1 eden 10 


d what new wk ers can ca ol ow your gueſt L 
Wha while an this qim (pot, where mortals toi, 
Clouded in duſt, trom 4 0 kae! lc laws. 
Could trace the cret re le, 8 13 


Widerworking tho thi * frame. 


Have ye not. Went ile he bepnd | 
And ne to Th pheres ?* th? unequal taſk 


Of human-kind till — Oft had they 


O'er erring man the Far, and oft” diſgrac d 20 
The pride of ſchools, before their courſe was 


known 
Full in its cauſes and effects to him, 


All piercing ſage! who ſat not down, and dream'd 


Romantic ſchemes, defended by the din 


Of ſpecious words atid tyranny of names, 25 
But, bidding His amazing Mind attend, 
And with heroic Patience years on years 


Deep- ſearching, ſaw at Jaſt the Syſtem 


And ſhine, o all his race, on bun alone. 
What were his raptures chen bow pure! how 


ſtrong 
And what the triumphs of old Greece and 
By his diminiſn d, but the pride of boys 


In ſome mall fray e | when, IN inſtead 
yd 


Of ſhatter d parcels of this 
By violence unmanly, and ore, deeds, 


Of eruelty and blood, Nature herfelf $253 \ | 


Stood all ſubdy'd by him, god when, laid 
Her every latent j & hs 


All — ? out 1 round * 4 


Ti = by the 2 
xm Fog We he. acer e . 
_ whole in filent harn nony revolve; - 


From unaſſiſted ker h 

To cheer remorter p noche tot d. 4 
By him in aff their be Gets ſeen. 
He alſo fd our wi Ty Queen of Night: 


Whether" ſhe wanes ids a orb, 


Or, waxihg broad, ib her eee, 


In a ſoſt deluge over flow 
Her ene noi ja 
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The x ff 155 br che long © cü , 

4 As round innumeftus W. 0 he 1 5 | iy, 

Till to the'forchealt of dur eveni ry 


Return d, the bfazing wonder 
And o'cr tke rreniB n Pe Gard 2M 
The 3 ate 1 s wn, = the wild Fule 
Of whirling and = e p 
hey * - privin bed ok w_ 
hools a ut fo 
Teton ür with demonſtration: . 45 
And, unaw aken 'd, dream beneath the 
Of Truth. At chte their pleafing viſions 85 
With the gay ſhadows of th morzing 
When Newton rofs,' gu bt ph ro x ſun, 
Th' aerial flow of Sbongd to — 
From hence it Rt in RI ad e e 
Till the touch'd — 5517 takes the meſfage M. 
Nor could the dat 2 Year! of Sy Spee EE 
Eſcape bis ſwift at aud meafyl thay : 65 3 
Een Light irfeſt, which every Riß if ep 
Shone undiſcover* VP tilt his brig ter mi 
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And myriads Al remain; infinite ſource 
Of beauty, exer-fluſhing, ever- new 
Did ever poet image aught ſo fair 


Dreaming in w the * 
ing in e groves by hoarſe 
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E'en now. the ſetting fun 


s !] That now he wanders l 
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Be ſhed for him. The virgin in her bloom 

} Cut off, the joyous youth, and darling child, 

| Theſe are the tambs that claim the tender tear 

And elegiac ſong : but — calls 180 

{ For other wdtes of grat 
endleſs worlds 


1 He here ſo well deſeried, and wandering talks, 
And hymns rh, od ne compeers. 


n 


n clouds, 
Seen, G I im thy. y hei declare Oo boaſt ! ith an thou 
Fow ee 


The noiſcleſs tide of time, all 8 1256 Sitteſt in dread di 


. n 
the green iſlands of the happy ſhine, 


He SID and to the Fog: (invelr'd 


* 


diſtauces, to 
Bias wy wilder d on his ST 43.08 | 
But who can ee up ki bis labours ? 


130 


185 


of fellow · bleſt, 
Who joy to ſee the honout of their kind; 


ar whether, mounted on cherubic wi 
| Thy fwift career is with th fe whirling orbs, © | 


.| Comparings things with things, in . 1 


And grateful adoration, for that | 
Sa plenteous ray'd into thy mind \. 


I rrem Light himſelf Oh Took with'pity gon 


on human-kind, 4 ; frail, erroneous race ! 


To hat de knew ? In * $ Wb — Exalt the ſpirit of a downward world ! 


How ſhall the Muſe then graſp the mighty dent And 7 er Jebius call's het 


O'er - dejected Country Ger n & vu 
s raiſe, 


What wonder, thence, thut his devotion ſwell d — her manners, br "ok: her youth: 


Reſponſive to his knowledge ! For could he, 
Wnoſe piercing eye duffuſive ſaw 
The find pniyerbry of 

In all its order, magnitude, and parts, - 
Forbear inceſſan: to adore 1 Power 


Who fills, ſpſtains, aud a ee acl | 


| Say, Je. who. beſt happy iew ! 
Who Ba bem tn the fol Tbe of life, 
All vdwithheld, indulg friends. 
The vaſt unborrow'd ulgivg to of 


Oh, Tat. + wondrous Man! 5 d 


How How greatly humble, how Wach good; 
eſtabliſn d on eternal truth; 
— in e well, N every nerve 
Still Preſſing on, forg ctful of the paſt, 
And panting for perfect ion; ſar above 
Thoſe little cares and viſionary jo 00 
That ſo perplex the fond impaſſion'd heart 
Of ever-cheated, ahead ta. man. 
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And you, ye hopeleſs, 0 jon y-minded Tribe ! 


You who, uhtconſcious 
2 reach i impatient at immortal life, 


prime engeagiy; 11 
Of Mr. contend 9 fry Bog 2 elf 


* Offuch extenGve, deep, tremendous powers, = 


Enlurging ſtill, be hut à finer breath 


Of * dancing thro' their tubes a while, 
then for ever loſt in vacant air ? 


nobler fi ghts 


160 


165 


But hark! metbinks | hear a warning voice, 


bound tg the world change is come, 


the world—* I's done—The A 


„ full; 


„ Ad 1 reign my, charge,” — Ve moulderivg 
ones: 


That build'the towefing pyramid, the proud 1 15 


Triumphah arch, the monument effac'd 
By ruthleſs ruin, and hate er rts 


» «A: 


e worthipp's name of boar Antiquity, pal 
We amor i what . 
es, Ke 


For, tho dep: av'd a ſhe brought Wes 


forth, 


140 And glories in thy name; ns points thee out 200 


To all her fans, and. bids em eperhy ſtar; 


While in expectante jo the ſecond life, 


i450 


... | When, time ſhall be nq more, thy ſacred ag” 


EY Sleeps with her 1155 PE; digi che Are 
| 
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The Right 1 Honourable | 
THE LORD TAT.BOT, 
LATE CHANCELLOR or GREAT R1TAB, 
© ADDRESSED TO BIS SO. 


: WI with He public, you, my Lord 


A friend and ee mit the M 
The Muſe alfgu d of th poco. be Muſe. 


dead wort bh, and humble livin ide 5 
W generous talk begins — 2 int lends 
—— W A n ad Wis 

is cordia e Iincere ru 
Which — 1 225 borrow 


$7 nes | 
How ke chat ihe x he mays Rut where begin? 10 
om the diamond fingle out 24 


THOMSON'S POEMS. 
1 For that he, fervent, ſele 


Of ancient 1imes, in piey to their oπ—r, 
Romance. In Talbot we united ſaw | 
The pi 
The gra 
Join'd to the virtues ad the - of Rome. 
Eternal Wiſdom, that al quick'nlog' ſun; 
Whence every: life, in juſt proportion, draws 


Acad nee os <iierca. Bondy aide) 25 | Her ſporleſs temple liſts its radiant front. 


Diffuſive, deep, and clear, bis reaſon ſaw, 


wy To teal, with pleaſing guile, one uſeful neun; 
| Toil knew no languor,' no attraction joy. 


With inſtantaneous view, the truth of things; 


Chief what to human life and human bliſs 
Pertains, that nobleſt ſcience, fit ſaor man; 


His ardent vista. W ; 
la conſort foul agree, each heightening each, 


While virtue Gave from knowledge hrighter fire! | While on the enlightea'd mind, with winning art, 
What grand, What - comely, or a tender] His gentle reaſon ſo perſuaſive ſtole, 


What talent, or die virtue, ener his 7 ? 
What that can render man or great or good, 
Give uſeful worth or amiable grace ? 

Nor could be brook in ſtudious ſhade to lie, 
In ſoft retirement, indolently pleas c 


With ſelfiſh peace. The Siren of the wife, e The ſolid mix with elegant delight No g 


(Who ſteals'th? Aonian ſong, and in the ſhape 


"3s Ah! when, ye ſtudious of the laws! again 108 


Ib Be fer in ample day? when ſhalt the harſh 


Of Virtue wooes them from a worthleſs world,) 
Tho? deep he felt her charms, could never r melt 


His ſtrenuous ſpirit, recollected, calm 
As filent Night, yet active as the day. 


Preſs to uſurp the reihs of power, the more 
Behoves it Virtue, with indignant zeal, 


Ty That dangerous gift with him was ſafely lodg'd 
The more the bold, che buſiliog/and the bad, 


To check their combination. Shall * views. 


Of ſneaking int reſt, or luxurious vice, 
The villain' 5 paſſions, quicken more to toil, 
And dart a liyelier vigour thro' the ſoul, 


Chan thoſe that, mingled with our trueſi good, 


With preſent honour, and immortal fame 
Involve the good of all? An empty form 
is the weak virtue that amid the ſhade . 
Lamenting lies, with future ſchemes _— 


$5 | Prevail'd abundant Nature. Freedom then 


While Wickedneſs and Folly, kindred —_— 
erent far, 


Confound che world. A Talbot's, 
Sprun ardent into action, that diſdain'd 
J loſe in death-like floth one pulſe of liſe 


That might be fav'd ; diſdain'd, for coward Eaſe No paſſion e er diſturd'd the clear ſerene 


And her inſipid pleaſures, to reſign 
The prize of glory, the keen ſweets of toil, 


12 
And thoſe h * that teach the truly great 65 The love of juſtice, like the ſteady ſun, - ; : 


To live jw i and for othery die. Its equal ardour lent; and ſometimes rais d 
Early, behold! he breaks benign on life. Againſt the ſons of Violence, 'of Pride, 

Not breathing more beneficenco, the Spring And bold Deceit, his indignation gleam'd, 

Leads in her fwelling train the gentle Ae; Yer fill by ſober dignity reſtrain'd 130 

While gay, behind her, ſmiks the padling waſte As intuition quick, he ſnateh'd the truth, 


Oi ruffian florms and winter's leg rage. 
In him Aſtræa, to this dim abode 


Of ever- 


60 | A pure intelligence. No tumult there, 


70] Yet with progreſſive patience, — ory: 


I Antons for that, nor needful flcep could hold 


As o'er the gazing deſolated earth 
And hence, e to his knowledge, PEE Ye ſcatrer famine, peſtilence, and war! 


5o Reſerv'd the mighty charm. — — 


577 


The throb of patriots when they model ſtares; 1 
His ſtill-awaken'd'fou} ;- nor friends had charms 


| Thus with 'utwearied fteps, by Virtue led, 83 
| He gain'd the ſummit of that ſacred hill | 
Where, rais'd above black Envy*sdark' oi 


Be nam ' d, viRtorious Ravagers | no more: 
Vaniſh, ye human Comets ſhrink you? blaze, P. 
Ye that your glory to your terrors o 


Vaniſh before this vernal ſun of Fame: 
| Effulgen: ſwretnels! beaming life and joy. 95 
| | How the heart liſteu'd while he pleading ſpoke ? 1 


That the charm'd hearer thought it was his own. - 


Shall ſuch enchanting leſſons bleſs your ear? 
When ſhall again the darkeſt truths, perplert, 


And arduous open into ſmiling eaſe? ' 


His was the talent, with the pureſt light 

At once to pour conviction on the foul, - 

And warm with lawful flame th*. impaſſion'd 
heart. | 


| By Heaven. He, facred to his coultry's cauſe, 
110 


To trampled Want and Worth, to ſuffering Right, 
To the lone Widow's and her Orphan's woes, 


Deſpiſing then the ſmiles or frowns 
He Al — nobleſt eloquence effus'd, Its 


Which generous paſſion, taught by reaſon, breaches: 
Then ſpoke the man, and over barren Art . 


His client was, Humanity and Truth. 
Plac'd ou the ſeat of juſtice, there he reign'd 


120 
In a ſuperior ſphere of cloudleſs day, 
No dark emotion, no intemp'rate heat,” 
That round him ſpread. A neal fey right alone. 


Self-diffident, or to the flower kind 

He thro" the maze of falſehood trac'd hon,:. 

Till, at the laſt, evoly'd, it full appear d, 135 
And e' en the loſer own'd the juſt decree. 

But when, in ſenates, he, to freedom firm, 
Enlighten'd freedom, plann'd ſalubrious — | 
His various learning, his wide knowledge, then, 

His inſight deep into Britannia's weal, 140 


— 


gas mee 10 Ns. 
Spontangaus ſeenv'd ſrom ſmple ſenſe | And where the; plain unguagded ſoul is ſeen. 
And the;plpin patriot math d the There, with that — ou * 
rr I Which thinbe nt ie. a 5 
an the cheated ear: ao — 7 a} In the; ſoſt of the. friandly ſcene, „ »4 7 
Of eee. to perples . 145 Inſpiring, .confidence- and ens 
He darkening threw- around e ef, Let As dee d @mnxerls of the miſe 300. good, 
In es wn ſhes all Halt, e a, ws! | 9 wm ane —— mT” 
on the great, 3t , And brea 7 
He ſtream' d deciſive day. — 22 ( 5 
To lengthen farther out the clear: debate... 130 Or TI 
Conviction breathes conviction ; to the heart, The phil ich; 0 9 
Pour d ardent forth. in eloquence unbid, e der bis cr Remain! with whe 
The heart attends ; for let the venal try Wr 215 
Their every hard ag ſtupiſying at. The father ad ile gest Bee 6. 1 338 
Truth mult prevail, zeal will enkindle zeal, 155 Vet ee filial duty tbence the more, 
And Nature, ſilſul touch d, is honeſt Qill. Wich ſhip rais'd it, with efteem, with love. 
Behold him in the councils of his prince. | | Beyond d er cee. ! ſpaak- the joy, 
he lends . How rare, is counts, The pore. ſexenc, the cheerful -wildaga mild, 220 
Such wiſdom.! —— - | The victuaus which bis vacant hours, 
To virtue ſo determin'd, public zeal-- 160 In ſemblance of, amuſement,.chro'the. breaſt - 
And hose ur ef ſuch adamantime proof, - lafus d. And thou, O Rundle! - lend thy train, 


een Corruptian, hopeleſs, and veraw'd, 
Durſt not · ha vs tempted ! Yet of manners nuld, 
And every heart, he kae t 
Nobly to pleaſe 3 while equally k . 0 
Or adulation to receive or give. , 
Happy the ſtate where wakes a liege. #1 6 
Of ſuch inſpeRian Keen, and gencral care! | 
Beneath a guard ſo vigilant, ſo pure, 
Toil may xeſigu his careleſe head to 
And ever- jealous Freedom ſleep in — 
Ah! laſt undimely ! loſt in downward days! 
And many a pairiat counſel with him Joſt ! 
Counſels that might have humbled Britain's ſoe, 
Her native foe, from eldeſt time by Fate 
Appointed, as did once a Talbot's arms. 
Let Learning, Arts, let univerſal Wonk, 
Lament a patton loſt, a friend and Judge. 
Unlike the ſons of Vanity, that, veil'd 
Beugath the patron's, proſtituted name, 
Dare ſacrifice a worthy man to pride, 
And fluſh confuſion. oer an hancit che — 
When he conrferr'd'a grace, it ſeem'd « debt 
Whieb-he to merit, to the public, paid, 
And to the great all- bounteous — of good. 


His ſympathilang heart itſelf receiy e 
The generous- obligacian be buſtow'd. . 
This, this indeed. is patroniftiug worch. 
Their Rind protector him the Mules on. 
But ſcorn with noble pride the boaſted aid : 
Of taſteleſs Vanity's inſulting hand. 
The gracious ſtream that checrs:the b Werld. 
I not pits noiſy gift of ſummer noon! +; | 
\ hoſe ſudden current rom her wc tay bus 
\waſhes the little oil which yet remain'd, ./ 
And only more dejects the laſhing flowers 
No, 'tis the ſoſt · deſcending dews' me 
The ſilent treaſures af che vernal year, Tt * 
indulging deep their: ſtareg the Gill. pight — 
Till, with — mary, che Ceſhand wo 
> ,L 91.21 
I: fragrance all all beauty, a. and ng. 
Still let me vita him in —— tight 
gi priggt e Po foggets 10 4 
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| J arg ¹ head "we Jenks theip.ſtores, unite; 
1 1 natural, moral, 
6 


ee ah gia which. — 
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al 


rid | Nor yet in Athens, at an Atte n 
Where Soctates ufidel, fairer: truth, | 
More elegant humanity, mote grace, 


D.. e = ; 


* 


— 


1m 


Driven from yg the ſwuſhine of the. foul, a 
infirm, 


Thou 


datling friend! thou brother of, his ſoul! 


an 5 2485 
ee fon poets iu ee 
Judgment digetts,: 1 well-tun'd beſom feels, 
or divine, has — 


dictate, or the. 


% 


el, * 7 

ven will pour, 

ſhore you, penſivę, ſtray, 

mountains a bleak — 

ample. round receive the Waves, 
„ ruſh 235 

Wine drives, | 


Wich Memaggp. 
on the pe 


And laid their 
That, from the frozen, Pole xeſ 
„ Tho from native 


By ſlanderous Zeal, and 
alous of worth; yet will you hlels: your: lat, + 

vou triumph in your glorious (ave, 410 
Whence Lalbot's friendſhip; $0 futore times, 
lutrepid, warm: of kindred t Dare: jt \ 
Nurs'd, by experience, ———_ eſteem. 
Calm confidence unbounded; love not blind, -- 
And the ſweet, light from mingled minds diſclos'd, 
From mingled chymic oils as hurſts the fire. 246 

1, too, remember. well that cheer ful bowl 

Which round Bis table low d. The ſerious there 


e with. the ſportiue, with. bee can d the 


plain; 


paicth bend — — — jad, 
And wit? its bane pia mithavtabe 


n 


Not ſimple: Nature s unaffected ſona, 
4 The b 


1 


6 Iadians,-round. — 

in ſunuy lan r Mady euvert. et. 

Hold more convenie; nor of olds. 463 

Rome's awful conſuls, her diator-{wains, 

As on the of cheir Sabiae farm 

They far” 1 | 
» he 


wo 
. 
" _— 
* 0 


7 


1 
| 


n Groen 54 Wits" 


T HOM S O 


Wit more refin'd, or deeper ſcience, reign'd. j 
But, far beyond the little vulgar bounds 
Of family, or friends, or native land, | 
By juſt degrees, and-with proportion'd flame, 265 
Extended his benevolence; a friend | 
To human- kind, to parent Nature's works. 
Of free acceſs, and of engaging grace, 
dot ans honor re? „ 
He kept an open judging ear for all, 270 
And ſpread an open countenance, where ſmibd 
The fair e of an open "ye 
While on the rich, the poor, the high, the low, 
With equal ray, his ready goodneſs ſhone ; 
pr. not 1 ft 
Thus to a dread inheritance, my Lord, 
And bard to be ſupported, you ſucceed; 
But, kept by virtue, as by virtue gain d, 
It will, thro' lateſt, time, enrich your race, 
When groſſer wealth ſhall moulder into duſt, 280 
And with their authors in oblivion ſunk. + 
Vain titles lie, the ſervile badges oft bd 
Of mean ſubmiſſion, not the meed of worth. 
True genuine hanour. its large patent holds 
Of all mankind, thro' ev ry land and age, 285 
Ol univerſal Reaſon's various ſons, 
And e'en of God himſelf, fole perſect Judge 
Yet know theſe nobleſt honours of the mine 
On rigid terms deſcend ; the high-plac'd heir,, 
Scann'd by the public eye, that, with keen gaze, 
Malignant ſecks out faults, cannot thro". life, 
Amid the nameleſs inſeQs of a court. 
Unheeded ſteal y but, with his ſire compar'd, 
He muſt be glorious, or he muſt be ſcoru c. 
his truth to you, Who merit well to bear, 295 
A name to.Britons dear, th' officious Mule .. 
May ſafely ſing,” and ſing without reſerve. . . 
Vain were the plai 


275 


- 


er laint, and ignorant the tear, 
That ſhould a Talbot mourn. , Qurſelves, indeed 
Our country robb'd of her delight and ſtrength 


300 


3 


We may lament vet let us, grateful,. joy , 

That we ſuch virtwes;knew, ſuch virtues felt, 

And feel chem All, te ching our views to riſe 

Thro' ever- bright ning ſcenes of future worlds. 

Be dumb, ye worſt of Zealots! ye that, prone 
i 305 

To thoughtleſs duſt, renounce that generous hope, 

Whence every joy below its Spirit draws, 

And every pain is balm. A Talbot's light, 

A Talbot's virtues, claim another ſource 

Than rhe blind maze of updelighing blood; 310 

Nor when that vital fountain plays no more, 

Can they be quench'd amid the gelid ſtream. 

Methinks 1 ſee his mounting ſpiri”, freed 

From tangling earth, regain the realms of day, 

Its native country, whence, to bleſs mankind, 315 

Eternal Goodneſs on this darkſome ſpot 

Had ray'd it down awhile. Behold! approv'd 

By the tremendous Judge of heaven and earth, 

And to th' Almighty Father's proſence jain'd, 

He takes his rank, in glory and in bliſs, 32⁰ 

Amid the human worthies. id around 

Crowd his compatriot Thades, and point him out, 


\ With ; 


{| Partake the joy; yet, ſuch 


To ruling Nature, that, in glorious 
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519 
ride, Britannia's blameleſs hoalt, 
Ah ! whi is he that with a fonder eye 
Meets thine enraptur'd?—'Tis the beſt of ſons! 


325 
The beſt of friends Too ſoon is realiz d 
That hope which once forbade thy tears to flow I 
Meanwhile the. kindred ſouls of every land, 


- / {(Howeer divided in the fretful days 


Of prejudice and error) mingled now, 


In one ſelected never-j ſtate, 
Where God himſelf their only monarch rei 
ſenſe that 


Remains of earthly woes, for us below, 

And for our Joſs, they drop a pitying tear. 325 
But ceaſe, preſumptuous Muſe! nor vainly ftrive 
To quit this eloudy fphere that binds thee down ; 
'Tis not for mortal hand to trace thefe ſcenes, © 
Scenes that our groſs ideas grovelling ext 
Behind, and 'firike our boldeſt language dumb. 


b | 340 
Forgive, immortal Shade ! if aught from earth, 


339 


| From duſt low=warbled; to thoſe Bore can riſe, 
ive ++<3 EL; 


Where flows celeſtial harmony, fi 

This fond fuperfluous verſe. With deep- fele voice, 
On every heart impreſs d, thy deeds themſeivey 

| * 34 

Atteſt thy praiſe. Thy praiſe the widows' 8585 
And orphans' tears embalm. The good, the bad, 
The ſons of Juſtice, and the ſons of Strife, 

All who or ſreedom or hõðS intereſt prize, 


A deep-divided nation's parties all 359 


| Conſpire to ſwell thy ſpotleſs praiſe to heaven. 


Glad heaven receives it, and feraphic tyres 

With ſongs of triumph thy arrival hall. 
How vain this tribute, then! this lowly lay! 
Vet nought is vain which gratitude inſpires. 3535 
The Mule, beſides, her duty thus approves _ 
To virtue, to her country, to mankind, 


charge, 
As to her prieſteſs, gives it her, to Mig Guns 
Whatever good and excelent ſhe forms. 300 
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VERSES 
'* Qccaſipned by be 
DEATH OF MR. ANA N © ©, 


A PARTICULAR FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR'S. 
# ILSS © WW: I: I SR 1s 


8 thoſe we love decay, we die in part; © 
String after ſtring is ſever d from the heart, 
Fill looſen'd life, at but þ-cathing clay, 
Without one pang is glad to fall away. 


TY 5 


Unhappy he who lateſt feels the blow, 5 
Whoſe O90 have wept o'er every, friend laid 
ow, - : | 


Dragg'd ing ring on from partial death to 
Till, dying, all he can reſign is breath. 


* 
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TO THE REV. MR. MURDOCH, 


RECTOR OF STRADDISHALL IN SUFFOLK, 1738, 


12 low, my Friend | thou can 'ſt not 


Here reigns a deep tranquillity o'er all; 
No noiſe, no care, no vanity, no ſtrife ; £ 


| 
| 


1 


+ 
* 
1 


Men, woods, and fields, all breathe untroubled 


life. ; 
Then keep each paſſion down, however dear; 
Truſt me, the tender are the moſt ſevere. 
Guard, while tis thine, thy philoſophic caſe, 
And aſk no joy but that of virtuous peace; 
That bids defiance to the ſtorms of fate : 
High bliſs is only for a higher ſtate, 


EPITAPH ON Miss STANLEY. 
Hr reſt, eſcap d this mortal 


Above the joys, beyond the woes, of life. 
Fierce pangs no more thy lively beauties ſtain, 
And ftern bs e 3 renlg) * , 
No more ſweet patience, feigning oft” relief, 
Ligiite thy fick — to cheat a parent's grief: 
With tender art, to ſave her anxious groan, 
No more thy boſom preſſes down its own : 
Now well-carn'd peace is-thine, and bliſs ſin- 
cere; ly 
the lenjent, not unpleaſing tear! 

8 to + ranch 9 ſink beneath the 
To how us Virtue in her faireſt form; 
To ſhow us artleſs Reaſon's moral reign, 
What boaſtful Science aryogates in vain; 
Th? obedient paſſions knowing each their part, 
Calm light the head, and harmony the heart 

Yes, we mult follow foon, will glad obey, 
When a few ſung have roll'd their cares away, 
Tir'd with vain life, will cloſe the willing eye; 
"Tis the great birthright of mankind to dic, 
Bleſt be the bark that wafers us to the ſhore 
Where death-divided friends ſhall part no more 
't's join thee there, here with thy duſt repoſe, 
Is al! the. hope thy hapleſs mother knows. 
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| See the light tenants of 

To them nor ſtores nor granaries belong, 

_ | Nought but the woodland and the rey ſong; 

Vet your kind heavenly Father bends his eye 

On the leaſt wing that flics along the ſky, 

To him they ſing when Spring renews the plain, 

To him they cry in Winter's pinching reign, 
Nor is their muſic nor their plaint in vain : 


| A PARAPHRASE © 


* 
on THE 
Io TY + 


| | Latter Part of the Sixth Chapter of Saint Matthews, 
1 | HEN my breaſt labours with oppreſſive 


N 
* 4 * 


| care, 
And o'er my check deſcends the falling tear, 


While all my warrin paſſions are at ſtrike, 


O! let me liſten to the words of Life! 


Raptures deep- ſelt his do@rine did impart, 
And thus be rais'd from earth the drooping 
heart, jw 
Think not, when all your ſcanty ſtores afford, 


| I's ſpread at once upon the ſparing board; 


Think not, when worn the homely robe appears, 
While on the roof the howling tempeſt bears, 
What farther ſhall this feeble ſuſtain, © 


And what ſhall clothe theſe. ſhiv'ring limbs 
Say, does not life its nouriſhment exceed? 


He hears the gay and the diftreſsful call, 
And with unſparing bounty fills them all, 
Obſerve the riſing lily's ſnowy grace, 


| Obſerve the various vegetable race; | 
__ | They neither toil, nor ſpin, but careleſs grow, 
[Vet ſee how watm they bluſh ! how bright they 


Pf yn glow! 


What regal veſtments can with them compare 

What King fo ſhining ! or what queen fo fair! 
If, ceafeleſs, thus the fowls of heaven he feed 

If o'er the fields ſuch lacid robes he ſpreads, 

Will he not care for you, ye Faithleſs ! fay, 

ls he unwiſe ? or are ye ick than they ? 


K Pr. 
» * 


, * ea 
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ODE. 
Lies buy M IA © 
ILL me, thou Soul of her 1 love! 
Ah! tell me, whither art thou fled, 


To what delightful world above. 
Appointed for the happy dead ? 


tt. 


Or doſt thou, free, at pleaſure; roam, 
And ſometimes fare thy lover's woe; 
Where, void of ther, his cheerleſs honie 
Can now, alas! no comfort know ? 


In. 


Oh, if thou hover'ſt round my walk, 
While under ev'ry well-known tree 
I to thy fancy'd ſhadow talk, 

And every tear is full of thee ;- 


IV. 


Should then the weary eye of Grief, 
Beſide ſome ſympathetic ſtream, 

In ſlumber find a ſhort relief, 

Oh! viſit thou my ſoothing dream. 


DEP — . | 
O D E. 


NIGHTINGALE! beſt poet of cha goons | 
Thas plaintive ſtrain can ne er belong to 
_ - 
Bleſt in the full poſſeſſidn of thy love: 
O lend that ſtrain, ſweet Nightingale] to nie. 
Tis mine, alas! to niourn my wretched fate: 
I love a maid who all my boſom charms, 
Yet loſe my days without this lovely mate; 
Inhuman Fortune keeps her from my arms. 
You, happy Bards ! by Nature's ſimple laws 
Leid your ſoft lives, ſuſtain'd by Nature's fare; 
You dwell wherever roving Fancy draws, 
And love and ſong is all your pleaſing cate, 
But we, vain flaves of intereſt and of pride, 
Dare not be bleſt, leſt envious tongues ſhould 
blame; | 
And hence, in vain, I languiſh ſor my bride : 
O mourn with rhe, ſweet Bird! my hapleſs flame. 


ODE 


TO SERAPHLNA. 


HE wanton's charms, however bright, 
Ar: like the falſe illufive light, 
Whoſe flattering inauſpicious blaze 
To precipices oft” betrays: 
But that ſweet ray your beauties dart, | 
Which clears the mind and cleans the heart, 
Is like the ſacred Queen of Night, 


And heav 
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But Seraphina's eyes diſpenſe 
A mild and gracious influence; 
Such as in viſion's angels ſhed 
Around the heav*n-illumin'd head. ' 
To love thee, Seraphina | ſure 
Is to be tender, happy, ure; | . 
And wooe bright Virtue's faireſt ſhape z a 
'Tis ecſtaſy with wiſdom join'd, - 
n infus'd into the mind. 


—_— 
ODE. 
on x0Lus's nakr. s 


L 
THEREAL Race, inhabitants of Air, 


U 


And raiſe majeſtic trains, or melt in love. | 
11. 


With what ſoft woe they thrill rhe lover's heart ! 
Sure from the hand of ſome unhappy maid,” 
Who dy d of love, theſe ſweet complainings part. 
| m. 

But hark! that ſtrain was of a grayer tone, 
Or he the facred Bard,f who ſat alone 


IV. 


Such was the ſong which Zion's children ſung, _ 
When by Euphrates' ſtream they made their plaiot ; 
And to ſuch fadly ſolemn notes are ſtrung 
Angelic harps, to ſooth a dying ſaint. 
Wa. 

Methinks I hear the full celeſtial choir g 
Thro' heaven's high dome their awful anthem 

raiſe; 
Now chanting clear, and now they all conſpire 
To ſwell the lofty hymn from praiſe to pralle. 


VI, 


Let me, ye wand' ring Spirits of the wind! 


E ho, as wild Fancy prompts. you, touch the 
ſtring, . 
Smit with your theme, be in your chorus join d, 


Who pours a lovely gentle light 
Wide o'er the dark, by wanderets bleſt, 
ConduQting them to peace and reſt. 


A vicious love depraveythe mind; 
Tis anguiſh, guilt, and folly, join'd; 
Vor. VIII. 


For till you ceaſe my Muſe forgets to ling. 


Kaus Harp is a muſfcal infirument, which plage 
irh the wind, invented by Mr. Ofwald; ite propere 
ties are fully deſcribed in the Caſtle of indyl=nce. : 
+ Jeremiah, 
3 X 


L. Who hymn your God amid the ſecret grove, | 
Ye unſeen Beings! ts my harp repair, 


Thoſe tender notes, how kindly they vpbratd!”- | 


On the deep ſtrings his hand ſome, hermit throws; 
In thedrear waſte, and wept his people's woes. 


a, 22 


"Bel He reh PORM®. 


A 0 0 DE 1 
N CT 1 e dnn n e N * 14A 
7 * MAsx * — N * II. a 
1 5.4 __ . 8 122 „ 14 if tom? 
| 2 81 2 * ORs »o And, . merk d his treacherous | 
wy — * as 182 1 · & W nabry 
2 Coen Tine hs iy who's my po * Na 
i "= angels fu ＋ 5 een ta N . my pride. 23 
5 Bri 8 em; * . 5 
i WJ 2 n tanma ? 2 nr FL A . m. P 
. ny . rer will be res. | wd > v4 + he ſlave in private Ar 
1 8 905 O n Your bondage wh only bears ÞT Co 
1. But o his love | . 
The BENE : when his paſſi conceals, | Bi. 
Muſt, not fo ble You Dag him ai on he declares, *r. A 
EE turns, fo 9 22 — x Ti 
The The ra ad any of — fu Rs | | 2 A. 
Kule, e. * * f — — — 
8 8 5 N so. 'K 
F "NH; a 
s the ' 4 18 hs 
om tears the ſkies, a \ But to I. dares fr 4 bm who A 
ne tee. y native oak. I But to he ſympathetic groves ling pain, 
| Oh! the lonely liſten 7 
8 IV. * when ſhe bleſſes =D. — 
| All their y tyrants ue er ball uu mar: lads pet 
Will bu R Ii owery tracts alen are ſeen 
1 — ve We dt 3 
= 0 gen green, 
e , 
5 ; | 111 | 4 ing lilies walt * "jg Gear, | 
To thee v. f O tell e Sure in ga * ä | 
> — other b op the rural reigu; * Irxrno' fear my ton e cannot blame, | 
ER wi Conte: mw tr oy bind; 
And SA een tine: il as her ſpot] at my virtuous flame 
& Sy ſhore it circles thi main, - Not her ow eſs ſoul refin'd, 
| „ Oc. * * With chaſt n guardian angel 
2 N er tenderneſs Fee 
or purer h his care 
> No er oon wiſh d. 
The N 8 B r holier ber own ſighs * 
Shall r 8 Freedom fo fond, | Sell 2 * 185 „ 
co 0 
— — with. 4 — _— — 2 4 
R anly hearts to guar 41 . crown 'd, A7 love and rend her ear— 
: ule, Britannia! rule vpckead | COTE RT TY ape 
Britous never will 2 e waves; f 
3 | SONG. | 
, 2 I. 
5 \ 7 ESS 1 
—— | ith Amat 
I e e ond pot 1 ee 
In” er 4 8 . 9 12 
NG. bY In vain 1 avs 3 _ r 
AI. „ a + f k ; ; wer; * 
e i | 
O2 e fond defire, © fi * | II. | 
Why not difcloſ to Damon faid,. ; Awaken! 
e your ten laid, "_ aken'd b the 
r in vain the ar gent year, 
Y > = Wi vain the — ſing; 
Thom my lon chris rings | 


ire 3 deer 


* 
was of IF 
7 66% 4 : 


eee Sis. 


. 99% 1 2 0 I ned 


sons. axe Nay! 
„* ein K 


ever, Fortune! wilt thou thou prove Sa | 


R 

] An unrelenting foe to love, 
And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Eome in between, and bid us part ? 
Bid us figh on from day to day, 
And wiſh, aud wiſh the ſoul away, 
Till youth and genial years = flown, 
And all the life of life is gone ? 

But buſy, buſy ſtill art thou, 

To bind the loveleſs joyleſs vow, 

The heart from pleaſure to delude, 
To join the gentle to the rude. 

For once, O Fortune | hear my prayer, 
And I abſolve thy future care; 

All other bleſſings I reſign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine, 


wa 


SONG. 


OME, gentle God of ſoft defire ! 
Come and poſſeſs my happy breaſt, 

Not fury-like in flames and fire, 
Or frantic folly's wildneſs dreſt; 
But come in Friendſhip's angel-guiſe : 
Yet dearer thou than friendſhip art, 
More tender ſpirit in thy eyes, 
More ſweet emotions at the heart. 
O come with Goodneſs in thy train,” 
With Peace aud Pleaſure, void of ſtorm, 
And wouldſt thou me for ever gain, 
Put on Amanda's winning form. 


——_———_ 


A NUPTIAL SONG. 


Intended to bave been inſerted in the fourth Ad of 
Sepbon e. 
OME, gentle Venus! and aſſuage 


A warring world, a bleeding age; 

For Nature lives beneath thy ray, 
The wiatry tempeſts haſte away, 
A lacid calm inveſts the ſea, 
Thy native deep is full of thee; 
The flowering earth, where'er you fly, 
Is all o'er ſpring, all ſun the ſky ; 
A genial ſpirit r s the breeze; 
Unſeen among the blooming trees, 
The feather'd lovers tyne their throat, 
The deſert growl a ſoſten'd note; 
Glad o'er. the meads, the cattle bound, 
And love and harmony go round. 

But chief into the human heart 
You ſtrike the gear delicious dart; 
You teach us pleaſing pangs to know, 


To feel 4 Senne palſions-riſe; 23 995 BAK, 7 7 
Grow good by 9 fs 306g &, 
Each happy moment to ri] 296: i . 
And fill the perſect ear love, | w_! 4 


Come, thou delight of heaven and 1 3 
To whom all creatures owe their birth ; 
Oh come, ſweet ſmiling ! tender, come! 
And yet prevent our final doom; 

For long the furious God of war 

Has cruſh'd us with his iron car, 

Has rag'd along our ruin'd plains, 
Has ſoil'd them with his cruel tains, 
Has ſunk our youth in-endleſs fleep, 
And made the widow'd virgin weep. 
Now let him feel thy wonted charmsz 
Oh! take him to thy ewining arms! 
Aud, while thy boſom heaves on his, 
While deep he prints the humid kiſs, 
Ah! then his ſtormy heart controul, 
And ſigh thyſelf into his ſoul. 


i 
2 
- 


* 

* 
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AN | 
HYMN ON SOLITUDE. . 


Hat mildly pleaſing Solitude! 

Companion of the wiſe- and good, 
But ſrom whoſe holy, piercing eye, 
The herd of fools and villains fly, 

Oh | how I love with thee to walk, 
And liſten to thy whilper'd talk, 
Which innocence and truth imparts, 
And melts the moſt obdurate hearts. 

A thovfand ſhapes.you wear with eaſe, 
And ſtill in every ſhape you pleaſe. ' 
Now wrapt in fome myſterious dream, 
A lone philoſopher you ſeem ; 

Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 
And now you ſweep the vaulted fey; 
A ſhepherd next, you haunt the plain, 
And warble ſorth your oaten ſtrain. 

A lover now, with all the grace 

Of that ſweet paſſion in your face : 
Then, caim'd to friendſhip, you aſſume 
The g-ntle-lookiny Harford's bloom, 
As, with her Mulidora, ſhe ; 
(Her Muſidora fond of thee) 

Amid the long-withdrawing vale, 
Awakes the rival'd nightingale. 

Thine is the balmy breath of Mora, 
Juſt as the dew-bert roſe is horn; 

And while meridian ſervours beat, 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat; 
But chief, when evening fcenes decay, 
And the faint landſcape, ſwims away, 
Thine is the doubtful-foft decline, 


And that beſt hour of muſing thine. 


Deſcendtog angels bleſs thy traiu, 
The virtues of the ſage and ſwain ; 
Plain Innocence, in white array'd, 


To languiſh in luxurious woe; 


Before chee lifts her fearleſs bead: 
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S Religion's beams around thee ſhine, Perkays from Merwoed's oak-clad hill, 
And cheer thy . 4 Whew Meditation has her fill, 
About thee ſports ſweet Liberty: m | juſt may caſt my careleſs eyes 
And rapt Urania fings to thee. £ - - {| Where London's s ſpiry turrets riſe, 
Oh! let me pierce thy ſecret cell, [Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 
And in thy deep receſſes dwell.  ' | Fhen ſhield me in the woods agaiu. 
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